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Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide. 
In thy most need to go by thy side 



BEN JONSON, believed to have been botn in 
Westminater in 1573. Fousbt asainst the 
Spaniards in Flanders, returning in 1592, and 
took to the stage. Trial for murder, 1598; 
became a Roman Catholic for twelve years. 
Journey to France, 1613; to Scotland, 1618. 
Died in 1637 
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INTRODUCTION 

The greatest of English dramatists except Shakespeare, the 
first literary dictator and poet-laureate, a writer of verse, 
prose, satire, and criticism who most potently of all the men 
of his time affected the subsequent course of English letters: 
such was Ben Jonson, and as such his strong personality as¬ 
sumes an interest to us almost unparalleled, at least in his age. 

Ben Jonson came of the stock that was centuries after tn 
give to the world Thomas Carlyle; for Jonson's grandfather 
was of Annandale, over the Solway, whence he migrated to 
England. Jonson’s father lost his e<>tate under Queen Mary, 
" having been cast into prison and forfeited." He entered 
the church, but died a month before his illustrious son was 
bom, leaving his widow and child in poverty. Jonson's 
birthplace was Westminster, and the time of his birth early 
in 1573 . He was thus nearly ten years Shakespeare's junior, 
and less well off, if a trifle better born. But Jonson did not 
profit even by tliis slight advantage. His mother married 
beneath her, a wright or bricklayer, and Jonson was for a 
time apprenticed to the trade. As a youth he attracted the 
attention of the famous antiquary, William Camden, then 
usher at Westminster School, and there the poet laid the solid 
foundations of his classical learning, Jonson always held 
Camden in veneration, acknowledging that to him he owed. 

All that I am in arts, all that I know; 

and dedicating his first dramatic success, " Every Man in His 
Humour," to him. It is doubtful whether Jonson ever went 
to either university, though Fuller says that he was "statut- 
ably admitted into St. John's College, Cambridge." He tells 
us that he took no degree, but was later " Master ol 
Arts in both the universities, by their favour, not his study." 
When a mere youth Jonson enlisted as a soldier, trailing his 
pike in Flanders in the protracted wars of William the Silent 
against the Spanish. Jonson was a large and raw-boned lad; 
he became by his own account in time exceedingly bulky. 
In chat with his friend William Drummond of Hawthornden, 
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Jonson told how " in his service in the Low Countries he had, 
in the face of both the camps, killed an enemy, and taken 
opima spolia from him;” and how "since his coming to 
England, being appealed to the fields, he had killed his 
adversary which had hurt him in the arm and whose sword 
was ten inches longer than his.” Jonson’s reach may have 
made up for the lack of his sword; certainly his prowess lost 
nothing in the telling. Obviously Jonson was brave, combative, 
and not averse to talking of himself and his doings. 

In 1592, Jonson returned from abroad penniless. Soon 
after he married, almost as early and quite as imprudently as 
Shakespeare. He told Drummond curtly that " his wife was 
a shrew, yet honest ”; for some years he lived apart from her 
in the household of Lord Albany. Yet two touching epitaphs 
among Jonson's Epigrams, “ On my first daughter,” and " On 
my first son,” attest the warmth of the poet’s family affections. 
The daughter died in infancy, the son of the plague; another 
son grew up to manhood little credit to his father whom he 
survived. We know nothing beyond this of Jonson’s domestic 
life. 

How soon Jonson drifted into what we now call grandly 
"the theatrical profession” we do not know. In 1593, 
Marlowe made his tragic exit from life, and Greene, Shake¬ 
speare’s other rival on the popular stage, had preceded 
Marlowe in an equally miserable death the year before. 
Shakespeare already had the running to bims^. Jonson 
appears first in the employment of Philip Henslowe, the 
exploiter of several troupes of players, manager, and father- 
in-law of the famous actor, Edward Alleyn. From entries in 
Henslowe’s Diary, a species of theatrical account book which 
has been handed down to us, we know that Jonson was 
connected with the Admiral’s men; for he borrowed ,^4 of 
Henslowe, July 28, 1597, pajdng back 3s. 9d. on the same day 
on account of his " share ” (in what is not altogether clear); 
while later, on December 3, of the same year, Henslowe 
advanced 20s. to him ’’ upon a book which he showed the plot 
unto the company which he promised to deliver unto the 
company at Christmas next.” In the next August Jonson 
was in collaboration with Chettle and Porter in a play called 
" Hot Anger Soon Cold.” All this points to an association 
with Henslowe of some duration, as no mere tyro would be 
thus paid in advance upon mere promise. From allusions in 
Dekker’s play, “ Satiromastix,” it appears that Jonson, like 
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Shakespeare, began life as an actor, and that he " ambled in 
a leather pitch by a play-wagon *' taking at one time the part 
of'Hieronimo in Kyd’s famous play, "The Spanish Tragedy.” 
By the beginning of 1598, Jonson, though still in needy cir¬ 
cumstances, had beg^n to receive recognition. Francis Meres 
—well known for his " Comparative Discourse of our English 
Poets with the Greek, Latin, and Italian Poets,” printed 
in 1598, and for his mention therein of a dozen pla3rs of Shake¬ 
speare by title—accords to Ben Jonson a place as one of 
“ our best in tragedy,” a matter of some surprise, as no known 
tragedy of Jonson hrom so early a date has come down to us. 
That Jonson was at work on tragedy, however, is proved by 
the entries in Henslowe of at least three tragedies, now lost, 
in which he had a hand. These are " Page of Plymouth,” 
" King Robert II. of Scotland,” and “ Richard Crookback.” 
But all of these came later, on his return to Henslowe, and 
range from August 1599 to June 1602. 

Returning to the autumn of 1598, an event now happened 
to sever for a time Jonson’s relations with Henslowe. In a 
letter to Alleyn, dated September 26 of that year, Henslowe 
writes: " I have lost one of my company that hurteth me 
greatly; that is Gabriel [Spencer], for he is slain in Hogsden 
fields by the hands of j^njamin Jonson, bricklayer.” The 
last word is perhaps Hcnslowe’s thrust at Jonson in his dis¬ 
pleasure rather than a designation of his actual continuance 
at his trade up to this time. It is fair to Jonson to remark, 
however, that his adversary appears to liave been a notorious 
fire-eater who had shortly before killed one Feeke in a similar 
squabble. Duelling was a frequent occurrence of the time 
among gentlemen and the nobility; it was an impudent 
breach of the peace on the part of a player. This duel is the 
one which Jonson described years after to Drummond, and 
for it Jonson was duly arraigned at Old Bailey, tried, and 
convicted. He was sent to prison and such goods and chattels 
as he had " were forfeited.” It is a thought to give one pause 
that, but for the ancient law permitting convicted felons to 
plead, as it was called, the benefit of clergy, Jonson might 
have been hanged for this deed. The circumstance that the 
poet could read and write saved him; and he received only a 
brand of the letter " T,” for Tyburn, on his left thumb. While 
in jail Jonson became a Roman Catholic; but he returned to 
the faith of the Church of England a dozen years later. 

On his release, in disgrace witfar Henslowe and his former 
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lliat of the bn^gait vrilio ia incidentalijr, end with delightfully 
comic efiect, a coward; Brainwocm's humour is the finding 
ont of things to. the end of fooling everybody: of course he is 
fooled in. the end hims^. But it was not Jonson's theoiieB 
alone that made the success of “ Every Man in His Humonr." 
The play is admirably written, and each charactor is vividly 
concaved, and with a firm touch based on observation of the 
men of the London of the day. Jonson was neither in this, 
his first great comedy (nor in any other play that he wrote), 
a supine classicist, urging that English Hrama. return to a 
slavish adherence to classical conditions. He says as to the 
laws of the old comedy (meaning by laws,’’ such matters as 
the unities of time and place and the use of chorus): “ I see 
not then, but we should enjoy the same licence, or free power 
to iliustrate and heighten our invention as they [the ancients] 
did; and not be tied to those strict and regular forms which 
tiie nioeness of a few, who are nothing but form, would thrust 
upon us." " Every Man in His Humour ’’ is written in prose, 
a novel practice which Jonson had of his predecessor in comedy, 
John Lyly. Even the word " humour ’’ seems to have been 
employed in the Jonsonian seiue by Chapman before Jonson’s 
use of it. Indeed, the comedy of humours itself is only a 
heightened variety of the comedy of manners which represents 
life, viewed at a satirical angle, and is the oldest and most 
persistent species of comedy in the language. None the lete, 
Jonson’s comedy merited its immediate success and marked 
out a definite course in which comedy long continued to run. 
To mention only Shakespeare’s Falstafi and his rout, Bardolph, 
Pistol, Dame Quickly, and the rest, whether in " Henry IV.’’ 
or in " The Merry Wives of Windsor," all are conceived in the 
spirit of humours. So are the captains, Welsh, Scotch, and 
Dish of " Henry V.," and Malvolio especially later; though 
Shakespeare never employed the method of humours for an 
important personage. It was not Jonson’s fault that many 
of his successors did precisely the thing that he had reprobated, 
that is, degrade “ the humour ’’ into an oddity of speech, an 
eccentricity of manner, of dress, or cut of bea^. There was 
an anonymous play called " Every Woman in Her Humour." 
Chapman wrote " A Humourous Day’s Mirth," Day, " Humour 
Out of Breath," Fletcher later, " The Humourous Lieutenant," 
Bind Jonson, besides " Every Man Ont of His Humour," 
returned to the title In closing the (^le of his comedies in 
** The Magnetic Lady or Humours Reronciled." 



IhtFoduction xiii 

Vrath tbc peiiormanoe of " Every: Man Oat of His Hamonr " 
in 1509 . by Shakespeare's company once more at the Globe, 
we tnrq a new page in Jonson’s career.. Despite his many real' 
virtues, if there is one future more than any other that 
distinguishes Jonson, it is his arrogance; and to thia may 
be added his self-righteousness, especially under criticism or 
satire. " Every Man Out of His Humour " is the first of three 
" comical satires " which Jonson contributed to what Dekker 
called the pootomachia or 'war of the theatres as recent critics 
have nam^ it. This play as a fabric of plot is a very slight 
afiair; but as a satirical picture of the manners of the time, 
proceeding by means of -vivid caricature, couched in witty 
and brilliant dialogue and sustained by that righteous indigna¬ 
tion udiich must lie at the heart of aU true satire—as a realisa¬ 
tion, in short, of the classical ideal of comedy—^there had been 
nothing like Jonson's comedy since the days of Aristophanes. 
" Every Man in His Humour,” like the two pla 3 rs that follow 
it. ixmtains two kinds of attack, the critical or generally satiric, 
levelled at abuses and corruptions in the abstract; and the 
personal, in which specific application is made of all this in 
the lampooning of poets and others, Jonson's contemporaries. 
The method of personal attack by actual caricature of a person 
on the stage is almost as old as the drama. Aristophanes so 
lampooned Euripides in "The Achamians” and Socrates in 
" The Clouds,” to mention no other examples; and in English 
drama this kind of thing is alluded to again and again. What 
Jonson really did, was to raise the dramatic lampoon to an 
art. and make out of a casual burlesque and bit of mimicr y a 
dramatic satire of literary pretensions and permanency. With 
the arrogant attitude mentioned above and his uncommon 
eloquence in scorn, vituperation, and in-vective, it is no wonder 
that Jonson soon involved himself in literary and even personal 
quarrels with his fellow-authors. The circumstances of the 
origin of this poetomachia are far from clear, and those who 
have -written on the topic, except of late, have not helped to 
make them clearer. The origin of the " war ” been 
referred to satirical references, apparently to Jonson. contained 
in " The Scourge of Villainy,” a satire in regular form after 
the manner of the ancients by John Maiston. a fellow play¬ 
wright. subsequent friend and collaborator of Jonson's. On 
the other hand, epigrams of Jonson have been discovered 
( 49 , 68 , and 100 ) varioudy charging "playwright” (reason¬ 
ably identified with Marston) wi^ scurrility, cowardice, and 
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plagiarism; though the dates of the epigrams cannot be 
ascertained with certainty. Jonson's own statement of the 
matter to Drummond runs: “He had many quarrels with 
Marston, beat him, and took his pistol from him, wrote his 
Poetaster on him; the begmning[s] of them were that Marston 
represented him on the stage.” * 

Here at least we are on certain ground; and the principals 
of the quarrel are known. " Histriomastix,” a play revised 
by Marston in 1598 , has been regarded as the one in which 
Jonson was thus “ represented on the stage ”; although the 
personage in question, Chrisogonus, a poet, satirist, and trans¬ 
lator, poor but proud, and contemptuous of the common herd, 
seems rather a complimentary portrait of Jonson than a 
caricature. As to the personages actually ridiculed in “ Every 
Man Out of His Humour,” Carlo Bufione was formerly thoijight 
certainly to be Marston, as he was described as “ a public, 
scurrilous, and prof^e jester,” and elsewhere as the grand 
scourge or second untruss [that is, satirist], of the time ” 
(Joseph Hall being by his own boast the first, and Marston’s 
work being entitled " The Scourge of Villainy ”). Apparently 
we most now prefer for Carlo a notorious character named 
Charles Chester, of whom gossipy and inaccurate Aubrey 
relates that he was “ a bold impertinent fellow ... a 
perpetual talker and made a noise like a drum in a room. 
So one time at a tavern Sir Walter Raleigh beats him and 
seals up his mouth (that is his upper and his nether beard) 
with hard wax. From him Ben Jonson takes his Carlo 
Bufione [».«., jester] in 'Every Man in His Humour' [stc].” 
Is it conceivable that after all Jonson was ridiculing Marston, 
and that the point of the satire consisted in an intentional 
confusion of “ the grand scourge or second untrura ” with 
“ the scunilous and profiine ” Chester ? 

We have digressed into detail in this particular case to 
exemplify the difficulties of criticism in its attempts to identify 
the allunons in these forgotten quarrels. We are on sounder 
ground of fact in recording other manifestations of Jonson’s 
enmity. In “ The Case is Altered ” there is clear ridicule in 
the character Antonio Balladino of Anthony Munday, pageant- 
poet of the city, translator of romances and playwright as well. 

* The best account of this whole subject is to be found in the edition of 
Poetaster and Satiromastris by J. H. Penniman in Belles Lettres Series 
shortly, to appear. See also bis earlier work, The War of the Theatres, 
s8gs, and the excellent contributions to the subject by H. C. Hart in 
Notes and Queries, and in bis edition of Jonson, 1906. 
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In " Every Man in His Humour ** there is certainly a caricature 
of Samuel Daniel, accepted poet of the court, sonneteer, and 
companion of men of fashion. These men held recognised 
positions to which Jonson felt his talents better entitled him; 
they were hence to hirh his natural enemies. It seems almost 
certain that he pursued both in the personages of his satire 
through *' Every Man Out of His Humour,” and “ Cynthia's 
Revels,” Daniel under the characters Fastidious Brisk and 
Hedon, Munday as Puntarvolo and Amorphus; but ii^ these 
last we venture on quagmire once more. Jonsoh’s literary 
rivalry of Daniel is traceable again and again, in the enter¬ 
tainments that welcomed King James on his way to London, 
in the masques at court, and in the pastoral drama. As to 
Jonson’s personal ambitions with respect to these two men, it 
is notable that he became, not pageant-poet, but chronologer 
to the City of London; and that, on the accession of the new 
king, he came soon to triumph over Daniel as the accepted 
entertainer of royalty. 

“ Cynthia’s Revels,” the second “ comical satire,” was acted 
in 1600 , and, as a play, is even more lengthy, elaborate, and 
impossible ttan " Every Man Out of His Humour.” Here 
personal satire seems to have absorbed everything, and while 
much of the caricature is admirable, especially in the detail of 
witty and trenchantly satirical dialogue, the central idea of a 
fountain of self-love is not very well carried out, and the 
persons revert at times to abstractions, the action to allegory. 
It adds to our wonder that this difficult drama should have 
been acted by the Children of Queen Elizabeth’s Chapel, among 
them Nathaniel Field with whom Jonson read Horace and 
Martial, and whom he taught later how to make plays. 
Another of these precocious little actors was Saiathiel Pavy, 
who died before he was thirteen, already famed for taking the 
parts of old men. Him Jonson immortalised in one of the 
sweetest of his epitaphs. An interesting sidelight is this on 
the character of this redoubtable and rugged satirist, that he 
should thus have befriended and tenderly remembered these 
little theatrical waifs, some of whom (as we know) had been 
literally kidnapped to be pressed into the service of the theatre 
and whipped to the conning of their difficult parts. To the 
caricature of Daniel and Munday in ” C)mthia’s Revels ” must 
be added Anaides (impudence), here assuredly Marston, and 
Asotus (the prodigal), interpret^ as Lodge or. more perilously, 
Raleigh. Ctites, like Asper-Macilente m ** Every Man Out of 
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Hia Hamonr,** Is Jonsom's adf-complaisant portrait of himself, 
tile just, wholly admirable, and judicious scholar, holding his 
head high above the pack of the yelping curs of oivy and 
detraction, but careless of their puny attacks on his perfections 
with only too mindful a neglect. 

The third and last of the " comical satires ” is " Poetaster," 
acted, once' more, by the Children of the Chapel in i6oi, and 
Jonson's only avowed contribution to the £ray. According to 
the author’s own account, this play was written in fifteen 
weeks ota a report that his enemies had entrusted to Dekker 
the preparation of “ Satiromastix, the Untrussing of the 
Humorous Poet," a dramatic attack upon himself. In this 
attempt to forestall his enemies Jonson succeeded, and 
“ Poetaster " was an immediate and deserved success. While 
hardly more closely knit in structure than its earlier companion 
pieces, " Poetaster " is planned to lead up to the ludicrous 
final scene in which, after a device borrowed from the " Lexi- 
phanes " of Lucian, the offending poetaster, Marston-Crispinus, 
is made to throw up the difficult words with which he had 
overburdened his stomach as well as overlarded his vocabulary. 
In the end Crispinus with his fellow, Dekker*Demetrius. is 
bound over to keep the peace and never thenceforward 
" malign, traduce, or detract the person or writings of Quintus 
Horatius Flaccus [Jonson] or any other eminent man tran¬ 
scending you in merit." One of the most diverting personages 
in Jonson’s comedy is Captain Tucca. " His peculiarity ’’ 
has been well described by Ward as " a buoyant blackguardism 
which recovers itself instantaneously from the most complete 
exposure, and a picturesqueness of speech like that of a. walking 
dictionary of slang." 

It was this character. Captain Tucca. that Dekker hit upon 
in his reply, “Satiromastix.’’ and he amplified him, turning 
his abusive vocabulary back upon Jonson and adding " an 
immodesty to his dialogue that did not enter into' Jonson’s 
conception.” It has been held, altogether plausibly, that 
when Dekker was engaged professionally, so to speak,- to write 
a dramatic reply to Jonson. he was at work on a species of 
chronicle history, dealing with the story of Walter Terill in 
tiia rd^.of William Rufus. This he hurriedly adapted to 
in^qde the Satirical characters suggested by “ Poetaster,” 
and fashioned to convey the satire of his reply. The absurdity 
of placing Horace in the court of a Norman king is tiie result. 
But jDdcker’s play is not without its palpal^ hits at tiie 
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arrogance, the Utersny pride, and self-iighteonsness of Jonson- 
Horace, whose " ningle " or pal, the absurd Asinius Bubo, has 
recently been shown to figure forth, in all likelihood, Jonson's 
friend, the poet Drayton.. Slight and hastily adapted as is 
" Satiromastix,” especially in a comparison with the better 
wrought and more significant satire of " Poetaster,” the town 
awarded the palm to Dekker, not to Jonson; and Jonson gave 
over in consequence his practice of ” comical satire.” Though 
Jonson was cited to appear before the Lord Chief Justice to 
answer certain charges to the effect that he had attacked 
lawyers and soldiers in “ Poetaster.” nothing came of this 
complaint. It may be suspected that much of this furious 
clatter and give-and-take was pure playing to the gallery. 
The town was agog with the strife, and on no less an authority 
than Shakespeare (“ Hamlet,” ii. 2 ), we learn that the children’s 
company (acting the plays of Jonson) did " so berattle the 
common stages ... that many, wearing rapiers, are afraid 
of goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither.” 

Several other pla 3 rs have been thought to bear, a greater or 
less part in the war of the theatres. Among them the most 
important is a college play, entitled " The Return from 
Parnassus,” dating 1601 - 02 . In it a much-quoted passage 
makes Burbage, as a character, declare: ” Why here's our 
fellow Shakespeare puts them all down; aye and Ben Jonson. 
too. O that Ben Jonson is a pestilent fellow; he brought up 
Horace, giving the poets a pill, but our fellow Shakespeare 
hath given him a purge that made him bewray his credit.” 
Was Shakespeare then concerned in this war of the stages? 
And what could have been the nature of this " purge ” ? 
Among several suggestions, ” Troilus and Cre^ida ” has been 
thought by some to be the play in which Shakespeare thus 
” put down ” his friend, Jonson. A wiser interpretation finds 
the " purge ” in ” Satiromastix,” which, though not written 
by Shakespeare, was staged by his company, and therefore 
with his approval and imder his direction as one of the leaders 
of that company. 

The last years of the reign of Elizabeth thus saw Jonson 
recognised as a dramatist second only to Shakespeare, and not 
second even to him as a dramatic satirist. But Jonson now 
tamed, his talents to new fields. Plays on subjects derived 
frcMn classical story and myth had held the stage from the 
beginning of the drama« so that Shakespeare was making no 
new departure when he wrote his ” Julius Oesar ” about. 1600 
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Therefore when Jonson staged “ Sejanus,” three years later 
and with Shakespeare’s company once more, he was only 
following in the elder dramatist’s footsteps. But Jonson’s 
idea of a play on classical history, on the one hand, and 
Shakespeare’s and the elder popular dramatists, on the other, 
were very different. Heywood some years before had put five 
straggling plays on the stage in quick succession, all derived 
from stories in Ovid and dramatised with little taste or dis¬ 
crimination. Shakespeare had a finer conception of form, but 
even he was contented to take all his ancient history from 
North’s translation of Plutarch and dramatise his subject 
without further inquiry. Jonson was a scholar and a classical 
antiquarian. He reprobated this slipshod amateurishness, 
and wrote his “ Sejanus ” like a scholar, reading Tacitus, 
Suetonius, and other authorities, to be certain of his facts, 
his setting, and his atmosphere, and somewhat pedantically 
noting his authorities in the margin when he came to print. 
“ Sejanus ” is a tragedy of genuine dramatic power in which 
is told with discriminating taste the story of the haughty 
favourite of Tiberius with his tragical overttoow. Our drama 
presents no truer nor more painstaking representation of 
ancient Roman life than may be found in Jonson’s " Sejanus ” 
and ” Catiline his Conspiracy,” which followed in i 6 ii. A 
passage in the address of the former play to the reader, in 
which Jonson refers to a collaboration in an earlier version, 
has led to the surmise that Shakespeare may have been that 
" worthier pen,” There is no evidence to determine the 
matter. 

In 1605 , we find Jonson in active collaboration with Chapman 
and Marston in the admirable comedy of London life entitled 
“ Eastward Hoe.” In the previous year, Marston had 
dedicated his " Malcontent,” in terms of fervid admiration, to 
Jonson; so that the wounds of the war of the theatres must 
have been long since healed. Between Jonson and Chapman 
there was the kinship of similar scholarly ideals. The two 
continued friends throughout life. “ Eastward Hoe ” achieved 
the extraordinary popularity represented in a demand for three 
issues in one year. But this was not due entirely to the merits 
of the play. In its earliest version a passage which an irritable 
courtier conceived to be derogatory to his nation, the Scots, 
sent both Chapman and Jonson to jail; but the matter was 
soon patched up, for by this time Jonson had influence at 
court. 
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With the accession of King James, Jonson began his long 
and successful career as a uniter of masques. He wrote more 
masques-than all his competitors together, and they are of an 
extraordinary variety and poetic excellence. Jonson did not 
invent the masque; for such premeditated devices to set and 
frame, so to speak, a court ball had been known and practised 
in varying degrees of elaboration long before his time. But 
Jonson gave dramatic value to the masque, especially in his 
invention of the antimasque, a comedy or f^cical element of 
relief, entrusted to professional players or dancers. He en¬ 
hanced, as well, the beauty and dignity of those portions of 
the masque in which noble lords and ladies took their parts to 
create, by their gorgeous costumes and artistic grouping and 
evolutions, a sumptuous show. On the mechanical and scenic 
side Jonson had an inventive and ingenious partner in Inigo 
Jones, the royal architect, who more than any one man raised 
the standard of stage representation in the England of his day. 
Jonson continued active in the service of the court in the 
writing of masques and other entertainments far into the reign 
of King Charles; but, towards the end, a quarrel with Jones 
embittered his life, and the two testy old men appear to have 
become not only a constant irritation to each other, but 
intolerable bores at court. In “ Hymenaei,’* “ The Masque of 
Queens,” “ Love Freed from Ignorance.” " Lovers made Men,” 
" Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue,” and many more will be 
found Jonson’s aptitude, his taste, his poetry and inventive¬ 
ness in these by-forms of the drama; while in “ The Masque of 
Christmas,” and “ The Gipsies Metamorphosed ” especially, 
is discoverable that power of broad comedy which, at court 
as well as in the city, was not the least element of Jonson’s 
contemporary popularity. 

But Jonson had by no means given up the popular stage 
when he turned to the amusement of King James. In 1605 
" Volpone ” was produced, “ The Silent Woman ” in 1609 , 
" The Alchemist ” in the following year. These comedies, 
with " Bartholomew Fair,” 1614 . represent Jonson at his 
height, and for constructive cleverness, character successfully 
conceived in the manner of caricature, wit and brilliancy of 
dialogue, they stand alone in English drama. ” Volpone, or 
the Fox,” is, in a sense, a transition play from the dramatic 
satires of the war of the theatres to the purer comedy re¬ 
presented in the plays named above. Its subject is a struggle 
of wit applied to chicanery; for among its dramatis persona, 
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from the villainous Fox himself, his rascally servant Mosca. 
Voltore (the vulture), Corbaccio and Corvino (the big and the 
little raven), to Sir Politic Would-be and the rest, there is 
scarcely a virtuous character in the play. Question has been 
raised as to whether a story so forbidding can be considered a 
comedy, for, although the plot ends in the discomfiture and 
imprisonment of the most vicious, it involves no mortal 
catastrophe. But Jonson was on sound historical ground, 
for “ Volpone ” is conceived far more logically on the lines of 
the ancients’ theory of comedy than was ever the romantic 
drama of Shakespeare, however repulsive we may find a 
philosophy of life that facilcly divides the world into the 
rogues and their dupes, and, identifying brains with roguery 
and innocence with folly, admires the former while incon¬ 
sistently punishing them. 

'* The Silent Woman" is a gigantic farce of the most 
ingenious construction. The whole comedy hinges on a huge 
joke, played by a heartless nephew on his misanthropic uncle, 
who is induced to taJke to Ifimself a wife, young, fair, and 
warranted silent, but who, in the end, turns out neither silent 
nor a woman at all. In " The Alchemist,” again, we have the 
utmost cleverness in construction, the whole fabric building 
climax on climax, witty, ingenious, and so plausibly presented 
that we forget its departures from the possibilities of life. In 
“The Alchemist” Jonson represented, none the less to the 
life, certain sharpers of the metropolis, revelling in their 
shrewdness and rascality and in the variety of the stupidity 
and wickedness of their victims. We may object to the fact 
that the only person in the play possessed of a scruple of 
honesty is discomfited, and that the greatest scoundrel of all 
is approved in the end and rewarded. The comedy is so 
admirably written and contrived, the personages stand out 
with such lifelike distinctness in their several kinds, and the 
whole is animated with such verve and resourcefulness that 
“ The Alchemist ” is a new marvel every time it is read. 
Lastly of this group comes the tremendous comedy, 
" Bartholomew Fair,” less clear cut, less definite, and less 
structtirally worthy of praise than its three predecessors, but 
full of the keenest and cleverest of satire and inventive to a 
degree beyond any English comedy save some other qf Jonson’s 
own. It is in “ Bartholomew Fair ” that we are presented to 
the immortal caricature of the Puritan, Zeal-in-the-Land Busy, 
and the Littiewits that group about him, and it is in thiS' 
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extraordinary comedy that the hamoilr of Jonson, always 
open to this danger, loosens into the Rabelaisian mode that 
so delighted King James in “ The Gipsies Metamorphosed.” 
Anothtf comedy of less merit Is " The Devil is an Ass,” acted 
in i6i6. It was the failure of this play that caused Jonson to 
give over writing for the public stage for a period of nearly 
ten years. 

“ Volpone ** was laid as to scene in Venice. Whether 
because of the success of " Eastward Hoe " or for other reasons, 
the other three comedies declare in the words of the prologue 
to " The Alchemist 

Our scene is London, ’cause we would make known 

No country’s mirth is better than our own. 

Indeed Jonson went further when he came to revise his plays 
for collected publication in his folio of i6i6, he transferred the 
scene of “ Every Man in His Humour ” from Florence to 
London also, converting Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi to Old 
Kno’well, Prospero to Master Welborn, and Hespcrida to Dame 
Kitely " dwelling i' the Old Jev^." 

In his comedies of London life, despite his trend towards 
caricature, Jonson has shown himself a genuine realist, draw 
ing from the life about him with an experience and insight rare 
in any generation. A happy comparison has been suggested 
between Ben Jonson and Charles Dickens. Both were men 
of the people, lowly bom and hardly bred. Each knew the 
London of his time as few men knew it; and each represented 
it intimately and in elaborate detail, i^th men were at heart 
moralists, seeking the truth by the exaggerated methods of 
humour and caricature; perverse, even wrong-headed at times, 
but possessed of a true pathos and largeness of heart, and 
when all has been said—though the Elizabethan ran to satire, 
the Victorian to sentimentality—^leaving the world better for 
the art that they practised in it. 

In i6i6, the year of the death of Shakespeare, Jonson 
collected his plays, his poetry, and his masques for publication 
in a collective edition. This was an unusual thing at the time 
and had been attempted by no dramatist before Jonson. This 
volume published, in a carefully revised text, all the plays 
thus far mentioned, excepting ” The Case is Altered,” which 
Jonson did not acknowledge, " Bartholomew Fair,” and " The 
Devil is an Ass,” which was written too late. It included 
likewise a book of some hundred and thirty odd Epigrams, in 
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which form of brief and pungent writing Jonson was an 
acknowledged master; "The Forest,” a smaller collection of 
lyric and occasional verse and some ten Masques and Enter¬ 
tainments. In this same year Jonson was made poet laureate 
with a pension of one hundred marks a year. This, with his 
fees and returns from several noblemen, and the small earnings 
of his plays must have formed the bulk of his income. The 
poet appears to have done certain literary hack-work for others, 
as, for example, parts of the Punic Wars contributed to 
Raleigh's History of the World, We know from a story, little 
to the credit of either, that Jonson accompanied Raleigh’s son 
abroad in the capacity of a tutor. In i 6 i 8 Jonson was granted 
the reversion of the office of Master of the Revels, a post for 
which he was peculiarly fitted; but he did not live to enjoy its 
perquisites. Jonson was honoured with degrees by both 
universities, though when and under what circumstances is 
not known. It has been said that he narrowly escaped the 
honour of knighthood, which the satirists of the day averred 
King James was wont to lavish with an indiscriminate hand. 
Worse men were made knights in his day than worthy Ben 
Jonson. 

From i 6 i 6 to the close of the reign of King James, Jonson 
produced nothing for the stage. But he " prosecuted ” what 
he calls " his wonted studies ” with such assiduity that he 
became in reality, as by report, one of the most learned men 
of his time. Jonson’s theory of authorship involved a wide 
acquaintance with books and " an ability,” as he put it, " to 
convert the substance or riches of another poet to his own 
use.” Accordingly Jonson read not only the Greek and Latin 
classics down to the lesser writers, but he acquainted himself 
especially with the Latin writings of his learned contemporaries, 
their prose as well as their poetry, their antiquities and curious 
lore as well as their more solid learning. Though a poor man, 
Jonson was an indefatigable collector of books. He told 
Drummond that " the Earl of Pembroke sent him £20 every 
first day of the new year to buy new books.” Unhappily, in 
1623 , his library was destroyed by fire, an accident serio¬ 
comically described in his witty poem, " An Execration upon 
Vulcan.” Yet even now a book turns up from time to time 
on which is inscribed, in fair large Italian lettering, the name, 
Ben Jonson. With respect to Jonson’s use of his material, 
Dryden said memorably of him; " [He] was not only a pro¬ 
fessed imitator of Horace, but a learned plagiary of all the 
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others; you track him eveiywhere in their snow. « • • But he 
has done his robberies so openly that one sees he fears not to be 
taxed by any law. He invades authors like a monarch, and 
what would be theft in other poets is only victory in him.” 
And yet it is but fair to say that Jonson prided himself, and 
justly, on his originality. In " Catiline,” he not only uses 
Sallust’s account of the conspiracy, but he models some of the 
speeches of Cicero on the Roman orator’s actual words. In 
“ Poetaster,” he lifts a whole satire out of Horace and 
dramatises it effectively for his purposes. The sophist 
Libanius suggests the situation of " The Silent Woman ”; a 
Latin comedy of Giordano Bruno, ” II Candelaio,” the relation 
of the dupes and the sharpers in “ The Alchemist,” the 
“ Mostellaria ” of Plautus, its admirable opening scene. But 
Jonson commonly bettered his sources, and putting the stamp 
of his sovereignty on whatever bullion he borrowed made it 
thenceforward to all time current and his own. 

The lyric and especially the occasional poetry of Jonson has 
a peculiar merit. His theory demanded design and the 
perfection of literary finish. He was furthest from the rhap- 
sodist and the careless singer of an idle day; and he believed 
that Apollo could only be worthily served in singing robes and 
laurel crowned. And yet many of Jonson’s lyrics will live as 
long as the language. Who does not know “ Queen and 
huntress, chaste and fair.” " Drink to me only with thine 
eyes,” or “ Still to be neat, still to be dressed ” ? Beautiful 
in form, deft and graceful in expression, with not a word too 
much or one that bears not its part in the total effect, there 
is yet about the l}rrics of Jonson a certain stiffness and formality, 
a suspicion that they were not quite spontaneous and un¬ 
bidden, but that they were carved, so to speak, with dispro¬ 
portionate labour by a potent man of letters whose habitual 
thought is on greater things. It is for these reasons that 
Jonson is even better in the epigram and in occasional verse 
where rhetorical finish and pointed wit less interfere with the 
spontaneity and emotion which we usually associate with 
l 3 nical poetry. There are no such epitaphs as Ben Jonson’s, 
witness the charming ones on his own children, on Salathiel 
Pavy, the child-actor, and many more; and this even though 
the rigid law of mine and thine must now restore to William 
Browne of Tavistock the famous lines beginning: " Under¬ 
neath this sable hearse.” Jonson is unsurpassed, too, in the 
difficult poetry of compliment, seldom falling into fulsome 
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praise aod disproportionate similitnde. yet showing again and 
again a generous appreciation of worth in others, a discriminat- 
taste and a generous personal regard. There was no man 
in England of his rank so well known and universally beloved 
as Ben Jonson. The list of his friends, of those to whom he 
had written verses, and those who had written verses to him, 
includes the name of every man of prominence in the England 
of King James. And the tone of many of these productions 
discloses an affectionate familiarity that speaks for the amiable 
personality and sound worth of the laureate. In 16 i 9 , growing 
unwieldy through inactivity, Jonson hit upon the heroic 
remedy of a journey afoot to Scotland. On his way thither 
and back he was hospitably received at the houses of many 
friends and by those to whom his friends had recommended 
him. When he arrived in Edinburgh, the burgesses met to 
grant him the freedom of the city, and Drummond, foremost 
of Scottish poets, was proud to entertain him for weeks as his 
guest at Hawthornden. Some of the noblest of Jonson’s 
poems were inspired by friendship. Such is the fine " Ode to 
the memory of Sir Lucius Cary and Sir Henry Moryson,” and 
that admirable piece of critical insight and filial affection, 
prefixed to the first Shakespeare foUo, “ To the memory of my 
brioved master, William Shakespeare, and what he hath left 
us,” to mention only these. Nor can the earlier " Epode,” 
b^inning " Not to know vice at all,” be matched in stately 
gravity and gnomic wisdom in its own wise and stately age. 

But if Jonson had deserted the stage after the publication 
of his folio and up to the end of the reign of King James, he 
was far from inactive; for year after year his inexhaustible 
inventiveness continued to contribute to the masquing and 
entertainment at court. In " The Golden Age Restored,” 
Pallas turns the Iron Age with its attendant evils into statues 
which sink out of sight; in “ Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue,” 
Atlas figures represented as an old man, his shoulders covered 
with snow, and Comus, " the god of cheer or the belly,” is 
one of the characters, a circumstance which an imaginative 
boy of ten, named John Milton, was not to forget. " Pan's 
Anniversary,” late in the re^pu of James, proclaimed that 
Jonson had not yet forgotten how to write exquisite lyrics, 
and " The Gipsies Metamorphosed ” displayed the old drollery 
and broad humorous stroke still unimpaired and unmatchable. 
These, too, and the rarlier years of Charles were the days of 
the Apollo Room of the Devil Tavern where Jonson presided. 
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the absolute monarch of English literary Bohemia. We hear 
of a room blazoned about with Jonson’s own judicious Leges 
Convivafes in letters of gold, of a company made up of the 
choicest spirits of the time, devotedly attached to their veteran 
dictator, his reminiscences, opinions, affections, and enmities. 
And we hear, too, of valorous potations; but, in the words of 
Herrick addressed to his master, Jonson, at the Devil Tavern, 
as at the Dog, the Triple Tun, and at the Mermaid, 

We such clusters had 
As made us nobly wild, not mad. 

And yet each verse of thine 

Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine. 

But the patronage of the court failed in the days of King 
Charles, though Jonson was not without royal favours; and 
the old poet returned to the stage, producing, between 1625 
and 1633, " The Staple of News,” “ The New Inn,” " The 
Magnetic Lady,” and " The Tale of a Tub,” the last doubtless 
revised from a much earlier comedy. None of these plays 
met with any marked success, although the scathing generalisa¬ 
tion of Dryden that designated them " Jonson’s dotages ” is 
unfair to their genuine merits. Thus the idea of an office for 
the gathering, proper dressing, and promulgation of news 
(wild Bight of the &ncy in its time) was an excellent subject 
for satire on the existing absurdities among newsmongers; 
although as much can hardly be said for " The Magnetic 
Lady,” who, in her bounty, draws to her personages of differing 
humours to reconcile them in the end according to the alter¬ 
native title, or "Humours Reconciled.” These last plays of 
the old dramatist revert to caricature and the hard lines of 
allegory; the moralist is more than ever present, the satire 
degenerates into personal lampoon, especially of his sometime 
friend, Inigo Jones, who appears imworthily to have used his 
influence at court against the broken-down old poet. And now 
disease claimed Jonson, and he was bedridden for months. 
He had succeeded Middleton in 1628 as Chronologer to the 
City of London, but lost the post for not fulfilling its duties. 
King Charles behiended him, and even commissioned him to 
"write still for the entertainment of the court; and he was not 
without the sustaining hand of noble patrons and devoted 
friends among the younger poets who were proud to be " sealed 
of the tribe of Ben.” 

Jonson died, August 6,1637. and a second folio of his works. 
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which he had been some time gathering, was printed in 1640, 
bearing in its various parts dates ranging from 1630 to 1642. 
It included all the plays mentioned in the foregoing paragraphs, 
excepting " The Case is Altered; ” the masques, some fifteen, 
that date between 1617 and 1630; another collection of lyrics 
and occasional poetry called " Underwoods, including some 
further entertainments; a translation of “ Horace's Art of 
Poetry " (also published in a vicesimo quarto in 1640), and 
certain fragments and ingatherings which the poet would 
hardly have included himself. These last comprise the 
fragment (less than seventy lines) of a tragedy called 
"Mortimer his Fall," and three acts of a pastoral drama of 
much beauty and poetic spirit, " The Sad Shepherd.” There 
is also the exceedingly interesting English Grammar *' made by 
Ben Jonson for the benefit of all strangers out of his observa¬ 
tion of the English language now spoken and in use," in Latin 
and English; and Timber, or Discoveries " made upon men and 
matter as they have flowed out of his daily reading, or had 
their reflux to his peculiar notion of the times." The Dis¬ 
coveries, as it is usually called, is a commonplace book such as 
many literary men have kept, in which their reading was 
chronicled, passages that took their fancy translated or tran¬ 
scribed, and their passing opinions noted. Many passages of 
Jonson’s Discoveries are literal translations from Ibe authors 
he chanced to be reading, with the reference, noted or not, as 
the accident of the moment prescribed. At times he follows 
the line of Macchiavelli’s argument as to the. nature and 
conduct of princes; at others he clarifies his own conception of 
poetry and poets by recourse to Aristotle. He finds a choice 
paragraph on eloquence in Seneca the elder and applies it to 
his own recollection of Bacon's power as an orator; and anotlier 
on facile and ready genius, and translates it, adapting it to 
his recollection of his fellow-playwright, Shakespeare. To call 
such passages—which Jonson never intended for publication— 
plagiarism, is to obscure the significance of words. To dis¬ 
parage his memory by citing them is a preposterous use of 
scholarship. Jonson's prose, both in his dramas, in the 
descriptive comments of his masques, and in the Discoveries, 
is characterised by clarity and vigorous directness, nor is it 
wanting in a fine sense of form or in the subtler gracm of 
diction. 

When Jonson died there was a project for a handsome 
monument to his memory. But the Civil War was at hand, 
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and the project tailed. A memorial, not insufficient, was 
carved on the stone covering his grave in one of the aisles of 
Westminster Abbey; 

" O rare Ben Jonson.” 

FELIX E. SCHELLING. 

Tbb Collbob, 

Philadelphia, U.S.A. 
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EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOURS 

DRAMATIS PERSONiE 

Lorsnzo sbhior, Lorenzo junior. Biancha. Cod. 

Prospero. Stephamo. Hksperioa. Matiieo. 

Thorello. Doctor Clement Pbto. Piso. 

Giuuano. Bobaoilla. Musco. Tib. 

ACT I 

SCENE I .—Enter Lobenzo hi Pazzi senior, Musco. 

Lor. te. Now trust me, here’s a goodly day toward. 

Muaco, call up my son Lormzo; bid him rise; tell him, 1 hare 
some business to employ him in. 

Mua, I will, sir, presently. 

Lor. ae. But hear you, sirrah; 

If he be at study disturb him not. 

Mua. Very good, sir. [Exit Muaco. 

Lor. ae. How happy would 1 estimate myself. 

Could I by any means retire my son. 

From one vain course of study he affects! 

He is a soholar (if a mao may trust 
The liberal voice of double-tongued report) 

Of dear account, in all our Academiea. 

Yet this position must not breed in me 
A fast opinion that he cannot err. 

Myself was once a atudent, and indeed 
Fm with the self-same humour he is now, 

Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry; 

But since. Experience hath awaked my spirits, [ErUer Stxfhaito. 

And reason taught them, how to comprehend 

The sovereign use of study. What, cousin Stephano / 

What news with you, that you are here so early ? 

Step. Nothing: but e’en come to see how you do, uncle. 

Lor. ae. That’s kindly done; yon are welcome, cousin. 

Step. Ay, I know that, sir, I would not have come else: how doth 
my cousin, uncle? 

Lor. ae. Oh, well, well, go in and see; 1 doubt he’s scarce stirring 
yet. 

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can von tell me an he have e’er a 
book of the sciences of hawking and hunting ? I would fain borrow it. 
Lor. ae. Why, 1 hope you not a hawking now, will you ? 

Step. No, wusse; but rU practise against next year; I have 

* The earlier vermon of the'Comedy is here for the first time placed at 
the head of the plays. Thn later, superior, and more familiar Anglicised 
version, follows at the end jf the volume. 
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bouf^t me s hawk, and bella and all; I lack nothing^ but a book 
to keep it W. 

Lor. ae. Oh, moat ridioulooa. 


Step, Nay, look you now, yon are anmy, uncle, why, yon know, 
an a man Imve not akill in ha^tking and hunting now-a-days. I’ll not 
|dTe a ruah for him; he ia for no gentleman’a company, and (by 
God’a will) I acorn it, ay, ao 1 do, to be a oonaort for eveiy hum-drum; 
hang them eoroylea, there’a nothing in them in the world, what do 
yon talk on it? a gentleman mnat ahew himaelf like a gentleman. 
Uncle, I pray you be not angry, I know what I have to do, I trow, 
I am no novice. 


Lor. ae. Go to, you are a prodigal, and aelf-willed fool. 

Nay, never look at me, it’a I that apeak, 

Take’t aa you will. I’ll not flatter you. 

What ? have you not meana enow to waste 

Hiat which your friends have left you, but you must 

Go cast away your money on a Buzzard, 

And know not how to keep it when you have done? 

Oh, it’a brave, this will make you a gentleman, 

W^, cousin, well, I aee you are e’en past hope 

Of all reclaim; ay, so, now you are told on it, you look another way. 

' Step. What would you have me do, trow ? 

Lor. What would 1 Imve you do T man^. 

Learn to be wise, and practue how to thrive. 

That I would have yon do, and not to spend 
Your crowns on every one that humours you: 

I would not have you to intrude yourself 
In every gentleman’s society. 

Till their affectiona or your own dessert. 

Do worthily invite yon to the place. 

For he that’s so respeotleas in his oouraea. 

Oft sella hia reputation vile and cheap. 

Let not your carriage and behaviour taste 
Of affectation, lest while you pretend 
To make a blue of gentry to the world 
A little puff of scorn extinguish it, 

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff. 

Whose property ia only to offend. 

Cousin, lay by such superficial forms. 

And entertain a perfect real substance; 

Stand not ao much on your gentility. 

But moderate your expenses (now at first) 

As yon may keep the same proportion still: 

Beualowasil. Soft, who’s this comes here? [Nnter d Servant. 
Ser. Gentlemen, God save you. 

Step. Welcome, good friend; we dp not stand much upon our 
gentility, yet I can assure you mine uixsle is a man of a thousand 
pound land a year; he hath but one sou in the world; I am his 
next heir, as simple os 1 stand here, if mv cousin die.: 1 have a 
fair living of mine own too beside. ^ 
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8 er, In good time, nr. 

Step. In good time^ air I yon do not flout me, do you ? 

Ser. Not I, air. 

Step. An you ahonld, here be them can perceive it, and that 
quickly too. Oo to; lind-they can give it again soundly, an need be. 

Ser. Why, air, let this aatiai^ yon. Gom faith, I had no auoh 
intent. 

Step. By God, an I thought yon had, air, I would talk with you. 
Ser. So you may, air, and at your pleasure. 

Step. And8oIwould.8ir, an you were out of mine uncle’s ground, 
I can tell you. 

Lor. ee. Why, how now, cousin, will this ne’er be left? 

Step. Whoreson, base fellow, by God’s lid, an ’twere not for 
shame, I would— 

Lor. ee. What would you do T yon peremptory ass. 

An you’ll not be quiet, get yon hence. 

You see, the gentleman contains himself 
In modest limits, giving no reply 
To your nnseason’d rude oomparalives; 

Yet you’ll demean yourself vrithout respect 
Either of duty or humanity. 

Go, get you in: ’fore God, I am asham’d [Exit Step. 

Thou hast a kinsman’s interest in me. 

Ser. 1 pr^ yon, sir, is this Paxzi house ? 

Lor. ee. Yes, marry is it, sir. 

Ser. I should enquire for a gentleman here, one Signior Lorenzo 
di Pazxi; do you know any such, sir, I pray you ? 

Lor. ee. Yes, sir; or else I should forget myself. 

Ser. I cry yon mercy, sir, I was ^uestM by a gentleman of 
Florence (having some occasion to ride this way) to deliver you 
this letter. 

Lor. ee. To me, sir ? Whot do you mean T I pray you remember 
your court’sy. 

To hie dea/r and most eeleeted friend, Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi. 
What might the gentleman’s name be, sir, that sent it? Nay, pray 
you be covered. 

Ser. Signior Pfospero. 

Lor. ee. Sigm'or Proepero f A young gentleman of the family of 
Stroai, is he not? 

Ser. Ay, sir, the same: Signior ThoriHo, the rksh Florentine 
merchant married his sister. XEnter Mnsoo. 

Lor. ee. You say very true.— Mueep. 

Mue. Sir. 

« Lor. ee. Make this gentleman drink hem 

I inay yon go in, sir, an’t please you. [ExetaU. 

Now (without doubt) this letter’s to my son. 

Wdl, all is one: I’ll be so told as read it. 

Be it but for the style’s sake, and the phraee; 

Both which (I do nresume) are excellent. 

And gently variea from the vulgar form, ' 
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Mua. Nay, I pray you stand still, sir. 

8 lep. 1 will, I will: oh, how it vexes me. 

Mus. Tut, never vex yourself with the thought of such a base 
fellow as he. 

Step. Nay, to see he stood upon points with me too. 

Mus. Like enough so; that was because he saw you had so few 
at your hose. 

8 tep. Whatl Hast thou done? Godaroerey, good Musco. 

Mua. I marie, sir, you wear such ill-favour^ coarse stockings, 
having so good a leg as you have. 

Step. Foh! the stockings be good enough for this time of the 
year; but I’ll have a pair of silk, e’er it be long: 1 think my leg 
would shew well in a silk hose. 

Mus. Ay, afore God, would it, rarely well. 

Step. In sadness I think it would; I have a reasonable good leg? 

Mua. You have an excellent good leg, sir: 1 pray you pardon me, 
I have a little hute in, sir. 

Step. A thousand thanks, good Musco. \_Exit. 

Wha^ 1 hope he laughs not at me; an he do— 

Lor. ju. Here is a style indeed, for a man’s senses to leap over, 
e’er they come at it: why, it is able to break the shins of any old 
man’s patience in the world. My father read this with patience? 
Then will I be made an Eunuch, and learn to sing Ballads. I do not 
deny, but my father may have as much patience as any other man; 
for he used to take physic, and oft taking physio makes a man a 
very patient creature. But, Signior Proapero, had your swaggering 
Epistle here arrived in my father’s hands at such an hour of his 
patience, 1 mean, when he hod token physio, it is to be doubted 
whether 1 should have read sweet villain here. But, what? My 
wise cousin; Nay then. I’ll furnish our feast with one Gull more 
toward a mess; he writM to me of two, and here’s one, that’s three, 
i’faith. Oh for a fourth! now. Fortune, or never. Fortune / 

Step. Oh, now I see who he laughed at: he laughed at somebody 
in that letter. By this good light, an he had laughed at me, I 
would have told mine uncle. 

Lor. ju. Cousin Stephano: good morrow, good cousin, how fare 
you? 

Step, 'The better for your a^ing, I will assure you. I have 
been all about to seek you. Since I came I saw mine uncle; and 
i’faith how have you done this gi^t while? Good Lord, by my 
troth, I am glad you ore well, cousin. 

Lor. ju. And I am os glad of your coming, I protest to you, for 
I am sent for by a private gentleman, my most special dear friend, 
to come to him to Florence this morning, and you shall go with 
me, cousin, if it please you, not else, I will enjoin you no further 
than stands with your own consent, and the condition of a friend. 

Step. Why, cousin, you shall command me an ’twere twice so 
far oa Florence, to do you good; what, do you think I will not go 
with you ? I protest— 

Lor. ju. Nay, nay, you shall not protest. 
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Step. By God, but I will, air, by your leave I’ll protest more to 
my friend than I’ll apeak of at this time. 

Lor. ju. You speak very well, sir. 

Step. Nay, not so neither, but I speak to serve my turn. 

Lor. ju. Your turn ? why, cousin, a gentleman of so fair sort as 
you are, of so tnie carriage, ao special good parts; of so dear and 
choice estimation; one whose lowest condition bears the stamp of 
a great spirit; nay more, a man so graced, gilded, or rather, to use 
a more fit metaphor, tinfoilod by nature; not that you have a leaden 
constitution, coz, although perhaps a little inclining to that temper, 
and so the more apt to melt with pity, when you fall into the lire 
of rage, but for your lustre only, which reflects as bright to the 
world as an old ale-wile’s pewter again a good time; and will you 
now, with nice modesty, hide such real ornaments as these, and 
shadow their glory as a milliner’s wife doth her wrought stomacher, 
with a smoky lawn or a black Cyprus? Come, come; for shame do 
not wrong the quality of your dessert in so poor a kind; but let the 
idea of what you are be portrayed in your aspect, that men may 
read in your looks: Here vrithin this place is to be seen the most 
admirable, rare, and accomplished \oorh oj nature I Cousin, what 
think you of this? 

Step. Marry, I do think of it, and I will be more melancholy and 
gentlemanlike than I have been, I do ensure you. 

Lor. ju. Why, this is well: now if I can but hold up this humour 
in him, as it is begun, Catso for Florence, match him an she can. 
Come, cousin. 

Step. I’ll follow you. 

Lor. ju. Follow me! you must go before! 

Step. Must IT nay, then I pray you shew me, good cousin. 

[Ereunt. 

SCENE III .—Enter Signior Matheo, to him Cob. 

Mat. I think this be the house: what ho! 

Cob. Who’s there? oh, Signior Matheo. God give you good 
morrow, sir. “ 

Mai. What? Cob? howdoest thou,good Go&dost thou inhabit 
here. Cob ? 

Cob. Ay, sir, I and nw lineage have kept a poor house in our days. 

Mat. Thy lineage. Monsieur Cob/ what lineage, what lineage? 

Cob. Why, sir, an ancient lineage, and a princely: mine ancestry 
^me from a king’s loins, no worse man; and yet no man neither, 
but Herring the king of fish, one of the monarchs of the world, I 
assure you. I do fetch my pedigree and name from the first red 
herring that was eaten in Adam and Eve’s kitchen: his Ceb was 
my Meat, great, mighty great grandfather. 

Mat. Why mighty ? why mighty ? 

Cob. Oh, it’s a mighty while ago, sir, and it was a mighty great 
Coo, 

Mat. How knoweet thou that? 

Cob. How know I ? why, his ghost comes to me every night 
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Mai. Oh, nnaavouiy jest: the ghost of a herring C 6 b. 

Cob. Ay, why not the ghost of a herring Cob, as well as the ghost 
of Rashero Sacono, they were both broiled on the coals T you are a 
scholar, upsolve me that now. 

Mat. On, rude ignorance I C 7 o&, canst thou shew me of a ^ntle- 
man, one Signior Bobadilla, where his lodging isT 

Cob. Oh, my guest, sir, you mean T 

Mat. Thy guest, alas 1 ha, ha. 

Cob. Why do you laugh, sir? do you not mean Signior .So&adtZla f 

Mat. Coo, I pray thee advise thyself well: do not wrong the 
mntleman, and thyself too. I dare be sworn he scorns thy house; 
nel he lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house? Tut, I 
know his disposition so well, he would not lie in wy bed if thou’^t 
give it him. 

Cob. I will not t^ve it him. Mass, I thought somewhat was in it, 
we could not get him to bed all night. Well, sir, though he lie not 
on my bed, ho lies on my bench, an’t please you to go up, sir, you 
shall find him with two cushions under his head, and & cloak wrapt 
about him, as though he had neither won nor lost, and yet I warrant 
he ne’er cast better in his life than he hath done to-night. 

ilfof. Why, was he drunk? 

Cob. Drunk, sir? you hear not me say so; perhaps he swallow’d 
a tavern token, or some such device, sir; 1 have nothing to do 
withal: I deal with water and not with wine. Give me my tanluutd 
there, hoi Qod be with you, sir; it’s six o’clock: 1 should have 
carri^ two turns by this, what ho! my stopple, come. 

Mat. Lie in a water-bearer’s house, a gentleman of his note? 
Well, I’ll tell him my mind. [Exit. 

Coh. What, Tih, imew this gentleman up to Signior Bob^iUa: 
oh, an my house were the Brazen head now, faith it would e’en cry 
moe fools yet: you should have some now, would take him to be a 
gentleman at the least; alas, God help the simple, his father’s an 
honest man, a good fishmonger, and so forth: and now doth he 
creep and wriggle into acquaintance with all the brave gallants 
about the town, such as my guest is, (oh, my guest is a fine man 1) 
and they flout him invincibly. He useth every day to a merchant’s 
house, (where I serve water) one M. ThoreUo'a; and here’s the jest, 
he is in love with my master’s sister, and calls her mistress: and 
there he sits a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same 
abominable, vile, (a pox on them, I cannot abide theml) rascally 
verses. Poetry, p^ry, and speaking of Interludea, ’twill make a man 
burst to hear him: and the wenwes, they do so jeer and tihe at 
him; well, should they do os much to me, I’d forswear them all, bv 
the Ufe of Pharaoh, there’s an oath: how many water-bearers ^all 
you hear swear such an oath? oh, I have a guest, (he teaoheth 
me) he doth swear the best of any man christened. . By Phoebus, 
By Ihe life of Pharaoh, By the l^y of me. As I am gentleman, 
and a soldier: such didnty oaths; and withal he doth take this same 
fllthy roipish tobacco, the finest, and cleanliest; it would do a 
man good to see the fume come forth at his nostrils: well, he owes 



Every Man in His Humour 9 

me forty BhillingB, (my infe leat him out of her purse; by sixpence a 
time,) besides bis lod^ng; I would I had it: I shall have it, ho 
saith, next AeiioH. Hdier skdttr, hang sorrow, care will kill a oat, 
up-tails All, and a pox on the hangman. [Exit. 

Bobadilla diacovera himadf: on a bench; to him Tib. 

Bob. Hostess, hostess. 

Tib. What say you, sir T 

Bob. A cup of your small beer, sweet hostess. 

Tib. Sir, thereB a gentleman Mow would speak with you. 

J 3 b 6 . A gentleman 7 (Clod’s so) I am not wif^n. 

Tib. My husband told him you were, sir. 

Bob. What a plague! what meant he 7 

Mat. Signior ^badilla. [Matheo within. 

Bob. Who’s there 7 (take away the bason, good hostess) come 
up, sir. 

Tib. He would desire you to come up, sir; you come into a 
cleanly bouse here. 

Mat. God save you, sir, God save you. [^nfer Mathxo. 

Bob. Signior Matheo, is’t you, sir 7 please you ait down. 

Mat. I thank you, good Signior, you may see I am somewhat 
audacious. 

Bob. Not so, Signior, I was requested to supper yesternight by a 
sort of gallants, -v^ere you were wished for, and drank to, 1 assure 
you. 

Mat. Vouchsafe me by whom, good Signior. 

Bob. Marry, by Signior Proapero, and others; why, hostess, a 
stool here for this gentleman. 

Mat. No haste, sir, it is very well. 

Bob. Body of me, it was so late ere we parted last night, I can 
scarce open mine eyes yet; I was but new risen as you came: how 
passes the day abroad, sir? you can tell. 

Mat. Faith, some half hour to seven: now trust me, you have an 
exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private. 

Bob. Ay, sir, sit down. I pray you, Signior Matheo, in any case 
possess no gentlemen of your acquaintance with notice of my lodging. 

Mat. Who? I, sir? no. 

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, but in regard I would 
not be so popular and general, m some be. 

Mat. True, Signior, I conceive you. 

Bob. For do you see, sir, by the heart of myself, (except it be 
to some peculiar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily 
engaged, as yourself, or so,) I could not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, sir! I resolve so. 

Bob. What new book have you there 7 What 7 Goby Hieronymo. 

Mat. Ay, did you ever see it acted 7 is’t not well penned 7 

Boh. V/ell penncKl: 1 would fain see all the Poets of our time 

S moh another play as that was; they’U prate and swagger, and 
a stir of art and devices, when (by God’s so) they are rae most 
ow, pitiful fellows that live upon the face of the earth again. 
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Tho. Brother, did you see that same fellow there? 

Oiu. Ay, what of him ? 

Tho. He is e’en tho honratest, faithful servant that is this day in 
Florence; (I speak a proud word now;) and one that I durst trust 
my life into his hands, I have so strong opinion of his love, if need 
were. 

Oiu. God send me never such need: but yon said yon had some¬ 
what to tell me, what is’t? 

Tho. Faith, brother, I am loath to utter it. 

As fearing to abuse your patienoe. 

But that I know your judgment more direct. 

Able to Bws}' the nearest of affection. 

Oiu. Come, come, what needs this circumstance ? 

Tho. 1 will not say what honour I ascribe 
Unto your friendship, nor in what dear state 
I hold your love; let my continued zeal. 

The constant and religious regard. 

That I have ever carried to your name. 

My carriage with your sister, all contest. 

How much I stand affected to your house. 

Oiu. You are too tedious, come to the matter, come to the matter. 

Tho. Then (without further ceremony) thus. 

My brother Proapero (I know not how) 

Of late is much declined from what he was. 

And greatly alter’d in his disposition. 

When he came first to lodge here in my house. 

Ne’er trust me, if I was not proud of mm: 

Methought he bare himself with such observance. 

So true election and so fair a form: 

And (what was chief) it shew’d not borrow’d in him. 

But all he did became him as his own. 

And seem’d as perfect, proper, and innate, . 

Unto the mind, as colour to the blood. 

But now, his course is so irregular, 

So loose affected, and depriv^ of grace. 

And he himself withal so far fallen off 

From his first place, that scarce no note remains. 

To tell men’s judgments where he lately stood; 

He’s grown a stranger to all due respect. 

Forgetful of his friends, and not content 
To stale himself in all societies. 

He makes my house as common as a Mart, 

A Theatre, a public receptacle 
For giddy humour, and diseased riot. 

And there, (as in a tavern, or a stews,) 

He, and his wild associates, spend their hours. 

In repetition of lascivious jests. 

Swear, leap, and dance, and revel night by night. 

Control my servants: and indeed what not ? 

Oiu. Faith, I know not what I should say to him: so God save 
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me, I am e’en at my wits’ end, I have told him enough, one would 
think, if that would serve: well, he knows what to trust to for me: 
let him spend, and spend, and domineer till his heart ache: an 
he get a penny more of me. I’ll give him this ear. 

Tho. Nay, good brother, have patience. 

Oiu. ’SblocS, he mads me, I could eat my very flesh for anger: 
I marie you will not tell him of it, how he disquiets your house. 

Tho. O, there are divers reasons to dissuade me. 

But would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it, 

(Though but with plain and easy circumstance,) 

It woidd both come much better to his sense. 

And savour less of grief and discontent. 

You are his elder brother, and that title 
Clonfirms and warrants your authority: 

Which (seconded by your aspect) will breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regs^. 

Whereas, if I should intimate the least. 

It would but add contempt to liis neglect. 

Heap worse on ill, rear a huge pile of hate. 

That in the building would come tottering down. 

And in her ruins bury all our love. 

Nay, more than this, brother; if I should speak. 

He would be ready in the heat of passion. 

To fill the ears of his familiars. 

With oft reporting to them, what disgrace 
And gross disparagement I had proposed him. 

And then would they straight back him in opinion. 

Make some loose comment upon eveiy word. 

And out of their distracted phantasies. 

Contrive some slander, that should dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you 7 marry, this. 

They would give out, (because my wife is fair. 

Myself but lately married, and my sister 
Here sojourning a virgin in my house,) 

That I were jealous: nay, as sure as death. 

Thus they would say: and how that I hod wrong'd 
My brother purposely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext to banish them my house. 

Qiu. Mass, perhaps so. 

Tho. Brother, they would, boUeve it: so should 1 
(Like one of these penurious quack-salvers) 

But try experiments upon myself. 

Open the gates unto mine own disgrace. 

Lend bare-ribb’d envy opportunity 

To stab my reputation, and good name. [ErUer Bobs, and Mat. 
Mat. I will speak to him. 

Bab. Speak to him f away, by the life of Pharaoh, yon shall not, 
yon shall not do him that grace: the time of day to you, gentlemen: 
is Signior Prospero stirring T 
CBu. How then? what should he do 7 
489 
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Bob. Signior ThoreUo, is he within, air? 

Tho. He came not to hia lodging to-night, air, I assure you. 

Oiu. Why, do you heart you. 

Bob. This gentleman hath satisfied me, I’ll talk to no Scavenger. 

Oiu. How, Scavenger? stay, sir, stay. {Exeunt. 

Tho. Nav, brother Qiuliano. 

Oiu. ’Sblood, stand you away, an you love me. 

Tho. You shall not follow him now, I pray you. 

Good faith, you shall not. 

Oiu. Hal Scavenger! well, go to, 1 say little, but, by this good 
day, (God forgive me 1 should swear) if 1 put it up so, aav I am 

the rankest-that ever pist. ’Sblood, an I swallow this. I’ll 

ne’er draw my sword in the sight of man again while I live; I’ll 
sit in a bam with Madge-owlet first. Scavenger! ’Heart, and 
I’ll go near to fill that huge tumbrel slop of yours with somewhat, 
an I have good luck, your Oaragantua breech cannot carry it away so. 

Tho. Oh, do not fret yourself thus, never think on’t. 

Oiu. These are my brother’s consorts, these, these are his Com- 
radee, his walking mates, he’s a gallant, a Cavcdiero too, right 
hangman out. God let me not live, an I could not find in my heart 
to swinge the whole nest of them, one after another, and begin with 
him first, I am grieved it should be said ha is my brother, and take 
these courses, well, he shall hear on’t, and that tightly too, an I 
live, i’faith. 

Tho. But, brother, let your apprehension (then) 

Run in an easy current, not transported 
With heady rashness, or devouring choler. 

And rather carry a persuading spirit. 

Whose powers will pierce more gently; and allure 
'Th’ imperfect thoughts you labour to reclaim. 

To a more sudden and resolved assent. 

Oiu. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. {Bell rings. 

Tho. How now 1 oh, the bell rings to breakfast. 

Brother Oiuliano, I pray you go in and bear my wdfe company: 
I’ll but give order to my servants for tho dispatch of some business, 
and come to you presently. {Exit Oiu. {Enter Cob. 

What, Cob 1 our maids will have you by the back (i’faith) 

For coming so late this morning. 

Cob. Pemaps so, sir, take heed somebody have not them by the 
belly for walking so late in tho evening. {Exit. 

Tho. Now (in good faith) my mind is somewhat eased. 

Though not reposed in that security 
As I co\ild wish; well, I must be content. 

Howe’er I set a face on’t to the world. 

Would I had lost this finger at a vent, 

^ Prospero had ne’er lodged in my house, 

Why’t cannot be, where there is such resort 
Of wanton gallants, and young revellers. 

That any woman should be honest long. 

Is’t like, that factious beauty will preserve 
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The sovereign state of chastity unsoarr’d, 

\^en such strong motives muster, and make head 
Against her single peace? no, no: beware 
When mutual pleasure sways the appetite. 

And spirits of one kind and quality. 

Do meet to parley in the pride of blood. 

Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had answer’d their affections, all the world 
Should not persuade me, but I were a cuckold: 

Marry, I hope they have not got that start. 

For opportunity hath balk’d them yet. 

And shall do still, while I have eyes and oars 
To attend the imposition of my heart: 

My presence shall be as an iron bar, 

’Twixt the conspiring motions of desire. 

Yea, every look or glance mine eye objects. 

Shall check occasion, as one doth his slave, [Etiter Bianoba 
When he forgets the limits of prescription. with Hbspkrida. 

Bia. Sister Heeperida, I pray you fetch down the rose-water 
above in the closet: Sweet-heart, will you come in to breakfast? 

Tho. An she have overheard me now ? [Exit Heaperida. 

Bia. I pray thee, (good Muss) wo stay for you. 

Tho. By Oirist, I would not for a thousand crowns. 

Bia. What ail you, sweet-heart? are you not well? speak, good 
Muss. 

Tho. Troth, my head aches extremely on a sudden. 

Bia. Ob Jesu! 

Tho. How now! what! 

Bia. Good Lord, how it bums! Musa, keep you warm; go(xl 
truth, it is this new disease, there’s a number are troubled withall 
for God’s sake, sweet-heart, come in out of the air. 

Tho. How simple, and how subtle are her answers I 
A new disease, and many troubled with it. 

Why true, she heard me all the world to nothing. 

Bia. I pray thee, good sweet-heart, come in; the air will do yon 
harm, in troth. 

Tho. I’ll come to you presently, it will away, I hope. 

Bia. Pray God it do. [Exit. 

Tho. A new disease! 1 know not, new or old. 

But it may well be call’d poor mortals’ Plague; 

For like a pestilence it doth infect 
The houses of the brain: first it begins 
Solely to work upon the phantasy. 

Filling her seat with such pestiferous air. 

As soon corrapts the judgment, and from thence. 

Sends like contagion to the memory. 

Still each of other catching the infection. 

Which as a searching vapour spreads itself 
(Confusedly through every sensive part. 

Till not a thought or motion in the mind 
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Be free from the blaok poieon of suspect. 

Ah, but what error is it to know this. 

And want the free election of the soul 
In such extremes 1 well, I will once more stiiTe 
(Even in despite of hell) myself to be. 

And shake t^ fever oS that thus shakes me. [Exit. 

ACT II 

SCENE I.— EtOer Mnsco, disguised like a soldier. 

Mus. ’Sblood, I cannot choose but laugh to see myself trans¬ 
lated thus, from a poor creatiue to a creator; for now must T 
create an intolerable sort of lies, or else my profession loses his 
Race, and yet the lie to a man of my coat is as ominous as the 
Fieo, oh, sir, it holds for good policy to have that outwardly in 
vilest estimation, that inwardly is most dear to us: So much for 
my borrowed shape. Well, the troth is, my master intends to 
follow his son dry-foot to Florence, this morning: now I, knowing 
of this conspiracy, and the rather to insinuate with my young master, 
(for so must we that are blue waiters, or men of service do, or else 
perhaps we may wear motley at the year’s end, and who wears 
motl^ you know:) 1 have got me afore in this disguise, deter¬ 
mining here to lie in ambuscado, and intercept him in &e midway; 
if 1 can but get his cloak, his purse, his hat, nay, any thing so I can 
stay his journey, Rex Regum, I am made for ever, i’faith: well, now 
must 1 practise to get the true garb of one of these Laruie-kuights; 
my arm here, and my-God’s so, young master and his cousin. 

Lor. ju. So, sir, and how then ? [EiUer Lob. ju. and Srsp. 

8 Uf. God’s foot, I have lost my purse, 1 think. 

Lor. ju. Bow ? lost your purse T where T when had you it ? 

8 te/p. I cannot tell, stay. 

Mus. ’Slid, I am afraid they will know me, would I could get 
by tberp. 

Lor.ju. What! have you it? 

8 Up. No, I think 1 was bewitched, I. 

Lor. ju. Nay, do not weep, a pox on it, hang it, let it go. 

8 tep. Oh, it’s here; nay, an it had been lost, I had not cared 
but for a jet ring Marina sent me. 

Lor. ju. A jet ringl oh, the poesie, the poesie! 

8 tep. Fine, i’faith: Though fancy sleep, my love is deep: meaning 
that though I did not fancy her, yet she loved me dearly. 

Lor. ju. Most excellent. 

8 tep. And then I sent her another, and my poesie was: The 
dufper the sweeter, I'U he judged by 8 aint Peter. 

Lor. ju. How, by St. Peter f I do not conceive that. 

8 tep. Marry, St. Peter to make up the metre. 

Lor. ju. Well, you ore beholding to that Saint, he help’d you at 
your need; thank him, thank him. 

Mus. 1 will venture, come what will: Gentlemen, please you 
change a few crowns for a very excellent good blade here; I am a 
poor gentleman, a soldier, one that (in the better state of my for- 
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tanes) scorned so mean a refuge, but now it’s Uie humour of neceerity 
to have it so: you seem to be, ^ntlemen, well aSeoted to martial 
men, else I should rather die with silence, than live with shame: 
howe’er, vouchsafe to remember it is my want spea^ not mys^: 
this condition agrees not with my spirit. 

Lor. ju. Where hast thou served 7 

Mua. May it please you, Signior, in all the provinces of Bohemia, 
Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not? 1 have been a poor 
servitor by sea and land, any time this ziiij. years, and follow’d 
the fortunes of the best Commanders in Cbristendom. I was 
twice shot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of Vienna; I 
have been at America in the galleys thrice, where I was most dan¬ 
gerously shot in the head, through both the thighs, and yet, being 
thus maim’d, I am void of maintenance, nothing left me but my 
soars, the noted marks of my resolution. 

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend 7 

Mua. Faith, Signior, I refer it to your own judgment; you are 
a gentleman, give me what you please. 

Step. True, I am a gentleman, I know that; but what though, I 
pray you say, what would you 7 

Mua. I assure you the blade may become the side of the best 
prince in Europe. 

Lor. ju. Ay, with a velvet scabbard. 

Stm. Nay, an’t be mine it shall have a velvet scabbard, that is 
flat, I’d not wear it as ’tie an you would give me an angel. 

Mva. At your pleasure, Signior, nay, it’s a moat pure Toledo. 

Step. I hM rather it were a Spaniard: but tell me, what shall I 
give you for it 7 an it had a silver hilt— 

Lor. ju. Come, come, you shall not buy it; hold, there’s a shil¬ 
ling, friend, take thy rapier. 

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, because yon say so: what, shall 
1 go without a rapier 7 

Lor. ju. You may buy one in the city. 

Step. Tut, I’ll buy this, so I will; tell me your lowest price. 

Lor. ju. You shall not, I say. 

Step. By God’s lid, but I will, though I give more than ’tis worth. 

Lor. ju. Come away, you are a fool. 

Step. Friend, I’ll have it for that word: follow me. 

Mua. At you service, Signior. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.—Enter Lobkkzo senior. 

Lor. ae. My labouring spirit being late opprest 
With my son’s folly, can embrace no rest 
Till it hath plotted by advice and skill. 

Row to reduce him from affected will 
To reason’s manage; which while I intend. 

My troubled soul begins to apprehend 
A farther secret, and to meditate 
Cron the difference of man’s estate: 

Where is decipher’d to true judgment’s eye 
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A deep, oonoeal’d, and preoioiu mystery. 

Yet can I not but worthy admire 
At nature’s art: wbo (when she did inspire 
This heat of life) plaoed Reason (os a hing) 

Here in the hea^ to have the marshalling 
Of our aSeotions: and with sovereignty 
To sway the state of our weak empery. 

But as id divers commonwealths we see. 

The form of government to disagree: 

Even so inman, who searoheth soon shall find 
As much or more variety of mind. 

Some men’s affections like a sullen wife. 

Is with her husband reason still at strife. 

Others (like proud aroh-traitors that rebel 
Against their sovereign) practise to expel 
Their liege Lord Reason, and not shame to tread 
Upon his holy and anointed head. 

But as that land or nation beet doth thrive. 

Which to smooth'fronted peace is most proolive, 

^ doth that mind, whose fair affections ranged 
By reason’s rules, stand constant and unchanged. 

Else, if the power of reason be not such. 

Why do we attribute to him so much f 
Or why are we obsequious to his law. 

If he want spirit our affects to awe ? 

Oh no, I argue weakly, he is strong. 

Albeit my son have done him too much wrong. [Enter Mnsco. 

Mus. My master: nay, faith, have at you: I am flesh’d now 1 
have sped so well: Gentleman, I beseech you respect the estate of 
a poor soldier; I am ashamed of this base course of life, (God’s my 
comfort) but extremity provokes me to’t; what remedy? 

Lor. se. I have not for you now. 

Mua. By the faith I bear unto God, gentleman, it is no ordinary 
custom, but only to preserve manho:^. I protest to you, a man 
I have been, a man I may be, by your sweet bounty. 

Lor. at. I pr^ thee, good friend, be satisfied. 

JIfus. Good Signior: by Jesu, you may do the part of a kind 
gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer, a 
matter of small value, the King of heaven shall pay you, and 1 shall 
rest thankful: sweet Sispior— 

Lor. at. Nay, an you ne so importunate— 

Mua. O Lord, sir, need will have his course: I was not made 
to vile use; weU, the edge of the enemy could not have abated 
me so much: it’s hard when a man hath served in his Prince’s 
cause and be thus. Signior, let me derive a small piece of silver 
from you, it shall not be given in &e course of time, by this good 
ground, I was fsJn to pawn my rapier last night for a poor supper, 
lam a Paran else: sweet Signior— 

Lor. at. Believe me, I am rapt with admiration. 

To think • man of thy extwior presence 
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Should (in the constitution of the mind) 

Be 80 degenerate, infirm, and base. 

Art thou a man T and sham’st thou not to beg T 
To praofiBe such a servile kind of life ? 

Why, were thy education ne’er so mean. 

Having thy limbs: a thousand fairer courses 
Offer themselves to thy election. 

Kay, there the wars might still supply tliy wants. 

Or service of some virtuous gentleman. 

Or honest labour; nay, what can I name. 

But would become thee better than to beg T 
But men of your condition feed on sloth. 

As doth the Scarab on the dung she breeds in. 

Not oaring how the temper of your spirits 
Is eaten with the rust of idleness. 

Now, afore Ood, whate’er he be that should 
Relieve a peison of thy quality. 

While you insist in thus loose desperate course, 

I would esteem the sin not thine, but his. 

Jftis. Faitii, Signior. I would gladly find some other course, if so. 
Lor. se. Ay, you’d gladly find it, but you will not seek it. 

Mua. Alas, sir, where should a man seekT in the wars, there’s 
no ascent by desert in these da^, but—and for service, would it 
were as soon purchased as wish’d for, (Ood’s my comfort) I know 
what I would say. 

Lor. ae. What’s thy name ? 

Mua. Please yon: Porieruio. 

Lor. ae. Portenaio f 

Say tliat a man should entertain thee now. 

Would thou be honest, humble, just, and trueT 

Mua. Signior: by the place and honour of a soldier— 

Lor. ae. Nay, nay, I like not these affected oat^; 

Speak piainlv, man: what thinkst thou of my words T 
Mua. NoiMng, Signior, but wish my fortunes were as happy as 
my service should be honest. 

Lor. ae. WeU, follow me. I’ll prove thee, if thy deeds 
Will car^ a proportion to thy words. [Exit Lor. ae. 

Mua. Yes, sir, straight. I’ll but garter my hose; oh, that my 
belly were hoop’d now, for I am ready to burst with laughing. 
’Slid, was there ever seen a fox in years to betray himself thusT 
now shall I be possest of all his determinations, and consequently 
my young master; well, he is resolved to prove my honesty: 
futh, and I am resolved to prove his patience: oh, I shall abuse 
him intolerably: this small piece of service will bring him clean 
out of love with the soldier for ever. It’s no matter, let the world 
think me a bad counterfeit, if I cannot give him the slip at an instant: 
why, this is better than to have stayed his journey by half: well, 
m foUow him. Oh, how I long to be employed. [BxU. 


919 



20 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 


SCENE III. —Enter Pbosfsbo, Bobaduxa, and Mathbo. 

Mai. Yes, faith, sir, we were at your lodging to seek you too. 

Proa. Oh, I came not there to-night. 

Boh. Your brother delivered us as much. 

Proa. Who, Oiuliano f 

Boh. Oiuliano. Signior Proam^, I know not in what kind you 
value me, but let me tell you this: as sure as God, I do hold it so 
much out of mine bonoiu and reputation, if I should but cast the 
least regard upon such a dunghill of flesh; I protest to you (as I 
have a soul to be saved) 1 ne’er saw any gentlemanlike part in him: 
an there were no more men living upon the face of the earth, I 
should not fancy him, by Pharma. 

Mat. Troth, nor I, he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he 
doth not car^ himself like a gentleman. 

Proa. Oh, Signior Matheo, that’s a grace peculiar but to a few; 
quoa cequua amavit Jupiter. 

Mat. 1 understand you, sir. [Enter Lob. ju. and Step. 

Proa. No question you do, sir: Lorenzo 1 now on my soul, 
welcome; how dost thou, sweet rascalT my Genius! ’Sblood, I 
shall love ApoUo and the mad Thespian girls the bettor while 1 
live for this; my dear villain, now I see there’s some spirit in thee: 
Sirrah, these be they two I writ to thee of, nay, what a drowsy 
humour is this now ? why dost thou not speak 7 

Lor. ju. Oh, you are a fine gallant, you sent me a rare letter. 

Proa. Why, was’t not rare 7 

Lor. ju. Yea, I’ll be sworn I was ne’er guilty of reading the like, 
match it in all Pliny'a familiar Epistles, and I’ll have my judgment 
bum’d in the ear for a rogue, make much of thy vein, for it is 
inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had the carriage 
of it 7 for doubtless he was no ordinary beast that brought it. 

Proa. Why 7 

Lor. ju. Why, sayest thou 7 why, dost thou think that any 
reasonable creature, especially in the morning, (the sober time of 
the day too) would have ta’en my father for me 7 

Proa. ’Sblood, you jest, I hope 7 

Lor. ju. Indent the best use we can turn it to, is to make a 
jest on’t now: but I’ll assure you, my father had the proving of 
your copy some hour before I saw it. 

Proa. What a dull slave was this 1 But, sirrah, what said ho to 
it, i’faith 7 

Lor. ju. Nay, I know not what he said. But I have a shrewd 
guess what he thought. 

Pro. What 7 what 7 

Lor. ju. Marry, that thou art a damn’d dissolute villain. 

And I some grain or two better, in keeping thee company. 

Proa. Tut, that thought is like the moon in the last quarter, 
’twill change shortly: but, sirrah, I pray thee be acquainted with 
my two Zaniea here, thou wilt take exceeding pleasure in them if 
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thou hear’st them onoe, but what strange piece of silence is this? 
the sign of the dumb man? 

Lor. ju. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine, one that may make our 
music the fuller, an he please, he hath his humoiu, sir. 

Proa, Oh, whatis’t? whatis’t? 

Lor. ju. Nay, I’U neither do thy judgment nor his folly that 
wrong, as to prepare thy apprehension: I’ll leave him to the mercy 
of the time, if you can take him: so. 

Proa. Well, Signior BobadiUa, Signior Matheo: I pray you know 
this gentleman here, he is a friend of mine, and one that will well 
deserve your affection, 1 know not your name, Signior, but 1 shall 
be glad of any good occasion to be more familiar with you. 

Step. My name is Signior Stephana, sir, I am this gentleman’s 
cousin, sir, his father is mine uncle; sir, I am somewhat-melancholy, 
but you shall command me, sir, in whatsoever is incident to a 
gentleman. 

Bob. Signior, I must tell you this, I am no general man, embrace 
it as a most high favour, for (by the host of Egypt) but that I con¬ 
ceive you to be a gentleman of some parts, I love few words: you 
have wit: imagine. 

Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to melancholy. 

Mat. O Lord, sir, it’s your only best humour, sir, your true 
melancholy bre^s your perfect fine wit, sir: I am melancholy 
myself divers times, sir, and then do I no more but take your pen 
and paper presently, and write you your half score or your dozen 
of sonnets at a sitting. 

Lor. ju. Mass, then he utters them by the gross. 

Step. Truly, sir, and I love such things out of measure. 

Lor. ju. I’faith, as well as in measure. 

McU. Why, 1 pray you, Signior, make use of my study, it’s at 
your service. 

Step. I thank you, sir, 1 shall be bold, I warrant you, have you 
a close stool there ? 

Mat. Faith, sir, 1 have some papers there, toys of mine own 
doing at idle houra, that you’ll say there’s some sparks of wit in 
them, when you shall see them. 

Proa. Would they were kindled once, and a good fire made, I 
might see self-love burn’d for her heresy. 

Step. Cousin, is it well ? am I melancholy enough T 

Lor. ju. Oh, ay, excellent. 

Proa. Signior BobadiUa, why muse you so? 

Lor. ju. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, air, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of 
' service was perform’d to-morrow, being St. MarPa day, shall be 
some ten years. 

Lor. ju. In what place was that service, I pray you, sir? 

Bob. Why, at the beleaguering of OhibeUito, where, in less than 
two hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any were in 
Europe, lost their lives upon the breach: I’ll tell you, gentlemen, 
it was the first, but the beet leaguer that ever 1 beheld with these 
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eyes, except the taking in of Tortoaa last year by the Oenowaya, 
but that (of all other) was the most fatal and dangerous exploit 
that ever I was ranged in, since I first bore arms before the face of 
the enemy, as l am a gentleman and a soldier. 

Step. Im, I had as lief as an angel I could swear as well as that 
gentleman. 

Lor. ju. Then you were a servitor at both, it seems. 

Boh. O Lord, sir: by Phaeton, I was ibe first man that entered 
the breach, and had I not efieoted it with resolution, I had been 
slain if I h^ had a million of lives. 

Lor. ju. Indeed, sir ? 

Sterp. Nay, an you heard him discourse you would say so: how 
like yon him T 

Boh. I assure you (upon my salvation) ’tis true, and yourself 
shall confess. 

Proa. You must bring him to the rack first. 

Boh. Observe me judicially, sweet Signior: they had planted- me 
a demi-oulverin just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, (as 
we were to ascend), their master gunner (a man of no mean skill 
and courage, you must think,) confronts me with his linstock 
ready to give I spying his intendment, discharged my petronel 
in 1^ b^m, and with this instrument, my poor rapier, ran 
violently upon the Moora that guarded the ordnr.noe, and put 
them pell-mell to the sword. 

Proa. To the sword ? to the rapier, Signior. 

Lor. ju. Oh, it was a good figure observed, sir: but did you all 
this, Signior, without hurting your blade f 

B(h. Without any impeach on the earth: you shall perceive, sir, 
it is ibe most fortunate weapon that ever rid on a poor gentleman’s 
thigh: shall 1 tell you, sir T you talk of Morglay, Exetuibur, Durindana, 
or so: tut, I lena no credit to that is report^ of them, I know the 
virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier maintain it. 

Step. I marie whether it be a Toledo or not 

Boh. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, Signior. 

Step. I have a coonttyman of his here. 

Mat. Pray you let’s see^ sir: yes, faith, it is. 

Boh. This a Toledo^ pishi 

Step. Why do you pish, ISgnior T 

Boh. A Fleming, by Phaehua / I’ll buy them for a guilder a piece, 
am rU have a thousand of them. 

Lor. ju. How say you, cousin T I told you thus much. 

Proa. Where Isiught you it, Signior? 

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier, a pox of God on him, he swore 
It was a Toledo. 

Boh. A provant rapier, no better. 

Mat. Mass, I think it be indeed. 

Lor. ju. Tut, now it’s too late to look on it, put it up, put it np. 

Step. Well, I will not pnt it up, but by God’s foot, an e’er I 
meet ]iiin~ 

Proa. Oh, it is past remedy now, sir, you must have patience. 
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step. Whoreson, ooney-oatching rascal; oh, I could eat the 
ve^ hilts for anger. 

Lor, ;u, A sign you have a good ostrich stomaoh, consin. 

Step. A stomachY would I had him here, you should sea an I 
had a stomaoh. 

Proa. It’s better as ’tis: come, gentlemen, shall we goT 
Lor. ju. A miracle, cousin, look here, look here. [Enter Musco. 
Step. Ob, God’s lid, by your leave, do you know me, sir 7 
Mva. Ay, sir, I know you by. sight. 

Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not 7 
Mm. Yes, marry did I, sir. ' 

Step. You said it was a Toledo, ha 7 
Mm. True, I did so. 

Step. But it is none. 

Mm. No, sir, I confess it, it is none. 

Step. Gentlemen, bear witness, he has oonfest it. By God’s lid, 
an you had not coyest it— 

Lor. ju. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin. 

Proa. Why, you have done like a gentleman, he has oonfest it, 
what would you more 7 
Lor. ju. Sirrah, how dost thou like him 7 

Proa. Oh, it’s a precious good fool, make much on him: I can 
compare him to nothing more happily than a barber’s virginals; 
for every one may play nmn him. 

Mm. Gentleman, shall 1 intreat a word with you 7 
Lor. ju. With all my heart, sir, you have not another Toledo 
to sell, have you 7 

Mm. You are pleasant, your name is Signior Lorenzo, as I take it 7 
Lor. ju. You are in the right: ’Sblood, he means to catechise 
me, I think. 

Mm. No, sir, I leave that to the Curate, I am none of that coat. 
Lor. ju. And yet of as bare a coat; well, say, sir. 

Mm. Faith, Sia^or, I am but servant to God Mara extraordinary, 
and indeed (this brass varnish being washed off, and three or four 
other tricks sublated) I appear yours in reversion, after the decease of 
your good father, Muaco. 

Lor. ju. Muaco, ’sblood, what wind hath blown thee hither in 
this shaM 7 

Mm. Your easterly wind, sir, the same that blew your father 
hither. 

Lor. ju. My father 7 

Mm. Nay, never start, it’s true, he is come to town of purpose 
* to seek you. 

Lor. ju. Sirrah Proapero, what shaU we do, sirrah 7 my father is 
come to the city. 

Proa. Thy father: where is he 7 

Mm. At a gentleman’s house yonder by St. Anihonrfa, where 
he but stays my return; and then— 

Proa, ^o’sthisr Muaco t 
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Mu». The same, sir. 

Proa. Why, how oom’st thou trauamuted thus? 

Mua. Faith, a devfee, a device, nay, for the love of God, stand 
not here, gentlemen, house yourselves, and I’ll thll you all. 

Lor. But art thou sure ho wUl stay thy return ? 

Mua. Do I live, sirT what a question is thatl 

Proa. Well, we’ll prorogue his expectation a little: Muaco, thou 
shalt go wi^ us: Come on, gentlemen; nay, I pray thee, (good 
rascal) droop not, ’sheart, an our wits be so gouty, that one old 
plodding brain can outstep us all. Lord, 1 beseech thee, may 
they lie and starve in some miserable spittle, where they may never 
see the face of any true spirit again, but be perpetually haunted 
with some church-yard ho^oblin in seculo aeculorum. 

Mua. Amen, Amen. [Exeunt. 

ACT III 

SCENE I .—Enter Thobello, and Piso. 

Pia. He will expect you, sir, within this half hour. 

Tho. Why, what’s a clock ? 

Pia. New striken ten. 

Tho. Hath he the money ready, can you tell ? 

Pia. Yes, sir, Bapliata brought it yesternight. 

Tho. Oh, that’s well: fetch me my cloak. [Exit Piao. 

Stay, let me see; an hour to go and come. 

Ay, that will be the least: and then ’twill be 
An hour before I can dis^tch with him; 

Or very near: well, I will say two hours; 

Two hours 1 ha 1 things never dreamt of yet 
May be contrived, ay, and effected too. 

In two hours’ absence: well, I will not go. 

Two hours; no, fleering opportunity, 

I will not give your treachery that scope. 

Who will not judge him worthy to be robb’d. 

That sets his doors wide open to a thief. 

And shews the felon where his treasure lies T 
Again, what earthy spirit but will attempt 
To taste the fruit of beauty’s golden tree. 

When leaden sleep seals up the dragon’s eyes t 
Oh, beauty is a project of some power. 

Chiefly when opportunity attends her: 

She will infuse true niotion in a stone, 

Put glowing fire in an icy soul. 

Stuff peasants' bosoms with proud Cceaar’a spleen. 

Pour rich device into an empty brain: 

Bring youth to folly’s gate: there train him in. 

And after ail, extenuate his sin. 

Well, I will not go, I am resolved for that. 

Go, carry it again: yet stay: yet do too, 

1 will defer it till some other time. 


[Enter Piso. 
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Pia. Sir, Signior PUUano will meet you there with the bond. 

Tho. That’s true: by Jesu, I had clean forgot it. 

I must go, what’s a olock ? 

Pia. Past ten, sir. 

Tho. ’Heart, then will Proapero presently be here too. 

With one or other of his loose consorts. 

£ am a Jew if I know what to say. 

What course to take, or which way to resolve. 

My brain (methinks) is like an hour-glass. 

And my imaginations like the sands 
Run dribbling forth to fill the mouth of time. 

Still changed with turning in the ventricle. 

What were I best to do T it shall be so. 

Nay, I dare build upon his secrecy. Piao. 

Pia. Sir. 

Tho. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not. 

Is C<A within f 
Pia. I think he be, sir. 

Tho. But he’ll prate too, there’s no talk of him. 

No, there were no course upon the earth to this. 

If I durst trust him; tut, 1 were secure. 

But there’s the question now, if he should prove, 

Rimarum plenua, then, ’sblood, I were rook’d. 

The state that he hath stood in till this present 
Doth promise no such change; what should I fear then T 
Well, come what will. I’ll tempt my fortune once. 

Piao, thou mayest deceive me, but I think thou Invest me, Piao. 

Pia. Sir, if a servant’s zeal and humble duty may be term’d 
love, you are possest of it. 

Tho. I have a matter to impart to thee, but thou must be secret, 
Piao. 

Pia. Sir, for that— 

Tho. Nay, hear me, man; think I esteem thee well. 

To let thee in thus to my private thoughts; 

Piao, it is a thing sits nearer to my crest. 

Than thou art ’ware of; if thou should’st reveal it— 

Pia. Reveal it, sir? 

Tho. Nay, I do not think thou would’st, but if thou should’st— 
Pia. Sir, then I were a villain: 

Disclaim in me for ever if I do. 

Tho. He will not swear: he has some meaning, sure. 

Else (being urged so much) how should he choose. 

But lend an oath to all this protestation T 
He is no puritan, that I am certain of. 

What should I think of it f urge him again. 

And in some other form: I will do so. 

Well, Piao, thou hast sworn not to disclose; ay, you did swear? 
Pia. Not yet, sir, but I will, so please you. 

Tho. Nay, I dare take thy word. 

But if thou wilt swear, do as you think good. 
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I am resolved without euoh oiroumstanoe. 

Pm. By my soul’e safety, sir, I here protest. 

My tonrae s^l ne’er take knowledge of a word 
Deliver^ me in compass of your trust. 

Tho, Enough, enough, these ceremonies need not, 

1 know thy faith to be as firm as brass. 

Pito, come hither: nay, we must be close 
In mana^g these actions: So it ii^ 

(Now he has sworn I dare the safelier speak;) 

1 have of late by divers observations— 

Bnt, whether his oath be lawful, yea, or noT hat 
I wQ] ask counsel ere I do proceed: 

Pmo, it will be now too long to stay. 

We’ll spy some fitter time soon, or to-morrow. 

Pm. At your pleasure, sir. 

Tho. I pray you search the books ’gainst I return 
For the receipts ’twixt me and PJatano. 

Pm. 1 will, sir. 

Tho. And hear you: if my brother Prospero 
Chance to bring hither any gentlemen 
Ere I come baw, let one straight bring me word. 

Pm. Very well, sir. 

Tho. Forget it not, nor be not you out of the way. 

Pis. I will not, sir. 

Tho. Or whether he come or no, if any other. 

Stranger or else: fail not to send me word. 

Pis. Yes, sir. 

Tho. Have care, I pray you, and remember it. 

Pis. I warrant you, sir. 

Tho. But, Piso, this is not the secret I told thee of. 

Pis. No, sir, I suppose so. 

Tho. Nay, believe me, it is not. 

Pis. I do believe you, sir. 

Tho. By heaven it is not, that’s enough. 

Many, I woidd not thou should’st utter it to any creature living. 
Yet I care not. 

Well, I must hence: Piso, conceive thus much. 

No ordinary person could have drawn 
So deep a secret ^m me; I mean not this. 

But that I have to teU thee: this is nothing, this. 

Piso, remember, sUenoe, buried here: 

No greater hell than to be slave to fear. [Exit Tho. 

Pis. Piso, remember, silenoe, buried here: 

Whence should this flow of passion (trow) take head? ha! 

Faith, m dream no longer of this running humour. 

For fear I sink, the violence of the stream 
Already hath transported me so far 

That 1 can feel no ground at all: but soft, [Enter Cob. 

Oh, it’s our water-bearor: somewhat has orost him now. 

Cob. Fasting days: what tell you me of your fasting days? 
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would thejr were all on a light fire for me: th^ eav the world shall 
be oonsumed with fire and brimstone in the latter day: but I would 
we had these ember weeks and these villainous Itidays burnt in 
the mean time, and then—r 

Pie. Why, how now. Cob t what moves thee to this choler, ha T 

Cob. Collar, sir? ’swounds, I soom your collar, I, sir, am no 
collier’s horse, sir, never ride me with your collar, an you do. I'll 
shew you a jade’s trick. 

Pie. Ob, you’ll slip your bead out of the collar: why. Cob, you 
mistake me. 

Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I be angry as well as another, 
sir. 

Pie, Thy rheum ? thy humour, man, thou mistakest. 

Cofr. Humour? mack, I think it be so indeed: what is this 
humour ? it’s some rare thing, I warrant. 

Pie. Many, I’ll tell thee what it is (as ’tis generally received in 
these days): it is a monster bred in a man by self-love and allecta- 
tion, and fed by folly. 

Cob. How? must it be fed? 

Pie. Oh ay, humour is nothing if it be not fed, why, didst thou 
never hear of that? it’s a common phrase. Feed my humour. 

Cob. I’ll none on it: humour, avaunt, I know you not, be gone. 
Let who will make hungry meals for you, it shall not be I: Feed 
you, quoth he? ’sblood, 1 have much ado to feed myself, especially 
on these lean rascal days too, an’t hod been any other day but a 
fasting day: a plague on them all for me: by this light, one might 
have done God good service and have drown^ them all in the flood 
two or three hundred thousand years ago, oh, I do stomach them 
hugely: I have a maw now, an’t were for Sir Bevis’s horse. 

Pie. Nay, but I pray thee. Cob, what makes thee so out of love 
with fasting days? 

Cob. Marry, that that will make any man out of love with them, 
I think: their bad conditions, an you will needs know: First, they 
ore of a Flemish breed, I am sure on’t, for they raven up more 
butter than all the days of tlie week beside: next, they stink of 
fish miserably: thirdly, they’ll keep a man devoutly hungry all day, 
and at night send him supperless to bed. 

Pie. Indeed, these are faults, Coh. 

Cob. Nay, an this were all, ’twere something, but they are the 
only known enemies to my generation. A fasting day no sooner 
comes, but my lineage goes to rack, poor Cobs, they smoke for it, 
they melt in passion, and your maids too know this, and yet would 
have me tom Hannibal, and eat my own fish and blood: my 
'piinoely coz, IptiUa out a red herring.1 fear nothing; I have not the 
heart to devour you, an I might be mode os rich as Golias: oh, that 
I had room for my tears, I could weep salt water enough now to 
preserve the lives of ten thousand of my kin: but I may curse none 
but these liltoy Almanacks, for an ’twere not for them, these dam 
of persecution would ne’er be known. I’ll be bang’d an some fish¬ 
monger’s son do not make on toem, and puts in more fasting days 
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than ho should do, because he would utter his father’s dried stock¬ 
fish. 

Pia. ’Soul, peace, thou’lt be beaten like a stockfish else: here 
is Signior Matheo. [Enter Mathiso, Pbosfbro, Lobbnzo junior, 

Bobadilla, Stephano, Musoo. 
Now must I look out for a messenger to my master. 

[Exeunt Coh and Piao- 

SCENE II. 

Proa. Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, and exceed¬ 
ingly well carried. 

Lor. ju. Ay, and our ignorance maintain’d it as well, did it not ? 

Proa. Yes, faith, but was’t possible thou should’st not know him ? 

Lor. ju. ’Fore God, not I, an I might have been join’d patten 
with one of the nine worthies for knowing him. ’Sblood, man, he 
had so writhen himself into the habit of one of your poor Diapar- 
view’a here, your decayed, ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the 
round: such as have vowed to sit on the skirts of the city, let your 
Provost and his half dozen of halberdiers do what they can; and 
have translated begging out of the old hackney pace, to a fine easy 
amble, and made it run as smooth off the tongue as a shove-groat 
shilUng, into the likeness of one of these lean Pirgo'a, had he moulded 
himself so perfectly, observing every trick of their action, as varying 
the accent: swearing with an emphaaia. Indeed, all with so 
special and exquisite a grace, that (hadst thou seen him) thou 
would’st have sworn he might have been the Tamberlane, or the 
Agamemnon on the rout. 

Proa. Why, Musoo, who would have thought thou hadst been 
such a gallant T 

Lor. ju. I cannot tell, but (unless a man had juggled begging 
all his life time, and been a weaver of phrases from his infancy, for 
the apparelling of it) I think the world cannot produce his rival. 

Proa. Where got’st thou this coat, I marie ? 

Mua. Faith, sir, I had it of one of the devil’s near kinsmen, a 
broker. 

Proa. That cannot be, if the proverb hold, a crafty knave needs 
no broker. 

Mua. True, sir, but I need a broker, ergo, no crafty knave. 

Proa. Well put off, well put off. 

Lor. ju. Tut, he has more of these shifts. 

Mua. And yet where I have one, the broker has ten, sir. [Enter Pis. 

Pia. Francisco, Martino, ne’er a one to be found now: what 
a spite’s this ? 

Proa. How now, Piao f is my brother within ? 

Pia. No, sir, my master went forth e’en now, but Signior Giuliano 
IS within. Cob, what. Gob / Is he gone too T 

Proa. Whither went thy master T Piao, canst thou tell T 

Pia. I know not, to Doctor Clement'a, I think, sir. Gob. [ExU Pia. 

Ijot. ju. Doctor Clement, what’s he ? I have heard much speech 
of him. 
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Proa. Why, dost thou not know him ? he is the Ctonfaloniere of 
the atnte here, an excellent rare civilian, and a great scholar, but 
the only mad merry old fellow in Europe; I shewed him you the 
other daj'. 

Lor. ju. Oh, I remember him now; Good faith, and he hath a 
very strange presence, methinks, it shews as if he stood out of the 
rank from other men. I have heard many of his jests in Padua; 
they say ho will commit a man for taking the wall of his horse. 

Proa. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or any thing 
indeed, if it come in the way of his humour. 

Pis. Caspar, Martino, Cob: ’Sheart, where should they be. 
trow? I’tso. 

Bab. Signior Thordlo's man, I pray thee vouchsafe us tho lighting 
of this match. 

Pis. A pox on your match, no time but now to vouchsafe? 
Francisco, Cob. [Bxit. 

Bob. Body of me: here’s the remainder of seven pound, since 
yesterday was sevennight. It’s your right Trinidado: <lid you 
never take any, signior ? 

Step. No, truly, sir; but I’ll learn to take it now, since you 
commend it so. 

Bob. Signior, believe me (upon my relation) for what 1 tell yon, 
the world shall not improve. I have been in the Indies, (where this 
herb grows) where neither myself nor a dozen gentlemen more (of 
my knowledge) have received the taste of any other nutriment in 
the world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but tobacco only. 
Therefore it cannot be but ’tis most divine. Further, take it in the 
nature, in the true kind, so, it makes an antidote, that had you taken 
the most deadly poisonous simple in all Florence it should expel it, 
and clarify you with as much ease as I speak. And for your green 

wound, your Balsamum, and your-are all mere gulleries, and 

trash to it, especially your Trinidado: your Nicotian is good too: I 
could say what I know of the virtue of it, for the exposing of rheums, 
raw humours, crudities, obstructions, with a thousand of this kind; 
but I profess myself no quack - salver. Only thus much; by 
Hercules, I do hold it, and will affirm it (before any Prince in Europe) 
to be the most sovereign and precious herb that ever the earth 
tendered to the use of man. 

Lor. ju. Oh, this speech would have done rare in an apothecary’s 
mouth. [ErUer Piso and Cob. 

Pis. Ay; close by Saint .AniAony’s; Doctor Clement’s. 

Cob. Oh, oh. 

Bob. Where’s the match I gave thee ? 

Pis. ’Sblood, would his match, and he, and pipe, and all, were at 
Sancto Domingo. [Exit. 

Cob. By God’s deins, I marie what pleasure or felicity they 
have in taking this roguish tobacco; it’s good for nothing but to 
choke a man, and fill him full of smoke and embers: there were 
four died out of one house last week with taking of it, and two 
more the beU went for yesternight, one of them (they say) will 
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ne’w eMape itk ha voided a'lnufael of eoot yesterday, opw^ and 
downwanL the stodcsi an there were no TViser men tiian I, I’d 
have it present deaih, man or womans that should bat deal with a 
tobacco mpe; why, it will stifle them all in the end as many as 
nse it; irs little better than rat’s-bane. [Exit Piso. 

AU. Oh, good ^hior ; hold, hold. 

B(A. Yon base cullion, you. 

Pi$. Sir, here’s your match; come, thou must needs be talking 
too. 

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with Ms match, I warrant yon; 
well, it shw be a dear beating, an I livo. 

Bob. Do yon prate T 

Lor. pt. Nay, good Signior, will you r^ard the humour of a fool T 
Away, knave. 

Proa. Piao, get him away. [Exit Piao and Cob. 

Bob. A whoreson filthy slave, a turd, an excrement. Body of 
Oceaar, but that I scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, I’d have stabb’d 
him to the earth. 

Proa. Marry, God forbid, sir. 

Bob. By this fair heaven, I would have done it. 

8Up. Oh, he swears admirably; (by this fair heavenI) Body of 
Ceeaar: I shall never do it, sure (u^n my salvation). No, I have 
not the right grace. 

Mat. Si^or, will you any ? By this air, the most divine tobacco 
as ever 1 drunk. 

Lor. ju. I thank yon, sir. 

Stop. Oh, this gentleman doth it rarely too, but nothiim like the 
other. By this air, as I am a gentlemai^ By Pheebua. [Exit Bob. 

Mua. Master, glance, glance: Smnior Proaptro. and Mat. 

Step. As I have a soul to be saved, I do protest— 

Proa. That yon are a fool. 

Lor. ju. Cousin, will you any tobacco? 

Step. Ay, sir: upon my salvation. 

Lor. ju. How now, cousin ? 

Step. I protest, as I am a gentleman, but no soldier indeed. 

Proa. No, Signior, as I remember, you served on a great horse, 
last ^neral muster. 

Step. Ay, sir, that’s true, cousin, may I swear as I am a soldier, 
by that? 

Lor. ju. Oh yes, that you may. 

Step. Then as I am a gentleman, and a soldier, it is divine 
tobacco. 

Proa. But soft, where’s Signior Matheo f gone? 

Mua. No, sir, ^ey went in here. 

Proa. Oh, let’s foUow them: Signior Matheo is ^ne to salute bis 
mistress, sirrah, now thou shalt hear some of Ms vers^ for be 
never comes Mther without some shreds of poetry: Come, l^gnior 
Jfuaeo. 

eiap^ Miueof where? Is this Ifuseo f 

Leri fik Aji but peace, cousin, no words of it at any hand. 
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Step. Not by this fair heaveD. as I have a sool to be saved, by 
Phckme. 

Proa. Oh rare! your oouain’a disoouiae is simply suited, all in 
oaths. 

Lor. ju. Ay, he lacks nothing but a little light stofF, to draw them 
out withal, and he were rarely fitted to the time. lExeunt. 

SCENE ni. —Enter Thobbixo with Cob. 

Tho. Ha, how many are there, sayest thou I 

Cob. Marry, sir, your brother, Signior Proapero. 

Tho. Tut, beside him: what strangers are there, manT 

Cob. Strangers? let me see, one, two; mass, I know not well, 
there’s so many. 

Tho. How f so many T 

Cob. Ay, there’s some five or six of them at the most. 

Tho. A swarm, a swarm T 
Spite of the devil, how they sting my heart! 

How long hast thou been coming hither. Cab t 

Cob. But a little while, sir. 

Tho. Didst thou come running? 

Cob. No, sir. 

Tho. Tut, then I am familiar with thy haste. 

Ban to my fortunes: what meant I to marry ? 

I that before was rank’d in such content. 

My mind attired in smooth silken peace. 

Being free master of mine own free thoughts. 

And now become a slave ? what, never sigh. 

Be of good cheer, man: for thou art a cuckold, 

’Tis done, ’tis done: nay, when such flowing store. 

Plenty itself falls in my wife’s Iw, 

The VomucopioB wiU be mine, I Imow. But, Cob, 

What entertainment had they ? I am sure 
My sister and my wife would bid them wrdoome, ha? 

Co&. Like enou^: yet I heard not a word of welcome. 

Tho. No, their Dps were seal’d with kisses, and the voice 
Drown’d in a flood of joy at their arrival. 

Had lost her motion, state, and faculty. 

Coh, which of them was’t ^at first kim’d my wife? 

(My sister, I should say,) my wife, alas, 

I fear not hw: ha? who was it, say’st thou ? 

Cab. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it 

Tho. On ay, good Cob; I pray thee. 

Cob. God’s my judge, I saw nobody to be kiss’d, unless they 
would have Used Uie post in tiie middle of the warehouse; for 
there I left them ail, at their tobacco, with a pox. 

Tho. How ? were they not gone in ihen ere thou oam'st? 

Cob. Oh no, sir. 

Tho. SiMte of the devil, what lo I stay here then ? 

Cob, follow me. lExii Tho. 

Cob. Nay, soft and fair, I have eggs on the spit; 1 oanimt go 
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yet, sir: now un I for some diTera reasons hammering, hammer- 
mg revenge: oh, for three or four gallons of vinegar, to sharpen 
my wits: Revenge, vinegar reven^ russet reven^; nay, an he 
had not lien in my house, ’twould never have moved mo; but 
being my guest, one that I’ll be sworn my wife lent him her 
smock on herbal, while his own shirt hasten at washing: pawned, 
her neckeroheis for clean bands for him: sold almost aU my platters 
to buy bim tobacco; and yet to see an ingratitude wretch strike 
hk host; well, I hope to raise up an host of furies for’t: here 
comes M. Doctor. [Enter Doctor Olehbnt, Lobbkzo senior, Pmo. 

Clem. What’s Signior ThoreUo gone? 

Pet. Ay, sir. 

Clem. Heart of me, what made him leave us so abruptly T How 
now, sirrah; what make you here? what would you have, haT 

C<A. An’t please your worship, 1 am a poor neighbour of your 
worship’s. 

CUm. A neighbour of mine, knave ? , 

Cob. Ay, sir, at the sign of the Water-tankard, hard by the Green 
Lattice: I have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen yean. 

Clem. What, at the Green Lattice ? 

Cob. No, sir: to the parish: marry, I have seldom soaped scot- 
free at the Lattice. 

Clem. So: but what business hath my neighbour? 

Gob. An’t like your worship, I am come to crave the peace of 
your worship. 

Clem. Of me, knave? peace of me, knave? did I e’er hurt thee? 
did I ever threaten thee? or wrong thee? ha? 

Cob. No, God’s my comfort, I mean your worship’s warrant, for 
one that hath wrong’d me, sir: his arms are at too much liberty, I 
would fain have them bound to a treaty of peace, an 1 could by any 
means compass it. 

Lor. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy life for him ? 

Cob. No, sir; but 1 go in danger of my death every hour by his 
means; an 1 die within a twelve-month and a day, I may swear, 
by the laws of the land, that he kill’d me. 

Clem. How? how,knave? swear he kill’d thee? what pretext? 
what colour hast thou for that? 

Cob. Marry, sir, both black and blue, colour enough, I warrant 
you, I have it here to shew your worship. 

Clem. What is ho that gave you this, sirrah ? 

Cob. A gentleman in the city, sir. 

Clem. A gentieman ? what call you him ? 

Cob. Signior BobadUla. 

Clem. Good: But wherefore did he beat you, sirrah?, how 
bemn tile quarrel’twixt you? ha: speak truly, wiave, I advise you. 

Cob. Marry, sir, because I spake against their vagrant tobacco, 
aslcameby^em: for nothing else. 

^ CUm. Ha, you speak against tobacco ? Peto, his name. 

Pet. What’s vour name, sirrah? 

- Cob. Oliver dob, sir, set Oliver Cab, sir. 
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Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he dial! go to the jail. 

Pet. Oliver Cah, maater Doctor eaya you shall go to the jaiL 

Cob. Oh, I beseech your worship, for God’s love, dear master 
Doctor. 

Clem. Nay, God’s precious! an such drunken knaves as yon are 
come to dispute of tobacco once, 1 have done: away with him. 

Cob. Oh, good master Doctor, sweet gentleman. 

£or. ae. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee apy good; master 
Doctor, let me intreat, sir. 

Clem. What T a tai^ard-bearer, a thread-bare rascal, a beggar, a 
slave that never drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in his life, 
and he to deprave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally 
received in the courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers 
of sweet ladies, the cabins of soldiers: Peto, away with him, by 
God’s passion, I say, go to. 

Cob. Dear master Doctor. 

Lor. se. Alas, poor Oliver. 

Clem. Peto: ay: and make him a warrant, he shall not go, I but 
fear the knave. 

Cob. O divine Doctor, thanks, noble Doctor, most dainty Doctor, 
delicious Doctor. [Exeunt Peto with Cob. 

Clem. Signior Loremo : God’s pity, man. 

Be merry, be merry, leave these dumps. 

Lor. se. Troth, would I could, sir: but enforced mirth 
(In my weak judgment) has no happy birth. 

The mind, being once a prisoner unto cares. 

The more it dreams on joy, the worse it fores. 

A smiling look is to a hea vy soul 
As a gilt bias to a leaden bowl. 

Which (in itself) appears most vile, being spent 
To no true use; but only for ostent. 

Clem. Nay, but, good Simtior, hear me a word, hear me a word, 
your cares are nothing; wey are like my cap, soon put on, and 
as soon put off. WhatT your son is old enough to govern himself; 
let him run his course, it’s the only way to make him a staid man: 
if he were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunkard, or a Ucentious liver, 
then you had reason: you had reason to take care: but being none 
of these, God’s passion, an I had twice so many cares as you have. 
I’d drown them all in a cup of sack: come, come, I muse your 
parcel of a soldier returns not all this while. [Exeunt. 

SCENE rV. — Enter Gidijano, with Biaroha. 

Giu. Well, sister, I tell yon true: and you’ll find it so in the end. 

Bia. Alas, brother, what would you have me to doT I cannot 
help it; you see, my brother Prospero he brings them in here, 
thw_ are his friends. 

MU. His foiendsT his friends T ’sblood, they do nothing but 
haunt him up and down like a sort of unlucky sprites, and tompt 
bim to all maimer of villainy that con be thought of; well, by 
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light, B little thing would make me play the devil with some of them; 
an’t were not mote for your husband’s sake than any thing else, 
I’d make the house too hot for them; th^ should say and sweat, 
hell were broken loose, ere they went. But by God's bread, ’tis 
nobody’s fault but yours; for an you had done as you might have 
done, th^ should liave been damn’d ere they should have oome in, 
e’er a one of them. - 

Bid. God’s my life; did you ever hear the like? what a strange 
man is this I could I keep out all them, think youT I should put 
myself against half a dozen men, should I? Good faith, you’d 
mad the pafient’st body in the world, to hear you talk so, without 
any sense or reason. [Enter Mathxo wUh Ubsfebida, Bobaduxa, 
Stephaito, Lorbitzo junior, Pbosfxbo, Mosoo. 

Heap. Servant, (in troth) you are too prodigal of your wits’ 
treasure, thus to pour it forth upon so mean a subject as my worth. 

Mat. You say well, you say well. 

Qiu. Hoyday, here is stuff. 

Lor.ju. Oh, now stand close; pray God she can get hiin to read it. 

Proa. Ikit, fear not: I warrant thee he will do it of himself with 
much impudenoy. 

Hea. Servant, what is that same, I pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd toy. 

Oin. Ay, to mock an ape withal. O Jesu. 

Bia. Sister, I pray you let’s hear it. 

Mat. Mistress, I’ll read it, if you please. 

Hea. I pray you do, aervant. 

Oiu. On, here’s no foppery. ’Sblood, it frets me to the gall to 
think on it. [Exit. 

Proa. Oh ay, it is his condition, peace: we are fairly rid of him. 

Mat. Faith, I did it in an humour: I know not how it is, but 
please yon come near, siguior: this gentleman hath judgment, he 
knows how to censure of a-pray you, sir, you can judge. 

Step. Not I, sir: aa I have a aoul to oe aaved, aa I am a gentleman. 

Lor. jn. Nay, it’s well; so long as he doth not forswear himself. 

Boh. Signior, you abuse the ezcellen<^ of your mistress and her 
fair sister. Fie, while you live avoid this proludty. 

Mat. I shall, sir; well, tnctpere didee. 

Lor. )u. How, incipere chdce f a sweet thing to be a fool indeed. 

Proa. What, do you take incipere in that sense ? 

Lor. ja. You do not, you? ’Sblood, this was your villaipy to 
gall him with a motto. 

Proa. Oh, the benchers’ phrase: pauea verba, pauca verba. 

Mat. Bare ereature, let me apeak without offence, 

WeyM Ood my rude worda had the influence 
Xorrule thy thoughta, aa th/yfair looka do mine, 
new ahould^ thou be hie priaoner, who ia thine. 

L^. ju. ’Sheart, this is in Hero and Leander / 

Proa. Oh ay: peace, we shall have more of this. 

Mat. Be not unkind and fair; miaahapen atuff 
le efbeihaviow boiateroua and rough: 
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How like you that, Signiort 'sblood. he Bhakes his head like a 
bottle, to feel an there be any brain in it. 

Mat. .But observe tbe eataahroT^ now. 

And I «n doty will exceed all other, 

Aa you in beauty do excel lov^a mother. 

Lor. ju. Well, I’ll have him free of the brokers, for he utters 
nothing but stolen remnants. 

Proa. Nay, good crUic, forbear. 

Lor. ju. A poz on him, hang him, filching rogue, steal from the 
dead f it’s worse than sacrilege. 

Proa. Sister, what have you bereT veraea t I pray you let’s see. 
Bia. Do you let tiiem go so lightly, sister T 
Hea. Yes, faith, when uiey come lightly. 

Bia. Ay, but if your aervatd should hear you, he would take it 
heavily. 

Hea. No matter, he is able to b»tr. 

Bia. So are aaaea. 

Hea. So is he. 

Proa. Signior Matheo, who made these verses T they are excellent 
good. 

Mat. O God, sir, it’s your pleasure to say so, sir. 

Faith, I made thorn extempore this morning. 

Proa. How extempore t 

Mat. Ay, would 1 might be damn’d else; ask Signior BobadiBa. 
He saw me write them, at the—(poz on it) the Mitre yonder. 

Mua. Well, an the Pope knew he cursed the Mitre it were enough 
to have him excommunicated all the taverns in the town. 

8Up. Cousin, how do you like this gentleman’s verses T 
Lor. ju. Oh, admirable, the beet that ever I heard. 

Step. By Ma fair heavens, th^ are admirable. 

The ^t ^t ever I beard. [EtOer Qnrusiro. 

Oiu. 1 am vezt I can hold never a bone of me still, 

’Sblood, I think they mean to build a Tabemade here, well T 
Proa. Sister, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your 
beauty witii such eneomiutna acid devices, you may see what it is to 
be the mistress of a wit that can make your penections so trans¬ 
parent, that every blear eye may look through them, and see him 
drowned over head and ears in the deep well of desire. Sister 
Biancha, I marvel you get you not a servant that can rhyme and 
do tricks too. 

CKu. O monster! impudence itself] tricks/ 

Bia. Tricks, brother? vrhat tricks/ 

Hea. Nay, speak, I pray you, what iricka t 

Bia. Ay, never spare any body here: but say, what tricks f 

Hea. Passion of my heartl do trickaf 

Proa. ’Sblood, here’s a trick vied, and revied: why, you mon¬ 
keys, yon! what a eater-wauling do you keepi has he not givMi 
you rhymes, and veraea, and tricks / 

Oiu. Oh. see the de^i 

Proa. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snuff so: o<Hne 
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and cherish this tame poetical fury in yohr servant, you’ll be begg’d 
else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse, you 
cannot give him less than a shilling in eonscienoe, for the book he 
IumI it out of cost him a teston at the least. How now, gallants, 
Lorenzo, Signior BdbadiUal what, all sons of silence T no spirit. 

CKu. Come, you n^ht practise your ruffian tricks somewhere else, 
and not here, I wiss: uus is no tavern, nor no place for such 
ex^oits. 

Pros. ’Sheart, how now I 

Oiu. Nay, boy, never look askance at me for the matter; I’ll 
teU you of it, by God’s bread, ay, and you and your companions 
mend yourselves when I have done. 

Proa. My companions 7 

Qiu. Ay, your companions, sir, so I say I ’Sblood, 1 am not 
afraid of you nor them neither, you must have your poets, and 
your cavaliers, and your fools follow you up ana down the city, 
and here they must come to domineer and swagger? sirrah, you 
ballad-ainger, and alopa, your fellow there, get you out; get you 
out: or (by the will of God) I’ll out off your ears, go to. 

Proa. ’Sblood, stay, let’s see what he dare do: out off his earn; 
you are an ass, touch any man here, and by the Lord I’ll run my 
rapier to the hilts in thee. 

Oiu. Yea, that would I fain see, boy. 

Bia. O Jesul Piao/ Matheo/ mi^erl 

Hea. Help, help, Piao / 

IThey all draw, enter Piao and aome more of the hotue to part 
them, the women make a great cry. 

Lor. ju. Gentlemen, Proapero, forbear, I pray you. 

Bob. Well, sirrah, you Holofemea: by my hand, I will pink thy 
flesh full of holes with my rapier for this, I will, by this good 
heaven: n^, let him come, let him come, gentlemen, by the body of 
St. Qeorge, I’ll not kill him. [They offer to fight again, and are parted. 

Pia. Hold, hold, forbear. 

Oiu. You whoreson, bragging ooistril. \Enier ^obkli-o. 

Tho. Why, how now? what’s tire matter? what stir is here? 
Whence springs this quarrel ? Piao, where is he ? 

Put up your weapons, and put off this rage. 

^ wffe and sister, they are cause of this. 

What, Piao t where is this knave? 

Pia. Here, sir. 

Proa. Como, let’s go: this is one of my brofiier’s ancient humours, 
this. 

Step. I am glad nobody was hurt by this ancient humour. 

[Exit Proapero, Lorenzo ju., Muaco, Stephana, BobadiUa, Matheo. 

■Tho. Why, how now, brother, who enforced this brawl ? 

Oiu. A sort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for God nor the 
'dev^ And they must come here to reed bcdlada and roguery, and 
traak. I’ll mar the knot of them ere I sleep, perhaps; especially 
Signior Pilhagoraa. he that’s all manner of shapes: and aottga and 
aonneta, his f^ow there. 



37 


Every Man: in His Humour 

Hea. Brother, indeed you are too violent. 

Too sudden ia your oouises, and you know 
My brother Proapero’a temper will not bear 
Any reproof, ohiefly in anon a presence. 

Where every slight disgrace he should receive. 

Would wound him in opinion and respect. 

Oiu. BespectT what talk yon of respect’mongst such 
As had neither spark of manhood nor good manners ? 

By God I am asnamed to hear you: respect? lExit. 

Hea. Yes, there was one a civil gentleman. 

And very worthily demeaned himself. 

Tho. Oh, ihat was some love of yours, sister. 

Hea. A love of mine? i’faith, I would he were 
^o others love but mine. 

Bia. Indeed, he seem’d to be a gentleman of an exceeding fair 
disposition, and of very excellent good parts. 

[Exit Heaperida, Bianeha. 
Tho. Her love, by Jesu: my wife’s minion. 

Fair disposition ? excellent good parts ? 

’Sheart, these phrases are intolerable. 

Good parts ? how should she know his parts ? well, well. 

It is too plain, too clear: Piao, come hither. 

What, are they gone ? 

Pis. Ay, sir, they went in. 

Tho. Are any of the gallants within? 

Pia. No, sir, they are all gone. 

Tho. Art thou sure of it? 

Pia. Ay, sir, I can assure you. 

Tho. Piao, what gentleman was that they praised so ? 

Piao. One they call him Signior Lorenzo, a fair young gentleman, 
sir. 

Tho. Ay, I thought so: my mind gave me as much: 

’Sblood, I’ll be bang’d if they have not hid him in the house. 

Some where. I’ll go search, Piao, go with me. 

Be true to me and thou shalt find me bountiful. [Exeunt. 

SCBNE V. — EiUer Cob, to him Tib. 

Cob. What, Tib, Tib, I say. 

Tib. How now, what cuckold is that knocks so hard? Oh, 
husband, is’t you ? What’s the news ? 

Cob. Nay, you have stunn’d me, i’faith; you have given me a 
knock on the forehead will stick by me: cuckold? ’Swounds, 
cuckold ? 

Tib. Away, you fool, did I know it was you that knock’d? 
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list. 

Cob. May I? ’swounds, Tib, you are a whore. 

Tib. ’Sheart, you lie in your throat. 

Cob. How, &e lie? and in my throat too? do yon long to be 
stabb’d, ha? 

Tib. Why, you are no soldier? 
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Cob. Maas, that’s true, when was BohadiUa here? that rogue, 
that tiave, that fencing BurgiUlion t I’ll tickle him, i’faith. 

Tib. Wiiy, what’s the matter? 

Cob. Oh, he hath basted me rarely, sumptnoosly: but I have it 
here will sauce him, oh, the doctor, the honestest old Trojan in 
all Italy, 1 do honour the yeiy flea of his dog: a pla^e on him, he 
put me once in a villainous filthy fear: marry, it vanish’d away like 
the smoke of tobacco: but I was smok’d soundly first, I thank the 
devil, and his good aTigd my guest: well, wife, or Tib, (which you 
will) get you in, and look the door, I charge you; let nobody into 
you, not BobadiUa himself, nor the devil in his likeness; you are a 
woman; you have flesh and blood enough in you; therefore be not 
tempted; keep the door shut upon all comers. 

Tib. I warrant you there shaU nobody enter here without my 
consent. 

Cob. Nor with your consent, sweet Tfft, and so I leave you, 

Tib. It’s more than you know, whether you leave me so. 

Cob. How ? 

Tib. Why, sweet. 

Cob. Tut, sweet or sour, thou art a flower. 

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI.— Enter Losknzo jun., Pbospero, Stxfraeo, Mnsoo. 


Lor. ju. Well, Musco, perform this business happily. 

And thou makest a conquest of my love for ever. 

Proa. I’faith, now let thy spirits put on their best habit. 

But at any hand remember thy message to my brother. 

For there’s no other means to start him. 

Mua. 1 warrant you, sir, fear nothing; I have a nimble soul that 
hath waked cdl my imaginative forces by this time, and put them 
in true motion: what you have possest me withal. I’ll discharge 
it amply, sir. Make no question. [Exit Muaco. 

Proa. That’s well said, Muacoi faith, sirrah, how dost thou 


approve my wit in this device ? 

ior. ju. Troth, well, howsoever; but excellent if it take. 

Proa. Take, man: why, it cannot choose but take, if the circum- 
stanoes miscarry not, but tell me zealously: dost thou affect my 
sister Heaperida, as thou pretendest? 

Lor. ju. Proapero, by Jesu. 

Proa. Come, do not protest, I believe thee: i’faith, she is a virgin 
of good ornament, and much modesty, unless I conceived very 
worthily of her, thou shouldest not have her. 

Lor. ju. Nay, I think it a question whether I shall have her for 
all that. 


Proa. 'Sblood, thou shalt have her, by this light, thou shalt I 
Lor. ju. Nay, do not swesur. 

Proa. By St. Mark, thou shalt have her: I’ll go fetch her pre- 
sentiy, ’point but where to meet, and by this hand. I’ll bring herl 
Lor.ju. Hold, hold, what, all policy dead? no prevention of 
mischi^s stirring. 
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Proa. Why, by—^what shaU 1 swear by ? thoa shalt have her, by 
my soul. 

Lor. ju. I pray thee have patieuoe, I am satisfied: Proapero, 
omit no offeiM oooasioii that may mahe my desires oomplete, I 
beseech thee. 

Proa. I warrant thee. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV 

SCENE I .—ETiter Lobbnzo sen., Pbto, meting Musco. 

Peto. Was your man a soldier, sir T 

Lor. ae. Ay, a knave, I took him up begging upon the way. 

This morning as 1 was coming to the city. 

Oh 1 here he is; come on, you make fair speed: 

Why, where in Qod’s name have you been so long? 

Jaua. Many, (Gk>d’8 my comfort) where I thought I should have 
had little comfort of your worship’s service. 

Lor. ae. How so T 

Mtta. O God, sir I your coming to the city, and your entertain¬ 
ment of men, and your sending me to watch; indeed, aU the cir¬ 
cumstances are as open to your son as to yourself. 

Lor. ae. How should that be T unless that villain Muaco 
Have told him of the letter, and discovered 
All that I strictly charged him to conceal T 'tis so. 

Mua. I’faith, you have hit it: ’tis so indeed. 

Lor. ae. But how should he know thee to be my man T 

Mua. Nay, sir, I cannot tell; unless it were by the black art? is 
not your son a scholar, sir ? 

L^. ae. Yes; but I hope his soul is not allied 
To such a devUish practice: if it were, 

I had just cause to weep my part in him. 

And curse the time of his creation. 

But whore didst thou find them, Porlenaio f 

Mua. Nay, sir, rather you should ask where they found me f for 
I’ll be sworn I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when 
(of a sudden) one calls, Signior Loremo'a man: another, he cries, 
aoldier : and thus half a dozen of them, till they had got me within 
doors, where I no sooner came, but out flies their rapiers and all 
bent against my breast, they swore some two or three hundred 
oaths, and all to tell me I was but a dead man, if I did not confess 
where you were, and how I was employed, and about what; which, 
when f^ey could not get out of me, (as God’s my judge, they should 
have kill’d me first,) they look’d me up into a room la the top of a 
house, where, hj great miracle, (having a light heart) I slid down 
by a bottom of packthread into the street, and so scaped: but, 
master, thus much I can assure you, for I heard it whUe I was 
lo^’d up: there were a great many merchants and rich citizens’ 
^ves with them at a banquet, and your son, Signior Loremo, has 
pointed one of them to meet anon at one Cab'a house, a water- 
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bearer’s, that dwells by the wall: now there you shall bo sure to 
take him: for fail he will not. 

Lor. se. Nor will I fail to break this match, I doubt not; 

Well, go thou along with master Doctor’s man. 

And stay there for me; at one Co6’s house, say’st thou? [Exit. 

Mas. Ay, sir, there you shall have him: when can you tell? 
Much wench, or much son: ’sblood, when he has stay’d there 
three or four hours, travelling with the expectation of somewhat; 
and at the length be delivered of nothing: oh, the sport that I 
should then take to look on him if I durst; but now 1 mean to 
appear no more afore him in this shape: I have another trick to act 
yet;* oh, that I were so happy os to light upon an ounce now of 
this Doctor’s clerk: God save you, sir. 

Peto. I thank you, good sir. 

Mtis. I have made you stay somewhat long, sir. 

Peto. Not a whit, sir, I pray you what, sir, do you mean ? you 
have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems. 

A/ms. Ay, marry have I, sir. 

Peto. Troth, sir, I would be glad to bestow a bottle of wine on 
you, if it please you to accept it. 

Mua. O Lord, sir. 

Peto. But to hear the manner of your services, and yonr devices 
in the wars, they say they be very strange, and not like those a 
man reads in the Roman histories. 

Mils. O God, no, sir, why, at any time when it please you, I 
shall be ready to discourse to you what I know: and more too 
somewhat. 

Peto. No better time than now, sir, we’ll go to the Mermaid. 
there wo shall have a cup of neat wine, I pray you, sir, let me 
request you. 

Mus. I’ll follow you, sir, he is mine own, i’faith. [Exeunt. 

Enter BoBADir.LA, Loebnzo jun., Mathbo, Stbphano. 

Mat. Signior, did you ever see the like clown of him where we 
were to-day: Signior Prospero'a brother? I think the whole earth 
cannot show his like, by Jesu. 

Lor. ju. Wo w'ere now speaking of him, Signior Bahadillo tells me 
he is fallen foul of you too. 

3Iat. Oh ay, sir, he threatened me with the bastinado. 

Bob. Ay, but I think I taught you a trick this morning for that. 
You shall kill him without all question, if you be so mind^. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a most excellent trick. 

Boh. Oh, you do not give spirit enough to your motion; yon 
are too dull, too tardy: oh, it must be done like lightning, hay 1 

Mat. Oh, rate. 

Bob. Tut, ’tis nothing an’t be not done in a— 

Lor. ;■«. Signior, did you never play with any of our masters here ? 

Mat. Oh, good sir. 

Bob. Nay, for a more instance of their preposterous humour, 
there came three or four of them to me, at a gentleman’s house, 
where it was my chance to be resident at that time, to intreat my 
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presence at their schools, and withal so much importuned me, that 
(I protest to you os I am a gentleman) I was ashamed of their rude 
demeanour out of all measure: well, 1 told them that to come to 
a public school they should pardon me, it was ojjposito to my 
humour, but if so they would attend me at my lodging, 1 protc8le<l 
to do them what right or favour I could, as I was a gentleman, etc. 

Imt. ju. So, sir, then you tried their skill. 

Boh. Alas, soon tried: you shall licar, sir, within two or three 
days after they came, and by Jesii, good Signior, believe me, 1 
graced them exceedingly, showed them some two or three tricks of 
prevention bath got them since admirable credit, they cannot 
deny this; and yet now they hate me, and wliy? because I am 
excellent, and for no other re.ason on the earth. 

Tmt. ju. This is strange and vile as ever I heard. 

Bob. I will tell you, sir, upon my lirst coming to the city, they 
assaulted me some three, four, five, six of them together, as 1 h.ave 
walk’d alone in divers places of the city; as upon tlie Exchange, at 
my lodging, and at my ordinarj’, where 1 have driven them afore 
mo the whole length of a street, in the open view of all our gallants, 
pitying to hurt them, believe mo; yet all this lenity will not de)>rcss 
their spleen; they will be doing with the ]u.smirc, raising a hill a 
man may spurn abroad with his foot at ijleasure: by my soul, I 
could have slain them all, but 1 delight not in murder: I am loth 
to bear any other but a bastinado for them, and yet I hold it good 
policy not to go disarm'd, for though 1 be skilful, I may be sup¬ 
pressed with multitudes. 

Lor. ju. Ay, by Jesu, may you, sir, and (in my conceit) our whole 
nation should sustain the loss by it, if it were so. 

Boh. Alas, no: what’s a peculiar man to a nation? not scon. 

Lot. ju. Ay, but your skill, sir. 

Bob. Indeed, that might be some loss, but who respects it? I 
will tell you, Signior, (in private) 1 am a gentleman, and live here 
obscure, and to myself; but were I known to the Duke (observe 
mo) I woidd undertake (upon my head and life) for the public 
benefit of the state, not only to S|)are the entire lives of his subjects 
in general, but to save the one half, nay, tliree parts of his yearly 
charges, in holding wars generally against all his enemies; and how 
u'ill I do it, think you ? 

Lor. ju. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Bob. Marry, thus, I would select nineteen more to myself, 
throughout the land, gentlemen they should be of good spirit; 
strong and able constitution, I would choose them by an instinct, a 
trick that I have, and I would teach tliese nineteen the special 
tricks, as your punto, your reuerso, your staccato, your imAroccato, 
your passado, your montanto, till they could all play very near or 
altogether as well as myself. This done, say the enemy were forty 
thousand strong: we twenty would come into the field the tenth of 
March, or thereabouts, and would challenge twenty of the enemy; 
they could not in their honour refuse the combat: well, we would 
kill them: challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill 
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them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill every 
man his twenty a day, that’s twenty score; twenty score, that’s 
two hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thousand: forty 
thousand; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills 
them all, by computation, and this will I venture my life to perform: 
provided there be no treason practised upon us. 

Lor. ju. Why, are you so sure of your hand at all times ? 

Boh, Tut, never mistrust, upon my soul. 

Lor. ju. Mass, I would not stand in Signior Oivlwno'a state, then, 
an you meet hum, for the wealth of Florence. 

Bob. Why, Signior, by Jesu, if ho were here now, I would not draw 
my weapon on him, let this gentleman do his mind, but 1 will 
bastinado him (Iw heaven) an ever I meet him. 

Enter GitruAKO and goes out again. 

Mat, Faith, and I’ll have a fling at him. 

Lor. ju. Look, yonder ho goes, I think. 

Qiu. ’Sblood, what luck have I, I cannot meet with these 
bragmng rascals. 

B3t. It’s not he: is it? 

Lor. ju. Yes, faith, it is he. 

Mat. I’ll be bang’d then if that were he. 

Lor. ju. Before God, it was he: you make me swear. 

Stop. Upon my salvation, it was he. 

Bob. Well, had I thought it had been he, he could not have gone 
so, but I cannot be induced to believe it was he yet. [ErUer Giu. 

Qiu. Oh, gallant, have I found you? draw to your tools; draw, 
or by God’s will I’ll thrash you. 

Bob. Signior, hear me. 

Qiu. Draw your weapons then. 

Bob, Signior, I never thought it till now; body of St. Oeorge, I 
have a warrant of the peace served on me even now, as I came 
along, by a water-bearer, this gentleman saw it, Signior Matheo. 

Gtu. The peace! ’Sblood, you will not draw? 

[Matheo runs away. He beats him and diaarma him. 

Lor. ju. Hold, Signior, hold, under thy favour forbear. 

Qiu. ^ate again as you like this, you whoreson cowardly rascal, 
you’ll control the point, you? your consort he is gone; had he 
staid he had shared with you, in faith. [Exit Oiuliano. 

Bob. Well, gentlemen, bear witness, I was bound to the peace, 
by Jesu. 

Lor, ju. Why, and though you wore, sir, the law allows you to 
defend yourself; that’s but a poor excuse. 

Bob, I cannot tell; I never sustained the like disgrace (by heaven); 
sure I was struck with a planet then, for I had no power to touch 
my weapon. [Exit. 

Lor. ju. Ay, like enough; 1 have heard of many that have been 
beaten under a planet; go, get you to the surgeon’s, ’sblood, 
an Uiese be your tricks, your passados, and your montantos, Fll 
none of them: O God, that this age should bring forth such 
creatures! come, cousin. 
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step. Maas, I’ll have this cloak. 

Lor. ju. God’s will: it’s Oiviiano'a. 

Step. JTay, but ’tia mine now, another might have ta’on it up 
aa well aa I, Til wear it, so I will. 

Lor. ju. How an he sea it ? he’ll challenge it, assure yourself. 

Step. Ay, but he shall not have it; I’ll say I bouglit it. 

Lor. ju. Advise you, cousin, take heed he give not you as much. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Thobeixo, Pbosfebo, Biakcha, Hesferioa. 

Tho. Now trust me, Proapero, you were much to blarney 
T incense your brother and disturb the peace 
Of my poor house, for there be sentinels. 

That every minute watch to give alarms 
Of civil war, without adjection 
Of your assistance and occasion. 

Proa. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since there is no 
harm done, anger costs a man nothing: and a tall man is never his 
own man till he be angry, to keep his valour in obscurity, is to keep 
himself as it were in a cloak-bag; what’s a mu.sician unless he 
playT what’s a tall man unless he fight? for inde^, all this my 
brother stands upon absolutely, and that made me fall in with him 
BO resolutely. 

Bia. Ay, but what harm might have come of it ? 

Proa. Might? so might the good warm clothes your husband 
wears be poison’d for any thing he knows, or the wholesome wine 
he drunk even now at the table. 

TIio. Now, God forbid: O me! now I remember. 

My wife drunk to me last; and changed tho cup. 

And bade me wear this cursed suit to-day. 

See if God suffer murder undiscover’d! 

I feel me ill; give me some mithridate, 

Some mithridate and oil; good sister, fetch me. 

Oh, I am sick at heart: I burn, 1 burn; 

If you will save my life, go fetch it me. 

Proa. Oh, strange humour, my very breath hath poison’d him. 

Hea. Good brother, be content, what do you mean ? 

The strength of these extreme conceits will kill you. 

Bia. Beshrew your heart-blood, brother Proapero, 

For putting such a toy into his head. 

Proa. Is a fit simile a toy? will he be poison’d with a simile? 
Brother TJioreUo, what a strange and vain imagination is this ? 

For shame be wiser, on my soul there’s no such matter. 

Tho. Am I not sick ? how am I then not poison’d ? 

Am I not poison’d? how am I then so sick? 

Bia. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick. 

Proa. His jealousy is the poison he hath taken. 

Enter Musco like the doctor'a man. 

iVtts. Signior Thordlo, my master. Doctor Clement, salutes you, 
and desires to speak with you, with all speed possible. 

Tho. No time but now? well. I’ll wait upon his worship, Piao, 
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C7o&t rU sedc them oot, and set them Bentinele till I return. Piifo, 
(7o6, Piso. [Szit. 

Proa. Muaco, this is rare, bat how got’st thou this apparel of the 
Dootor’s manf 

Mua. Marry, sir. My youth would needs bestow the wine on me 
to hear some martial cuBraurse; where I so marshall’d him, that I 
made him monstrous drunk, and because too much heat was the 
cause of his distemper, I stript him stark naked as he lay along 
asleep, and borrowed his suit to deliver this counterfeit message in, 
leaving a rusty armour and an old brown bill to watch him till my 
return: which shall be when I have pawn’d his apparel, and spent 
the money perhaps. 

Proa. Wul, thou art a mad knave, Muaco, his absence will be a 
good subject for more mirth: I pray thee return to thy young 
master Ix>remo, and will him to meet me and Heaperida at the 
Friary presently: for here, tell him, the house is so stored with 
jealousy, that were is no room for love to stand upright in: but 
I’ll use such means she shall come thither, and that I thi^ will meet 
best with his desires: Hie thee, good Muaco. 

Mua. I go, sir. lExU. 

Enter TBonnrxo, to him Piso. 

Tho. Ho, Piao, Gab, where are these villains, trow? 

Oh, art thou there ? Piao, hark thee here: 

Mark what I say to thee, I must go forth; 

Be careful of thy promise, keep good watch. 

Note every gallant and observe him well. 

That enters in my absence to thy mistress; 

If she would shew him rooms, the jest is stale. 

Follow them, Piao, or else hang on him. 

And let him not go after, mark their looks; 

Note if she offer but to see his band. 

Or any other amorous toy about him. 

But praise his leg, or foot, or if she say. 

The ^y is hot, and bid him feel her hand. 

How hot it is, oh, that’s a monstrous thing: 

Note me all this, sweet Piao; mark their smhs. 

And if they do but whisper, break them ofi, 
rU bear thee out in it: wilt thou do this ? 

Wilt thou be true, sweet Piao f 

Pia. Most true, sir. 

Tho. Thanks, gentle Piao; where is Cab? now: Cdbt 

[Exit ThoreUo. 

Bia. He’s ever calling for Cob, I wonder how he employs Cob so. 

Proa. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employs Cob is a necessary 
question for you Uiat are his wife, and a thing not very easy for 
you to be satisfied in: but this Til assure you, Cob’a wife is an 
excellent bawd indeed, and oftentimes your husband haunts her 
house, marry, to what end I cannot altogether accuse him, imagine 
TOu what you think convenient: but I have known fair hides &ve 
foul hearts ere now, I can tell you. 
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Bia. leaver said you truer than that, brother I Piao, fotohvour 
eloke, and go with me, Fll after him gresently: I would to Christ 
1 oottld take him there, i’fai^ [Exeunt Piao and Bianeha. 

Proa. So let them go: this may make s^rt anon, now, my fair 
sister Heaperida: ah, that yoti knew how happy a thing it were to 
be fair and beautiful I 

Hea. That touoheth not me, brother. 

Proa. That’s true: that’s even the fault of it, for indeed beauty 
stands a woman in no stead, unless it procure her toucbing; but, 
sister, whether it touch you or no, it touches your beauties, and I 
am sure they will abide the touch, an they do not, a plague of all 
ceruse, say 11 and it touches me too in part, though not in thee. 
Well, there’s a dear and respected friend of mine, sister, stands ve^ 
strongly affected towards you, and hath vowed to inflame whole 
bonfires of seal in his heart, in honour of your perfections. I have 
already engaged my promise to bring you where you shall bear him 
confirm much more than I am able to lay down for him: Signior 
Lorenzo is the man: what say you, sister; shall I intreat so much 
favour of you for my friend, as to direct and attend you to his 
meetiz^f upon my soul, he loves you extremely, approve it, 
sweet Heaperida, wul you T 

Hea, Faith, I had very little confidence in mine own constancy, 
if I durst not meet a man: but, brother Proapero, this motion of 
yours savours of an old knight adventurer’s servant, methinks. 

Proa. What’s that, sister ? 

Hea. Marry, of the squire. 

Proa. No matter, Heaperida, if it did, I would be such an one for 
my friend, but say, will you go T 

Hea. Brother, 1 will, and bless my happy stars. 

Enter Clement and I^obello. 

CUm. Why, what villainy is this? my man gone on a false 
message, and run away when he has done, why, what trick is 
there in it, trow T 1, 2, 3, 4, and 5. 

Tho. How 1 is my wife gone forth, where is she, sister ? 

Hea. She’s gone abroad with Piao. 

Tho. Abroad with Piao f Oh, that villain dors me. 

He hath discovered all unto my wife, 

Beast that I was to trust him: whither went sheT 

Hea. I know not, sir. 

Proa. I’ll tell you, brother, whither 1 suspect she’s gone. 

Tho. Whither, for Qod’s sake? 

Proa. To Co&’s house, I believe: but keep my counsel. 

Tho. 1 will, 1 will, to Cedi'a house ? doth she haunt Cob'a t 
She’s gone a purpose now to cuckold me. 

With that lew rascal, who to win her favour. 

Hath told her all. [Exit, 

Clem. But did your mistress see my man bring him a message? 

Proa. That we did, master Doctor. 

Clam, And whither went the knave ? 

Pna. To the tavern, 1 think, sir. 

•c 4*9 
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Clem. What, did Thordlo give him any thing to spend for the 
message he brought him ? if he did 1 should commend my man’s 
wit exceedingly if he would ftiake himself drunk with the joy of it, 
farewell, lady, keep good rule, you two, I beseech you now: by 
Qod’s—: marry, my man makes me laugh. [ExU. 

Proa. What a mad doctor is this! come, sister, let’s away. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Mathbo and Bobadixla. 

Mat. I wonder, Signior, what they will say of my going away, ha T 

Boh. Why, what should they say 7 but as of a disoreet gentleman. 
Quick, wary, respectful of natures, 

Fair lineaments, and that’s all. 

Mat. Why so, but what can they say of your beating T 

B<A. A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of gross battery 
used, laid on strongly: borne most patiently, and that’s all. 

Mat. Ay, but would any man have ofiered it in Venice f 

Bob. Tut, I assure you no: you shall have there your Nobilia, 
your OerUilezza, come in bravely upon your reverse, stand you close, 
stand you firm, stand you fair, save your retricato with his left leg, 
come to the assaulto with the right, thrust with brave steel, defy 
your base wood. But wherefore do I awake this remembrance 7 I 
was bewitch’d, by Jesu: but I will be revenged. 

Mat. Do you hear, is’t not best to get a warrant and have him 
arrested, and brought before Doctor Clement f 

Bob. It were not amiss, would wo had it. [Enter Musoo. 

Mat. Why, here comes his man, let’s speak to him. 

Bob. Agreed, do you speak. 

Mat. God save you, sir. 

Mua. With all my heart, sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Giuliano hath abused this gentleman and 
me, and we determine to make our amends by law, now if you 
would do us the favour to procure us a warrant, for his arrest, of 
your master, you shall be well considered, I assure i’faith, sir. 

Mua. Sir, you know my service is my living, such favours and 
these gotten of my master is his only preferment, and therefore you 
must consider me as I may make benefit of my place. 

Mat. Ifow is that 7 

Mus. Faith, .sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the gentleman 
may bo of great account: yet be what he will, if you will lay me 
down five crowns in my hand, you shall have it, otherwise not. 

Mat. How shall we do, Signior 7 you have no money. 

Bob. Not a cross, by Jesu. 

Mat. Nor I, before God, but two pence, left of my two shillings 
in .the morning for wine and cakes, lot’s give him some pawn. 

Bob. Fawn 7 we have none to the value of his demand. 

Mat. O Lord, man. I’ll pawn this jewel in my ear, and you may 
pawn your silk stocldngs, and pull up your boots, they will ne’er 
be mist. 

Bob. Weil, an there be no remedy. I’ll step aside and put them oS, 

Mat. Do you hear, sir 7 we have no store of money at this time. 
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but you shall have good pawns, look you, sir, this jewel and this 
gentleman’s silk stockings, because we would have it dispatch’d ere 
we went to our chambers. 

Mua. I am content, sir, I will get you the warrant presently. 
What’s his name, say you, Ohdiano } 

Mat. Ay, ay, Oiuliano. 

Mua. What manner of man is he ? 

Mat. A tall, big man, sir; ho goes in a cloak most commonly of 
silk russet, laid about with russet lace. 

Mua. ’Tis very good, sir. 

Mat. Here, sir, hero’s my jewel. 

Bob. And here are stockings. 

Mua. W’cll, gentlemen. I’ll procure this warrant presently, and 
appoint you a varlet of the city to servo it, if you’ll be upon the 
Realto anon, the varlet shall meet you there. 

Mat. Very good, sir, I wish no better. [lUxeunl lioba. and Mat. 

Mua. This is rare, now will I go pawn this cloak of tlic doctor’s 
man’s at the broker’s for a varlct’s suit, and be the varlet myself, 
and get either more pawns, or more money of Giuliano for iny 
arrest. [Exit. 


ACT V 

SCKNK I.— Enter Loivenzo senior. 

Lor. ae. Oh, hero it is, 1 am glad I have found it now. 

Ho! who is within hero ? [Enter Tib. 

Tib. I am within, sir, uhat’s your pleasure? 

Lot. ae. To know who is within besides yourself. 

Tib. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope ? 

£or. «e. Oh, fear you the consi able ? then I doubt not. 

You have some guests within deserve that fear; 

I’ll fetch him straight. 

Tib. O’ God’s name, sir. 

Lor. ae. Go to, tell me is not the young Lorenzo hero? 

Tib. Young Lorenzo, I saw none such, sir, of mine honesty. 

Lf)r. ae. Go to, your honesty flies too lightly from you: 

Tliere’s no way but fetch the constable. 

Tib. The constable, the man is mud, 1 think. [Glaya to the door. 

Enter Piso and Hi.^n'CHa. 

Piao. Ho, who keeps house here ? 

Lor. ae. Oh, this is the female copes-mate of my son. 

Now shall I meet him straight. 

Bia. Knock, Piao, pray thee. 

Pia. Ho, good wife. [Enter Tib. 

Tib. Why, what’s the matter with you T 
Bia. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your door 7 
Belike you get something to keep it shut. 

Tib. What mean these questions, pray ye ? 

Bia. So strange you midie it! is not Thordlo, my tried husband, 
here? 
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Lor. se. Her husband T 

Tib. 1 hope he needs not be tried here. 

Bia. No, dame: he doth it not for need but pleasure. 

Tib. Neither for need nor pleasure is he here. 

Lor. at. This is but a device to balk me withal; Soft, who’s 
this f [Enter Tbobbllo. 

Bia. Oh, sir, have I forestall’d your honest market ? 

Found your close walks ? you stand amazed now, do you ? 

I’faith (I am glad) I have smoked you yet at last; 

What’s your jewel, trowf In: come, let’s see her; 

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer 
In any honest judgment than myself. 

I’ll be content with it: but she is change, 

She feeds you fat; she soothes your appetite. 

And you are well: your wife, an honest woman. 

Is meat twice sod to you, sir; Oh, you treaohour. 

Lor. ae. She cannot counterfeit this palpably. 

Tho. Out on thee, more than strumpet’s impudency, 

Steal’st thou thus to thy haunts 7 and have I taken 
Thy bawd and thee, and thy companion. 

This hoaiy-headed letcher, this old goat. 

Close at your villainy, and would’st thou ’souse it. 

With this stale harlot’s jest, accusing me ? 

Oh, old incontinent, dost thou not shame. 

When aU thy powers in chastity are spent. 

To have a mind so hot 7 and to entice 
And feed the enticements of a lustful woman 7 
Bia. Out, I defy thee, I, dissembling wretch! 

Tho. Defy me, strumpet 7 ask thy pander here. 

Can he deny it 7 or that wicked elder. 

Lor. se. Why, hear you, Signior 7 
Tho. Tut, tut, never speak. 

Thy guilty conscience will discover thee. 

Lor. ae. What lunacy is this that haunts this man 7 [Enter Gm. 
Giv. Oh, sister, did you see my cloak 7 
Bia. Not I, I see none. 

Oiu. God’s life, I have lost it then, saw you Heaperida f 
Tho. Heaperida? is she not at home 7 

CHu, No, she is gone abroad, and nobody can tell me of it at 
home. [Exit. 

Tho. O heaven! abroad? what light! a harlot too! 

Why? why? hark you, hath she, hath she not a brother? 

A brother’s house to keep, to look unto 7 

But she must fling abroad, my wife hath spoil’d her. 

She takes right after her, she does, she does, 

Well, you goody bawd and— [Enter Cob. 

m^e your husband such a hoddy-doddy; 

And you, young apple squire, and old ouokold-maker, 
ril have you every one before the Doctor, 

Nay, you shall answer it, I charge you go. 
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Lor, ae. Many, with all my heart, I’ll go willingly: how have I 
wron^d my^nlf in ooming here. 

Dta. Go wiUi thee 7 I’ll go with thee to thy shame, I warrant 
thee. 

Cob. Why, what’s the matter? what’s here to do? 

Tho. A^at, Cob, art thou here? oh, I am abused. 

And in thy house, was never man so wrong’d. 

Cob. ’Slid, in my house? who wrong’d you in my house? 

Tho. Mairry, young lust in old, and old in young here. 

Thy wife’s their bavra, here have I taken them. 

Cob. Do you hear ? did I not charge you keep your doors shut 
here, and do you let them lie open for all comers, do you scratch ? 

[Gob beats his wife. 

Lor. ae. Friend, have patience; if she have done wrong in this, 
let her answer it ^ore tho Magistrate. 

Cob. Ay, come, you shall go afore the Doctor. 

Tib. Nay, I will go. I’ll see an you may be allowed to beat your 
poor wife thus at every ouckoldly knave’s pleasure, the devil and 
the pox take you all for me: why do you not go now ? 

Tho. A bitter quean, come, we’ll have you tamed. [Exmnt. 

Enter Musco alone. 

Mua. Well, of all my disguises yet, now am I most like myself, 
being in this varlet’s suit, a man of my present profession never 
counterfeits till he lay hold upon a debtor, and says he rests him, 
for then he brings him to all manner of unrest. A kind of little 
kings we are, baring the diminutive of a mace, made like a young 
artichoke, that always carries pepper and salt in itself, well, I 
know not what danger I undergo by this exploit, pray God I come 
well ofi. [Enter BoBADiLLa and Matubo. 

Mat. See, I think yonder is the varlet. 

Bob. Let’s go in quest of him. 

M<U. God save you, friend, are not you here by tho appointment 
of Doctor Clemenl's man ? 

Mas. Yes, an’t please you, sir; he told mo two gentlemen had 
will’d him to procure an arrest upon one Signior Oiuiiano by a 
warrant from his master, which I have about me. 

Mat. It is honestly done of you both; and see where he comes 
you must arrest; upon him, for God’s soke, before he be ’ware. 

Bob. Bear back, Matheo / [ETUer Stbphano. 

Mua. Signior Giuliarw>, I arrest you, sir, in the Duke’s name. 

Step. Signior Qivliano t am I Signior Oiuiiano? I am one 
Signior Stephana, I tell you, and you do not well, by God’s lid, to 
arrest me, I tell you trmy; I am not in your master’s books, I 
would you should well know; ay, and a plague of God on you for 
making me afraid thus. 

Mua. Why, how ore you deceived, gentlemen ? 

Bob. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived us. 

But see, hme a comes, officer, this is be. [Enter GnTi.TAKO. 

Oiu. Why, how now, signior gull: are you a turn’d filcher of 
late? come, deliver my clou. 
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step. Your oloak, air? 1 bought it even now in the market. 

Mua, Signior Oiuliano, I must arrest you, sir. 

Oiit. Ariwt me, sir, at whose suit? 

Mua. At these two gentlemen’s. 

Oiu. I obey thee, varlet; but for these villains— 

Mua. Keep the peace, I charge you, sir, in the Duke’s name, sir. 
Oiu. What’s the matter, varlet? 

Mua. You must go before master Doctor Clemertt, sir, to answer 
what th^e gentlemen will object against you, hark you, sir, I wiU 
use you kindly. 

Mat. We’ll be even with you, sir, come, Signior BaibadiUa, we’ll 
go before and prepare the D^tor: varlet, look to him. 

[Exeunt BobadiOa and Mafheo. 
Bob. The varlet is a tall man, by Jesu. 

CKu. Away, you rascals, Signior, 1 shall have my cloak. 

Step. Your cloak ? I say once again, I bought it, and I’U keep it. 
Oiu. You will keep it? 

Step. Ay, that I will. 

Oiu. Varlet, stay, here’s thy fee, arrest him. 

Mua. Signior Stephana, I arrest you. 

Step. Arrest mel there, take your cloak: I’ll none of it. 

Oiu. Nay, that shall not serve your turn, varlet, bring him away. 
I’ll go with thee now to the Doctor’s, and cany him along. 

Step. Why, is not here your cloak ? what would you have? 

Oiu. I care not for that. 

Mua. I pray you, sir. 

Oiu. Never talk of it; I will have him answer it. 

Mve. Well, sir, then I’ll leave you. I’ll take this gentleman’s 
word for his appearance, as I have done yours. 

Oiu. Tut, I’11 have no words taken, bring him along to answer it. 
Mue. Good sir, I pity the gentleman’s case, here’s your money 
again. 

Oiu. God’s bread, tell not me of my money, bring him away, 
I say. 

Mua. I warrant you, he will go with you of himself. 

Oiu. Yet more ado ? 

Mua. I have made a fair mash of it. 

Step. Must I go ? {Exeunt. 

Enter Doctor CuaunirF, Thobxixo, Lobenzo senior, Biaitoha, 
Piso, Teb, a Servant or two of the Doctor’s. 

Clem. Nay, but stay, stay, give me leave; my chair, sirrah; 
you, Signior Lorenzo, say you went thither to meet your son. 

Lor. ae. Ay, sir. 

Clem. But who directed you thither ? 

Lor. ae. That did my man, sir. 

Clem. ’IVhere is he? 

Lor. ae. Nay, I know not now, I left him with your clerk. 

And appointed him to stay here for me. 

Clem. About what time was this ? 
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Lor. ae. Many, between one and two, as I take it. 

Clem. So, wnistt time came my man with the message to you, 
Signior Th^eUo f 

Tho. After two, sir. 

CUm. Very goc^, but, lady, how that you were at Cob's, ha T 

Bia. An’t please you, sir, FlI tell you: my brother Prospero 
told me that Cob’s house was a suspect^ place. 

Clem. So it appears, methinks; but on. 

Bia. And that my husband us^ thither daily. 

Clem. No matter, so he use himself well. 

Bia. True, sir, but you know what grows by such haunts often¬ 
times. 

Clem. Ay, rank fruits of a jealous brain, lady: but did you tind 
your husband there in that case, as you suspected T 

Tho. I found her there, sir. 

Clem. Did you soT that alters the case; who gave you know¬ 
ledge of your wife’s being there ? 

Tho. Marry, that did my brother Prospero. 

Clem. How, Prospero iimt tell her, then tell you after f Where 
is Prospero ? 

Tho. Gone with my sister, sir, 1 know not whither. 

Clem. 'Vhxy, this is a mere trick, a device; you are gulled in this 
most grossly: alas, poor wench, wert thou beaten for this? how 
now, sirrah, what’s the matter? [Enter one of the Doctor’s men. 

Ser. Sir, there’s a gentleman in the court without desires to speak 
with your worship. 

Clem. A gentleman T what’s he ? 

Ser. A soldier, sir, he sayeth. 

Clem. A soldier? fetch me my armour, my sword, quickly; a 
soldier speak with me, why, when, knaves ?—come on, come on, hold 
my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my sword; stand by, 1 
will end your matters anon; let the soldier enter, now, sir, what 
have you to say to me ? [Enter Bobadiixa. and Matueo. 

Bob. By your worship’s favour. 

Clem. Nay, keep out, sir, I know not your pretence, you send 
me word, sir, you are a soldier, why, sir, you shall bo answered 
here, here bo them have been amongst soldiers. Sir, your pleasure. 

Bob. Faith, sir, so it is: this gentleman and myself have been 
most violently wronged by one Signior Oiidiano: a gallant of the 
city here; and for my own part, I protest, being a man in no sort 
given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath assaulted me in 
^ the way of my peace, despoiled me of mine honour, disarmed me 
* of my weapons, and beaten me in the open streets: when I not so 
much os once offered to resist him. 

Clem. Oh, God’s precious, is this the soldier? here, take my 
armour quickly, ’twill make him swoon, I fear; he is not fit to look 
on’t that will put up a blow. [Enter Servant. 

Mati An’t please your worship, he was bound to the peace. 

Clem. Why, on he were, sir, his hands were not bound, were 
they? 
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8er. There is one of the varlets of the city has brought two 
gentlemen here upon arrest, sir. 

Clem. Bid him oome in, set by the picture. 

Enter Musco wUh Giuliano and Stbphano. 

Now, sir, whatl Signior Givlianof is’t you that are arrested at 
signior freshwater’s suit here T 

Oiu. I’faith, master Doctor, and here’s another brought at my 
suit. 

Clem. yVhat are you, sir ? 

Step. A gentleman, sir; oh, uncle? 

Giem. Uncle ? who, Lorenzo ? 

Lor. ae. Ay, sir. 

Step. God’s my witness, my uncle, I am wrong’d hero monstrously ; 
he chargeth me with stealing of his cloak, and would I might nevei 
stir, if I did not find it in the street by chance. 

Oiu. Oh, did you find it now T you said you bought it erewhile. 

Step. And you said I stole it, nay, now my uncle is here I care not. 

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile; you that have cause to 
complain there, stand forth; had you a warrant for this arrest? 

Bob. Ay, an’t please your worship. 

Clem. Nay, do not speak in passion so, where had you it? 

Boh. Of your clerk, sir. 

Clem. That’s well, an my clerk can make warrants, and my hand 
not at them; where is the warrant ? varlet, have you it ? 

Mua. No, sir, your worship’s man bid me do it for these gentle¬ 
men, and he would be my disoharge. 

Clem^. Why, Signior Giuliano, are you such a novice to be arrested 
and never see the warrant ? 

Oiu. Why, sir, he did not arrest me. 

Clem. No? how then? 

Oiu. Marry, sir, he came to me and said he must arrest me, and 
he would use me kindly, and so forth. 

Clem. Oh, God’s pity, was it so, sir? he must arrest you. 
Give me mv long swoni there; help me off, so; come on, sir varlet, 
I must cut'off your legs, sirrah; nay, stand up. I’ll use you kindly; 
I must out off your legs, I say. 

Mua. Oh, good sir, I beseech you, nay, good master Doctor. 
Oh, good sir. 

Clem. I must do it; there is no remedy; 

1 must cut off your legs, sirrah, 

I must cut off your ears, you rascal, I must do it; 

I must out off your nose, I must cut off your head. 

Mua. Oh, for God’s sake, good master Doctor. 

Clem. Well, rise; how dost thou now? dost thou feel thyself 
well ? hast thou no harm ? 

Mua. No, I thank God, sir, and your good worship. 

Clem. Why so? I said I must out off thy legs, and I must out off 
thy arms, and I must out off thy head; but I did not do it so; 
you said you must arrest this gentleman, but you did not arrest 
him, you knave, you slave, you rogue, do you say you must arrest 
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sirrah? away with him to the jail. I’ll teach you a trick for your 
must. 

Mvs. Good master Doctor, 1 beseech you be good to me. 

Clem. Marry o’ God; away with him, I say. 

Mus. Nay, ’sblood, before I go to prison. I’ll put on my old 
brazen face, and disclaim m my vocation: I’ll discover, that’s flat, 
an I be committed, it shall be for the committing of more villainies 
than this, hang me an I lose the least grain of my fame. 

Clem. Why? when, knave? by God’s marry. I’ll clap thee by 
the heels too. 

Mue. Hold, hold, I pray you. 

Clem. What’s the matter? stay there. 

Mua. Faith, sir, afore I go to this house of bondage, I have a 
case to unfold to your worship: which (that it may appear more 
plain unto your worship’s view) I do thus first of all uncase, and 
appear in mine own proper nature, servant to this gentleman: and 
known by the name of Mueco. 

Lor. se. Ha, Mueco ! 

Step. Oh, uncle, Musco has been with my cousin and I all this day. 

Clem. Did not I tell you there was some device? 

Mua. Nay, good master Doctor, since I have laid myself thus 
open to your worship, now stand strong for me, till the progress of 
my tale be ended, and then if my wit do not deserve your coun¬ 
tenance, ’slight, throw it on a dog, and let me go hang myself. 

Clem. Body of me, a merry knave, pve me a bowl of sack, 
Signior Lorenzo, I bespeak your patience in particular, marry, your 
ears in general, here, knave. Doctor Clement drinks to thee. 

Mua. I pledge master Doctor an’t were a sea to the bottom. 

Clem. Fill his bowl for that, fill his bowl: so, now speak freely. 

Mua. Indeed, this is it will make a man speak freely. But to the 
point, know then that I, Muaco, (being somewhat more trusted of 
my master than reason required, and knowing his intent to Florence,) 
did assume the habit of a poor soldier in wants, and minding by 
some means to intercept his journey in the midway, ’twixt the 
grange and the city, I encountered him, where begging of him in 
the most accomplished and true garb, (as they term it) contrary to 
all expectation, he reclaimed me from that bad course of life; 
entertained me into his service, employed me in his business, 
possest me with his secrets, which I no sooner had received, but 
(seeking my young master, and finding him at this gentleman’s 
house) I revealed all most amply: this done, by the device of 
Signior Proapero and him together, I returned (as the raven did to 
the ark) to mine old master again, told him ho should find his son 
in what manner he knows, at one Cob'a house, whore indeed he 
never meant to come; now my master, he to maintain the jest, 
went thither, and left me with your worship’s clerk, who, being of 
a most fine supple disposition, (as most of your clerks are) prouers 
me the wine, which I had the grace to accept very easily, and to 
the tavern we went: there after much ceremony, I made bun drunk 
jn kindness, stript him to his shirt, and leaving him in that cool 
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vein, departed, frolick, oourtier-like, having obtained a suit: which 
suit fitting me exceedingly well, I put on, and usurping your man’s 
phrase and action, carri^ a message to Signior Thordlo in your 
name; which message was merely devised but to procure his 
absence, while Signior Proapero might moke a conveyance of 
HeaperieUx to my master. 

Clem. Stay, fill me the bowl again, here; ’twere pity of his life 
would not cherish such a spirit: I drink to thee, fill bim wine, 
why, now do you perceive the trick of it ? 

Tho. Ay, ay, perceive well we were all abused. 

Lor. ae. Well, what remedy ? 

Clem. Where is Lorenzo and Proapero, canst thou tell ? 

Mua. Ay, sir, they are at supper at the Mermaid, where I left your 
man. 

CUm. Sirrah, go warn them hither presently before me, and if 
tho hour of your fellow’s resurrection bo come, bring him too. But 
forward, forward, when thou hast been at Thorelio'e. [Exit Servant. 

Mua. Marry, sir, coming along the street, these two gentlemen 
meet me, and very strongly supposing me to be your worship’s 
scribe, entreated me to procure them a warrant for the arrest of 
Signior Oiuliano, I promised them, upon some pair of silk stockings 
or a jewel, or so, to do it, and to get a varlet of the city to serve 
it, which varlet 1 appoint^ should meet them upon the Realto at 
such an hour, they no sooner gone, but 1, in a more hope of more 
gain by Signior Oiuliano, went to one of Satan’a old ingles, a broker, 
and there pawned your man’s livery for a varlot’s suit, which here, 
with myself, I offer unto your worship’s consideration. 

Clem. Well, give me thy hand; Proh. auperi ingenium magnum 
quia noacit //omerum. Illiaa aetemum ai latuiaaet opus f I admire 
thee, I honour thee, and if thy master or any man here be angry 
with thee, I shall suspect his wit while I know him for it: do you 
hear, Signior Thorello, Signior Lorenzo, and the rest of my good 
friends, I pray you let me have peace when they come, I have sent 
for the two gallants and Heaperida, Qod’s marry, 1 must have 
you, friends, how now 7 what noise is there T 
Enter Servant, then PxTO. 

Ser. Sir, it is Peto is come home. 

Clem. Peto, bring him hither, bring him hither, what, how 
now, signior drunkard, in arms against me, ha? your reason, 
your reason for this. 

Pet. I beseech your worship to pardon me. 

Clem. Well, sirrah, tell him I do pardon him. 

Pet. Truly, sir, I did happen into bad company by chance, and 
th^ cast me in a sleep and stript me of all my clothes. 

Clem. Tut, this is not to the purpose touching your armour, what 
might your armour signify? 

Pet. Marty, sir, it hung in the room where they stript me, and 1 
borrowed it of one of the drawers, now in the evening, to come home 
in, because I was loth to come through the street in my shirt. 
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Enter Lobsnzo junior, Pbosfbro, Hkspbbida. 

Clem. -Well, disarm him, but it’s no matter, let him stand by: 
who be these? oh, young gallants; welcome, welcome, and you, 
lady, nay, never scatter such amazed looks amongst us, Qui nil 
-potest aperare deaperet nihil. 

Proa. Faith, master Doctor, that’s even I, my hopes are small, 
and my despair shall be as little. Brother, sister, brother, what, 
cloudy, cloudy ? and toill no aunahine on these looks appear ? W'ell, 
since there is such a tempest toward. I’ll be the porpoise. I’ll dance: 
wench, be of good cheer, thou host a cloak for the rain yet, where 
is he? ’Sheart, how now, the picture of the prodigal, go to. 
I’ll have the calf drest for you at my charges. 

Lor. se. Well, son Lorenzo, this day’s work of yours hath much 
deceived my hopes, troubled my peace, and stretch’d my patience 
further than became the spirit of duty. 

Clem. Nay, God’s pity, Signior Lorenzo, you shall urge it no more: 
come, since you are here. I’ll have the disposing of all, but first, 
Signior Oiuliano, at my request take your cloak again. 

Oiu. Well, sir, I am content. 

Clem. Stay, now let me see, oh, signior snow-liver, I had almost 
forgotten him, and your Oeniua there, what, doth he suffer for a 
good conscience too ? doth he bear his cross with patience? 

Mus. Nay, they have scarce one cross between them both to bear. 

Clem. Why, dost thou know him ? what is he ? what is ho ? 

Mua. Marry, search his pocket, sir, and he’ll show you ho is an 
author, sir. 

Clem. Die mihi muaa virum: are you an author, sir?^ give mo 
leave a little, come on, sir. I’ll make verses with you now in honour 
of the gods and the goddesses for what you dare extempore; and 
now 1 begin. 

Mount thee my PJdegon muse, and testify. 

How Saturn sitting in an ebon cloud. 

Disrobed his ijodex, white as ivory. 

And through the toelkin thunder'd all aloud. 

There’s for you, sir. 

Pros. Oh, he writes not in that height of style. 

Clem. No: we’ll come a step or two lower then. 

From Caladupa and the banka of Nile, 

Where only breeds your monstrous crocodile. 

Now are we purposed for to fetch our style. 

Proa. Oh, too far-fetch’d for him still, master Doctor. 

Clem. Ay, say you so ? let’s introat a sight of his vein then. 

Proa. Signior, master Doctor desires to see a sight of your vein, 
nay, you must not deny him. 

Clem. What, all this verse, body of me, he carries a whole 
realm; a commonwealth of paper in his hose, let’s see some of his 
subjects. 

Unto the boundless ocean of thy beavly. 

Runs this poor river, charg'd with dreams of zeal. 
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Reluming thee the tribute of my duty: 

Which here my youth, my plaints, my love reveal. 

Good ! is this your own invention 7 
Mat. No, sir, I translated that out of a book, called Delia. 

Clem. Oh, but I would see some of your own, some of your own. 
Mat. Sir, here’s the beginning of a sonnet I made to my mistress. 
Clem. 'Phat, that: who 7 to Madonna Hesperida, is she your 
mistress 7 

Pros. It pleaseth him to call her so, sir. 

Clem. In summer time, when Pheebus’ golden rays. 

You translated this too, did you not 7 

Pros. No, this is invention; he found it in a ballad. 

Mai. Faith, sir, 1 had most of the conceit of it out of a ballad 
indeed. 

Clem. Conceit, fetch me a couple of torches, sirrah, 

I may see the conceit: quickly! it’s very dark 1 
(liu. Call you this poetry 7 

Lor. ju. Poetry 7 nay, then call blasphemy, religion; 

Call devils, angels; an<l sin, piety: 

Let all things be preposterously transchanged. 

Lor. se. Why, how now, son! what, are you startled now 7 
Hath the brize prick’d you, ha 7 go to; you see 
How abjectly your poetry is rank’d in general opinio;i. 

Lor. ju. Opinion, O Cod, let gross opinion sink and be damn’d 
As deep as Barathrum, 

If it may stand with your most wish’d content, 

I can rcfoll opinion and approve 
The state of poesy, such ns it is. 

Blessed, eternal, and most trne divine: 

Indeed, if you will look on Poesy 
As she appears in many, poor and lame. 

Patch’d up in remnants and old worn rags. 

Half starved for want of her peculiar food: 

Sacred invention, then I must confirm 
Both your conceit and censure of her merit. 

But view her in her glorious ornaments. 

Attired in the maje.sty of art. 

Set high in spirit, with the precious taste 
Of sweet philosoidiy, and wliich is must. 

Crown’d with the rich traditions of a soul 
That hates to have her dignity profaned 
With any relish of an earthly thought: 

Oh, then how proud a presence doth she bear. 

Then is she like herself, fit to be seen 
Of none but grave and consecrated eyes: 

Nor is it any blemish to her fame. 

That such lean, ignorant, and blasted wits. 

Such brainless gulls, should utter their stol’n wares 
With such applauses in our vulgar ears: 

Or that their slubber’d lines have current pass 
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From the fat judgments of the mnltitiulc, 

JJut that this barren and infected age 
Should set no difference ’twixt these emj>ty s|)irils 
And a true jioct; than which reverend name 
Nothing can more adorn humanity. [A’/ifcr trilJt tore/ies. 

Clem. Ay, Lorenzo, but election is now governed altogether by 
the influence of humour, which, instead of those lioly llames that 
should direct and light the soul to eternity, hurls forth nothing but 
smoko and congested vapours, that stifle her up, anti bereave her 
of all sight and motion. But she must have store of hclli I/ore given 
her to purge these gross obst ructions: oh, that’s well said, give me 
thy torch, come, lay this stuff together. So, give tire! there, see, 
see, how our poet’s glory shines brighter and brighter, still, still it 
increaseth, oh, now it’s at the highest, and now it declines as fast: 
>-ou may see, gallants, sic transit glorin mundi. Well now, my two 
signior outsides, stand forth, and lend me your large ears, to a 
sentence, to a sentence: first, you, Signior, shall this night to the 
cage, and so shall you. sir, from thence t.i>-morrow morning, you, 
Signior, shall be carried to the market cross, and be there bound; 
and so shall you, sir, in a largo motley coat, with a rod at your 
girdle; and you in an old suit of sackcloth, and the ashes of your 
papers (save the ashes, .sirrah) shall mourn all day, and at night, 
both together sing some ballad of repentance very piteously, which 
you shall make to the tune of IF/to list to lead and a soldier's life. 
Sirrah bill-man, embrace you this torch, and light t.hc gentlemen to 
their lodgings, and because we tender their s:ifcly, you .shall watch 
them to-night, you arc provided for the purjKise, away, and look 
to your charge with an open eye, sirrah. 

Bob. Well, J am arm’d in soul against the worst of fortune. 

Mttl. Faith, so should I be, an J had slept, on it. 

Vet. I am arm’d too, but I am not like to sleep on it. 

Alus. Oh, how t.his pleaseth me. [Exeunt. 

Clem. Now, Signior Thorello, Ciuliuno, Vrosi>ero, Biancha. 

Btep. .\nd not me, sir. 

Clem. Yes, and you, sir: 1 had lost a sheep an he had not bleated, 
I must have you all friends: but first a word with you, young 
gallant, and you, lady. 

Oiu. Well, brother Prospero, by this good light that shines here, 
1 am loth to kindle fresh coals, but an you had come in my walk 
within these tw'o hours I had given you that you should not have 
clawed off again in haste, by Jesus, 1 had done it, I am the arrant’st 
rogue that ever breathed else, but now beshrew my heart if I 
bear you any malice in the earth. 

Pros. Faith, I did it but to hold up a jest, and help my sister to 
a husband, but, brother Thorello, and sister, you have a spice of the 
jealous yet, both of you, (in your hose, I mean,) come, do n<»t dwell 
upon your anger so much, let’s all be smooth foreheaded once again. 

Thor. He plays upon my forehead, brother Giuliaru), 1 pray you 
tell me one thing I shall ask you: is my forehead any thing rougher 
than it was wont to be ? 

Gin. Rougher? your forehead is smooth enough, man. 
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Tho. Why should he then say, be smooth foreheaded, 
(Tnless he jested at the smootimess of it T 
And that may be, for horn is verr smooth; 




Bia. Brother, had he no haunt thither, in good faith T 

Proa. No, upon my soul. 

Bia. Nay, then, sweet-heart: nay, 1 pray thee, be not angry, good 
faith. I’ll never suspect thee any more, nay, kiss me, sweet moss. 

Tho. Tell me, Biancha, do not you play the woman with me. 

Bia. What’s that, sweet-heart 7 
' Tho. Dissemble. 

Bia. Dissemble? 

Tho. Nav, do not turn away: but say i’faith was it not a match 
appointed ’twixt this old gentleman and you 7 

Bia. A match? 

Tho. Nay, if it were not, I do not core: do not weep, I pray 
thee, sweet Biancha, nay, so nowl by Jesus, I am not jealous, 
but resolved I have the faithful’st wife in Italy. 

For this I find, where jealousy is fed, 

IJoma in the mind are toorse than on the head. 

See what a drove of horns fiy in the air. 

Wing’d with my deansed and my credulous breath: 

Watch them, suspicious eyes, watch where they fall. 

See, see, on heads that think they have none at all. 

Oh, what a plenteous world of this will come. 

When air rairts horns, all men be sure of some. 

Clem. Why, that’s well, come then : what say you, are all 
agreed 7 doth none stand out 7 

Pros. None but this gentleman; to whom in my own person I 
owe all duty and affection; but most seriously intreat paraon, for 
whatsoever hath past in these occurrants that might be contrary to 
his most desired content. 

Lor. se. Faith, sir, it is a virtue that pursues 
Any save rude and uncomposed spirits. 

To make a fair construotioa, and indeed 
Not to stand off, when such respective means 
Invite a general content in all. 

Ckm. Well, then I oonjm« you all here to put off all discontent¬ 
ment, first, you, Signior lorenzo, your cares; you, and you, your 
jealousy; you, your an^r, and you, your wit, sir; and for a peace- 
offering, here’s one willmg to be sacrificed upon this altar: say, do 
you approve my motion? 

Pros. We do. I’ll be mouth for all. 

Clem. Why, then I wish them all joy, and now. to make onr 
evening happiness more full: this night yon shall be all my meets: 
where we’ll enjoy the very spirit of mirth, and carouse to the nealth 
at this heroic spirit, vdiom to honour the more I do invest in my 
own robes, desiring you two, CKvliano and Prospero, to be his 
sapporters, the train to follow, myself will lead, ushered by my 
page here with this honourable verse—-daedife jam rivos pueri sat 
petUa fciherttiU. 


EVERY MAN OUT OF HIS HUMOUR 


TO THB NOBLSST NURSKRIBS OF HUMANITY AND UBBRTY IN 
THB KINGDOM 

THE INNS OF COURT 

I UNDERSTAND 70 U, Gentlemen,Dot your houses: and a worthy succession 
of you, to all time, as being bom the judges of these studies. When 1 
wrote this poem, I had friendship with divers in your societies; who, as 
they were great names in learning, so they were no less examples of living. 
Of them, and then, that I say no more, it was not despised. Now that 
the printer, by a doubled charge, thinks it worthy a longer life than 
commonly the air of such things doth promise, I am careful to put it a 
servant to their pleasures, who are the mheritors of the first favour bora 
it. Yet, 1 command it lie not in the way of your more noble and useful 
studies to the public: for so I shall suffer for it. But when the gown and 
cap is off, and the lord of liberty reigns, then, to take it in your hands, 
perhaps may make some bencher, tincted with humanity, read and not 
repent him. By your true honourer, Bbn Jonson. 


DRAMATIS 

Asper, the Presenter. 

Macii,bntb. 

PuNTARVOLO, —his LoAy.—Wailing 
Gent. — Huntsman. — Servingmen. 
—Dog and Cat. 

Carlo Buffonb. 

Fastidious Brisk, —Cinedo, his 
Page. 

Dbliro, Fallace,— Fido, their Ser¬ 
vant. — Musieiarts. 


PERSONA! 

SA VIOLIN A. 

SoRDiDO. —His Hind. 

Funcoso. — Tailor, Haberdasher. 

Shoemaker. 

SOCLIARDO. 

Shift. — Rustics. 

Notary. 

Clove, Orancb. — A Groom. — 
Drawers. — Constable, and Officers. 
GrKX.—CORDATUS—MITIS. 


THE CHARACTERS OF THE PERSONS 

Aspbr, he is of an ingenious and free spirit, eager and constant in reproof 
without fear controlling the world’s abuses. One whom no servile hope 
of gain, or frosty apprehension of danger, can make to be a parasite, either 
to time, place, or opinion. 

Macilxnte, a man well parted, a sufficient scholar, and travelled; who, 
wanting that place in the world's account which he thinks his merit 
capable of, falls into such an envious apoplexy, with which his judment 
is so dazzled and distasted, that he grows violently Impatient of any 
opposite happiness in another. 

Puntarvolo, a vain-glorious knight, over-englishing his travels, and 
wholly consecrated to singularity; the very Jacob’s staff of compliment; 
a sir that hath lived to see the revolution of time in most of his apparel. 
Of presence good enough, but so palpably affected to his own praise, that 
for want of flatterers he commends himself, to the floutage of his own 
family. He deals upon returns, and strange performances, resolving, in 
de^te of public dension, to stick to his own fashion, phrase, and gesture. 

Carlo Buffonb, a public, scurrilous, and profane jester, that more 
swift than Circe, with absurd similes, will transform any person into 
deformity. A good feast-hound or banquet-beagle, that mil scent you 
out a supper some three miles off, and swear to his patrons, damn himl 
he came in oars, when he was but wafted over in a sculler. A slave that 
hath an extraordinary gift in pleasing his palate, and will swill up mme 
sack at a sitting than would niake all the guard a posset. His religioa is 
railing, and his discourse ribaldry. 
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Fastidious Brisk, a neat, spruce, afiectine courtier, one that wears 
dothes well, and in fashion; practiseth by his ^ass how to salute; speaks 
good remnants, notwithstanding the base vid and tobacco; swears tersely, 
and with variety; cares not what lady’s favour he belies, oc great man's 
familiarity: a good property to jierfume the boot of a coach. He will 
borrow another man’s horse tojmaise, and backs him te bis own. Or, for 
a need, on foot can post himself into credit with his merchant, only with 
the gingie of his spur, and the jerk of his wand. 

Dbliro, a good doting citizen, who, it is thought, might be of the 
oommon-counol for his wealth; a fellow sincerely besott^ on his own 
wife, and so wrapt with a conceit of her perfections, that he simply holds 
himself unworthy of her. And, in that hood-wink’n humour, lives mote 
like a suitor than a husband; standing in as true dread of her displeasure, 
as when he first made love to her. He doth sacrifice two-pence in juniper 
to her every morning before she rises, and wakes her with villainous-out- 
of-tune music, which she out of her contempt (thou^ not out of hex 
judment) is sure to dislike. 

I^LLACs, Dellro’s wife, and Idol; a proud mincing peat, and as perverse 
as he is offidous. She dotes as perrecuy upon the courtier, as her husband 
doth on her, and only wants the face to be dishonest. 

Saviolina, a court-lady, whose weightiest praise is a light wit, admired 
by herself, and one more, her servant Brisk. 

SoRDiDO, a wretdied nob-nailed chuff, whose recreation is reading of 
almanacks; and felicity, foul weather. One that never pray’d but for a 
lean dearth, and ever wrot in a fat harvest. 

Fdhcoso, the son of Sordido, and a student; one that has revelled in 
his time, and follows the fashion afar o^ like a ^y. He makes it the 
whole b«it of his endeavours to wring sufficient means from his wretched 
father, to put him in the courtiers’ cut; at which he earnestly alms, but so 
unluckily, that he still lights short a suit. 

SoGUARDO, an essential down, brother to Sordido, yet so enunoured 
of the name of a gentleman, that he will have it, though he buys it. He 
comes up every term to learn to take tobacco, and see new motions. He 
is in his kingdom when in company where he may be well laughed at. 

Shirt, a thread-bare shark; one that never was a soldier, yet lives upon 
lencUngs. His profe^on is skeldring and odling, his bank Paul’s, and his 
warehouse Picthatch. Takes up single testons upon oaths, till doomsday. 
Falls under executions of three shillmgs, and enters into five-groat bonds. 
He way-lays the reports of services, and cons them without book, damning 
bimsdl he came new from them, when all the while he was taking the diet 
in the bawdy-house, or lay pawned in his chamber for rent and victuals. 
He is of that admirable and happy memo^, that he will salute one for 
an old acquaintance that he never saw in his life before. He usurps upon 
cheats, quarrels, and robberies, which he never did, only to get him a 
name, ifis chlm exercises are, taking the whiff, squirmg a cockatrice, and 
making privy searches for Imparters. 

Clovx and Oramcr, an Inseparable case of coxcombs, city bom: the 
Gemini, or twins of foppery; that like a pair of wooden foils, are nt for 
nothing but to be pracuM upon. Being well flattered they’ll lend money, 
and repmt whoi they have done. Their glory is to Invite players, ana 
niake suppers. And in company of better rank, to avoid the suspect of 
insufficiency, wili inforce their ignorance most desperately, to set upon 
the understanding of any thing. Orange is the most humorous of the two, 
(whose small portion of juice being squeezed out,) Clove serves to stick 
him with commendations. 

CoRDATUs, the author’a friend; a man inly acquainted with the scOpe 
and drift cff his plot; of a discreet and understanding judgment; and has 
Uie place of a moderator. 

Mms, is a person of no action, and therefcKe we afford him no charaotec. 
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THE STAGE. After the second soundit^. 

Enter CoRnATUs, Aspbr, and Mixis. 

Cor. Nay, my dear Asper. 

Mit. Slay your mind. 

Asp. Away t 

Who is so patient of this impious world. 

That he can check his spirU, or rein his tongue f 
Or who hath such a dead unfeelirtg setae. 

That heaven’s horrid thunders cannot wake ? 

To see the earth eras’d with the weight of sin, 

Nell gaping under us, and o’er our heads 
Black, ravenous ruin, with her sail-stretch’d wings. 

Ready to sink us down, and cover us. 

Who can behold such ■^odigies as these. 

And have his Ups seafd up ? Not I: my soul 
Was never ground into such oily colours. 

To flatter vtce, and daub iniquity : 

But, with an armed and resolved hand, 
ru strip the ragged follies of the time 
Naked as at thetr berth — 

Cor. Be not too bold. 

Asp. You trouble me—and with a whip of steel. 

Print wounding lashes in their iron ribs. 

I fear no mood stamped in a private brow. 

When I am pleased f unmask a public vice. 

I fear no strumpees drugs, nor ruflian’s stab. 

Should I detect their hateful luxurtes : 

No broker’s, usurer’s, or lawyer’s gripe. 

Were I disposed to say, they are all corrupt. 

/ fear no courtier’s frown, should I applaud 
The easy flexure of his supple hams. 

Tut, these are so snnate and popular. 

That drunken custom would not shame to laugh. 

In scorn, at him, that should but dare to tax ’eni i 
And yet, not one of these, but knows his works. 

Knows what damnation ts, the devil^ and hell; 

Yet hourly they persist, grow rank tn sin. 

Puffing their souls away' in perjurous air. 

To cherish their extortion, pride, or lusts. 

Mit. Forbear, good Asper ; be rut like your name. 

Asp. O, but to such whose faces are all seal. 

And, with the words of Hercules, invade 
Such crimes as these / that will not smell of stn. 

But seem as they were made of sanUity ! 

Religion in their garments, and their hair 
Cut shorter than their eye-brows I when the consaence 
Is vaster than the ocean, and devours 
More wretches than the counters. 

Mit. GenOe Asper, 

Contain your spirits in more stricter bounds. 

And be not thus transported with the violence 
Of your strong thoughts. 

Cor. Unless your breath had power. 

To melt the world, and mould it new again. 

It is in vain to spend it in these moods. , 

Asp. [turning to the stoge.] I not observed thts thronged round tilt now / 
Graetous and kind spectators, you are welcome ; 

ApoUo and the Muses feast your eyes 
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With gretetful objects, and may oar Mintroa 
Answer yoar hopes, unto their largest strain t 
Yet here mistake me not, jadidoas friends ; 

J do not this, to beg your patience. 

Or servilely to fawn on yoar applause. 

Like some dry brain, despairing in hts merit. 

Let me be censured by the austerest brow. 

Where I want art or jiUlgment, tax me freely. 

Let envious censors, with their broadest eyes. 

Look through and through me, I pursue no favour ; 

Only vouchsafe me your attentions. 

And I will give you music worth your ears. 

O, how I hate the monstrousness of time. 

Where every servile imitating spirit. 

Plagued With an itching leprosy of wit. 

In a mere halting fury, strives to fling 
His ulcerous body in the Thespian spring, 

Attd straight leafs forth a poet / but as lame 
As Vulcan, or the founder of Cripplegate. 

Mit. In faith this humour will come ill to some. 

You will be thought to be too peremptory. 

Asp. This humour ? good t and why this humour, MiHs ? 
Nay. do not turn, but answer. 

Mit. Answer, what ? 

Asp. I will not stir your patience, pardon me, 

I urged it for some reasons, and the rather 
To give these ignorant well-spoken days 
Some taste of Oieir abuse of this word humour. 

Cor. O, do not let your purpose fall, good Asper ; 

It cannot but arrive most acceptable. 

Chiefly to such as have the happiness 
Daily to see how the poor innocent word 
Is rack’d and tortured. 

Mit. Ay, I pray you proceed. 

Asp. Ha, what ? what is’t ? 

Cor. For the abuse of humour. 

Asp. O, I crave pardon, I had lost my thoughts. 

Why, humour, as ’tis ens, we thus define U, 

To be a quality of mr, or water. 

And in Aself holds these two properties. 

Moisture and fiui^e; as, for demonstration. 

Pour water on this floor, ’twill wet and run : 

Likewise the air, forced through a horn or trumpet. 

Flows instantly away, and leaves behind 
A kind of dew ; and hence we do conclude. 

That whatsoder hath fluxure and humidity. 

As wanting power to contain itself. 

Is humour. So in every human body. 

The choler, melancholy, phlegm, and blood. 

By reason that they flow continually 
In some one part, and are not continent. 

Receive the name of humours. Now thus far 
It may, by metaphor, apply itself 
Unto the general disposition : 

As when some one peculiar quality 
Doth so possess a man, that it doth draw 
All his affects, his spirits, and his powers. 

In their confluctions, all to run one way. 

This may be truly said to be a humour. 
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But that a rook, by wearing a pyed feather. 

The cable hat-band, or the three-piM ruff, 

A yard qt shoe-tye, or the Switser’s knot 
On his French garters^ should affect a humour I 
0,itis more than most ridiculous. 

Cor. He speaks pure truth ; rtow if an idiot 
Have bta an apish or fantastic strain. 

It is his humour. 

Asp. Well, I will scourge those apes. 

And to these courteous eyes oppose a mirror. 

As large as is the stage whereon we act; 

Where Mfy shaU see the timers deformity 
Anatomised in every nerve, and sinew. 

With constant courage, and contempt of fear. 

Mit. Asper, {I urge it as your friend^ take heed. 

The days are dangerous, full of exception. 

And men are grown impatient of reproof. 

Asp. Ha, ha I 

You might as well have told me, yond is heaven. 

This earth, these men, and all had moved alike .— 

Do not 1 know the timds condition ? 

Yes, Mitis, and their souls ; and who they be 
That either will or can except against me. 

None but a sort of fools, so sick in taste. 

That they contemn all physic of the mind, 

And. like gall’d camels, kick at every touch. 

Good meUf and virtuous spirits, that loath their vices. 

Will cherish my free labours, love my lines. 

And with the fervour of their shining grace 
Make my brain fruitful, to bring forth mare objects. 

Worthy their serious and intentive eyes. 

But why enforce I this ? as fainting ? no. 

If any here chance to behold himself. 

Let him not dare to challenge me of wrong ; 

For, if he shame to have his follies known. 

First he should shame to act ’em : my strict hand 
Was made to seise on vice, and with a gripe 
Squeeze out the humour of such spongy souls. 

As lick up every idle vanity. 

Cor. Why, fhis is right furor poeticus I 
Kind gentlemen, we hope your patience 
Will yet conceive the best, or entertain 
This supposition, that a madman speaks. 

Asp. What, are you ready there f Mitis, sit down. 

And my Cordatus. Sound ho I and begin. 

I leave you two, as censors, to sit here : 

Observe what I present, and liberally 
Speak your opinions ^on every scene. 

As it shall pass the view of these spectators. 

Nay, now y’are tedious, sirs ; for shame begin. 

And, Mitis, note me ; if in all this front 
You can espy a gallant of this mark. 

Who, to be thought one of the judicious. 

Sits with his arms thus wreath’d, his hat pulFd here. 

Cries mew, and nods, then shakes his empty head. 

Will shew more several motions in his face 
Than the new London, Kome, or Niniveh, 

And, now and then, breaks a dry biscuit jest, 

Whsich, that it may more easily be cheudd. 
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Ht steeps in his own laughter. 

Cor. JVhy, wiU that 
Make it be sooner swallowed ? 

Asp. O, assure you. 

Or if it did not, yet as Horace sings, 

Mean cates are welcome still to hungry guests. 

Cor. ’Tis true ; but why should we observe them, Asper ? 
Asp. O, I would know ’em ; for in such assemblies 
They are more infectious than the pestilence: 

And therefore I would give them pills to purge. 

And make them fit for fair societies. 

How monstrous and detested is’t to see 
A fellow that has neither art nor brain. 

Sit like an Arislarchtts, or stark ass. 

Taking men’s lines with a tobacco face. 

In snuff still spitting, using his wry’d looks. 

In nature of a vice, to wrest attd turn 

The good aspect of those that shall sit near him. 

From what they do behold I O, ’tis most vile. 

Mit. Hay, Asper. 

Asp. Peace, Mitis, I do know your thought; 

You’ll say, your guests here will except at this : 

Pish I you are too timorous, and full of doubt. 

Then he, a patient, shall reject all physic, 

’Cause the physician tells him, you are stck; 

Or, if I say, that he is vicious. 

You will not hear of virtue. Come, you are fond. 

Shall I be so extravagant, to think. 

That happy judgments, and composed spirits. 

Will challenge me for taxing such as these i 
I am ashamed. 

Cor. Hay, but good, pardon us ; 

We must not bear this peremptory sail. 

But use our best endeavours how to please. 

Asp. Why, therein I commend your careful thoughts. 
And I will mix with you in industry 
To please: but whom f attentive auditors. 

Such as will join their profit with their pleasure, 

A nd come to feed their understanding parts : 

For these I’ll prodigally spend myself. 

And speak away my spirit into air ; 

For these. I’ll melt my brain into invention. 

Coin new conceits, and hang my richest words 
As polish’d jewels in their bou^eous ears ? 

But stay, I lose myself, and wrong their patience; 

If I dwell here, they’ll not begin, I see. 

Friends, sit you still, and entertain this troop 
With some familiar and by-conference, 

Pll haste them sound. How, gentlemen, I go 
To turn an actor, and a humoristi 
Where, ere I do resume my present person. 

We hope to make the circles of your eyes 
Flow with distilled laughter .* if we fail. 

We must impute it to this only chance. 

Art hath an enemy call’d ignorance. 

Cor. How do you like his spirit, Mitis t 

Mit. I should like it much better, if he were less confident. 

Cor. Why, do you suspect his merit ? 

Mit. Ho ; but I fear this will procure him much envy. 


[Exit. 
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Cor. O, that sets the stronger seat on his desert: if he had no enemies, I 
ihouU esteem his fortunes most wretched at this instant. 

Mit, yo« have seen his play, Cordatus ; pray you, bow is it? 

Cor. Faith, sir, I must refrain to judge ; only this I can say of it, 'tis 
strange, and of a particular kind by itself, somewhat like Vetus Como^a; 
a work that hath bounteously pleased me ; how it will answer the genereil 
expectation, I know not. 

Mit. Does he observe all the laws of comedy in it ? 

Cor. What laws mean you ? 

Mit. Why, the equal division of it into acts and scenes, according to the 
Terentian manner ; his true number of actors ; the furnishing of the scene 
with Grex or Chorus, and that the whole argument fall within compass of a 
day’s business. 

Cor. O no, these are too nice observations. 

Mit. They are such as must be received, by your favour, or it cannot be 
authentic. 

Cor. Troth, I can discern no such necessity. 

Mit. Not 

C^. No, I assure you, signior. If those laws you speak of had been 
delivered us ab initio, and in their present virtue and perfection, there had 
been some reason of (keying their powers ; but ’tis extant, that that which we 
call Comoedia, was at first nothing but a simple and continued song, .sung by 
one only person, till Susario invented a second; after him, Epicharmus a 
third ; Phormus and Chionides devised to have four actors, with a prologue 
and chorus ; to which Cratinus, long after, added a fifth and sixth .- Eupolis, 
more; Aristophanes, more than they; every man in the dignity of his spirit 
and judgment supplied something. And, though that in him this kind of 
poem appeared absolute, and fully perfected, yet how is the face of it changed 
since, sn Menander, Philemon, Cecilius, Plauttts. and the rest / who have 
utterly excluded the chorus, altered the property of the persons, their names, 
and natures, and augmented it with all liberty’ according to the elegancy artd 
disposition of those times wherein they wrote. I see not then, but we should 
enjoy the same license, or free power to illustrate and heighten our invention, 
as they did ; and not be tied to those strict and regular forms which the niceness 
of a few, who are nothing but form, would thrust upon us. 

Mit. Well, we will not dispute of this now ; but what's his scene ? 

Cor. Marty, Insula I'ortiinata, sir. 

Mit. O, the Fortunate Island: mass, he has bound himself to a strict law 
there. 

Cor. Why so ? 

Mit. He cannot lightly alter the scene, without crossing the seas. 

Cor. He rueds not, having a whole island to run through, I think. 

Mit. No / how comes it then, that in some orte play we see so many seas, 
countries and kingdoms, passed over with such admirable dexterity ? 

Cor. O, that but shews how weU the authors can travel in their vocation, 
and outrun the apprehension of their auditory. But, leaving this, / would 
they would begin at once : this protraction is able to sour the best-settled patience 
in the theatre. [Tbe third sounding. 

Mit. They have answered your wish, sir ; they sound. 

Cor. O, here comes the Prologue. 

Enter Prologue. 

Now, sir^if you had staid a little longer, I meant to have spoke your prologue 
for you, Vfaith. 

I%ol. Marry, with all my heart, sir, you shall do it yet, attd I thank you. 

[Gc^g. 

Cor. Nay, nay. stay, stay ; hear you ? 

Prol. You could not have studied to have done me a greater benefit at the 
instant; for / protest to you, I am unperfetd, and, had 1 spoke it, I must of 
necessity have been out. 
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Cor. Why^ but do you speak this seriously ? 

Prol. Seriously / ay, wiPs my help, do I; and esteem myself indebted to 
your hindness for U. 

Cor. For what ? 

Prol. Why. for undertaking the prologue for me. 

Cor. How / did I undertake it for you ? 

Prol. Did you / I appeal to all these gentlemen, whether you did or no. 
Come, corns, tt pleases you to cast a strange look on’t now ; but 'twill not serve. 

Cor. 'Fore me, but st must serve ; and therefore speak your prologue. 

Prol. An T do, let me die poisoned with some venotnous hiss, artd never 
live to look as high as the two-penny room again. [Exit. 

Mit. He has put you to it, sir. 

Cor. 'Sdeath, what a humorous fellow is this t Gentlemen, good faith I can 
speak no prologue, howsoever his weak wit has had the fortune to make this 
strong use of me here before you : but I protest — 

Enter Carlo Buppone, followed by a Boy with wine. 

Car. Come, come, leave these fustian protestations ; away, come, I cannot 
abide these grey-headed ceremonies. Boy, fetch me a glass quickly, I may 
bid these gentlemen welcome; give them a health here. [Exit Boy.] I mar’le 
whose wit it was to put a prologue in yotui’ sackhut's mouth ; they might well 
think ke'd be out of tune, and yet you’d play upon him loo. 

Cat. Hang him, dull block / 

Car. O, good words, good words; a well-timber’d fellow, he would have 
made a good column, an he had been thought on, when the house was a building — 
Re-enter Boy with glasses. 

O, art thou come ? Well said ; give me, boy ; fill so I Here’s a cup of 
wine sparkles like a diamond. Gentlewomen (/ am sworn to put them in 
first) and gentlemen, around, in place of a bad prologue, I drink this good 
draught to your health here, Canary, the very elixir and spirti of wine. 
[Drinks.] This is that our poet calls Castalian liquor, when he comes abroad 
now and then, once in a fortnight, and makes a good meal among players, 
where he has caninum appetitum; marry, at home he keeps a ^ood philo¬ 
sophical diet, beans and butler-milk ; an honest pure rogue, he well take you 
off three, four, five of these, one after another, and look villainously when he 
has done, like a one-headed Cerberus.—He does not hear me, I hope.—And 
then, when his belly is well baUaced, and his brain rigged a little, he sails away 
withal, as though he would work wonders when he comes home. He has made 
a play here, and he calls it. Every Man out of his Humour; but an he get 
me out of the humour he has put me in. I’ll trust none of his tribe again while 
I live. Gentles, all I can say for him is, you are welcome. I could wish 
my bottle here amongst you ; but therds an old rule. No pledging your own 
health. Marry, if any here be thirsty for tf, their best way (that I kno^ is, 
sit still, seal up their lips, and drink so much of the play in at their ears. [Exit. 

Mlt. What may Biis fellow be, Cordalus ? 

Car. Faith, if the time will suffer his description. I’ll give it you. He is 
one, the author calls him Carlo Buffone, an impudent common jester, a violent 
railer, and an incomprehensible epicure; one whose company is desired of 
iM men, but beloved of none ; he will sooner lose his soul than a jest, and 
profane even the most holy things, to excite laughter: no honourable or 
reverend personage whatsoever can come within the reach of his eye, but is 
turned into all manner of variety, by his adulterate similes. 

Mit. Yom paint forth a monster. 

Cor. He will prefer all countries before his native, and thinks he can never 
sufficiently, or wUk admiriUion enough, deliver his affeetiortate conceit of 
foreign atheistical policies. But stay — 

Enter Macilbnts. 

Observe these : he’ll appear himself anon. 

Mit. O, this is your envious man, Macilente, I think. 

Cor. The same, sir. 
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ACT I 

SCENE l.—The Country. 

Enter Macilhkte, voith a book. 

Maci, Viri eat.fortunas ceecitatem facili furre. 

’Tis true; but. Stoic, where, in the vast world. 

Doth that man breathe, that can so much command 
His blood and his affection T Well, 1 see 
I strive in vr.’n to cure my wounded soul; 

For every cordial that my thoughts apply 
Turns to a corsive and doth eat it farther. 

There is no taste in this philosophy; 

’Tis like a potion that a man should drink. 

But turns his stomach with the sight of it. 

I am no such pill’d Cynick to believe. 

That beggary is the only happiness; 

Or with a number of these patient fools. 

To sing: My mind to me a kingdom is. 

When the lank hungry belly barks for food, 

1 look into the world, and there 1 meet 
With objects, that do strike my blood-shot eyes 
Into my brain: where, when I view myself. 

Having before observ’d this man is great. 

Mighty and fear’d; that lov’d and highly favour’d: 

A third thought wise and learn’d; a fourth rich. 

And therefore honour’d; a fifth rarely featur’d; 

A sixth admired for his nuptial fortunes: 

When I see these, I say, and view myself, 

I wish the organs of my sight were crack’d; 

And that the engine of my grief could cast 
Mine eyeballs, lie two globes of wildfire, forth. 

To melt this unproportion’d frame of nature. 

Oh, they ore thoughts that have transfix’d my heart. 

And often, in the strength of apprehension. 

Made my cold passion stand upon my face. 

Like drops of dew on a stiff cake of ice. 

Cor. This dUudes well to that of the poet, 

Invidus suspirat, gemit, incutitgue dentes, 

Sudat frigidus, intuens quad odit. 

Mit. O, peace, you break the scene. 

Enter Soquabdo and Cablo Bitffome. 

Mad. Soft, who be these ? 

I’ll lay me down awhile till they be past. [Ltes down. 

Cor. Signior, note this gallant, I pray you. 

Mit. What is he? 

Cor. A tame rook, you’ll take him presently ; list. 
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Sog. Nay, took you. Carlo; thia is my humour now! 1 have land 
and money, my Mends left me well, and I will be a gentleman 
whatsoever it cost me. 

Car. A most gentlemanlike resolution. 

Sog. Tut! an I take an humour of a thing once, I am like your 
tailor’s needle, I go through: but, for my name, signior, how think 
you ? will it not serve for a gentleman’s name, when the signior is 
put to it, ha? 

Gar. Let mo hear; how is it? 

Sog. Signior Inaulao Sogliardo: mothinks it sounds well. 

Car. O excellent! tut! an all fitted to your name, you might 
very well stand for a gentleman: I know many Sogliardos gentlemen. 

Sog. Why, and for my wealth I might be a justice of peace. 

Gar. Ay, and a constable for your wit. 

Sog. All this is my lordship you see here, and those farms you 
came by. 

Gar. Good steps to gentility too, marry: but, Soglia“do, if you 
affect to be a gentleman indeed, you must observe all the rare 
qualities, humours, and compliments of a gentleman. 

Sog. I know it, signior, and if you please to instruct, I am not 
too good to learn. I’ll assure you. 

Car, Enough, sir.—I’ll make admirable use in the projection of 
my medicine upon this lump of copper here. [Aside.]—I’ll bethink 
mo for you, sir. 

Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and thank you, 
and think on you. 

Cor. la this not 'purely good ? 

Maci. S’blood, why should such a prick-ear’d hind as this 
Be rich, ha ? a fool! such a transparent gull 
That may be seen through! wherefore should he have land. 

Houses, and lordships ? O, I could eat my entrails. 

And sink my soul into the earth with sorrow. 

Gar. First, to bo an accomplished gentleman, that is, a gentleman 
of the time, you must give over housekeeping in the country, and 
live altogether in the city amongst gallants: where, at your first 
appearance, ’twere good you turn’d four or five hundred acres of 
your best land into two or three trunks of apparel—^you may do it 
without going to a conjurer—and be sure you mix yourself still with 
such os flourish in the spring of the fashion, and are least popular; 
study their carriage and behaviour in all; learn to play at primero 
and passage, and ever (when you lose) have two or three peculiar 
oaths to swear by, that no man else swears: but, above all, protest 
in your play, and affirm, Vpon your credit. As you are a true gerdleman, 
at every cast; you may do it with a safe conscience, I warrant you. 

Sog. O admirable rare! he cannot choose but be a gentleman 
that has these excellent gifts: more, more, I beseech you. 

Car, You must endeavour to fe^ cleanly at your ordinary, sit 
melancholy, and pick your teeth when you cannot speak: and 
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when you come to plays, be humorous, look with a good starch’d 
face, and ruHle your brow like a new boot, laugh at nothing but 
your own jests, or else as the noblemen laugh. That’s a special 
grace you must observe. 

Sog. I warrant you, sir. 

Car. Ay, and sit on the stage and flout, provideti you have a 
good suit. 

Sog. O, I’ll have a suit only for that, sir. 

Car. You must talk much of your kindred and allies. 

Sog. Lies! no, signior, I shall not need to do so, 1 have kindred 
in the city to talk of: 1 have a niece is a merchant’s wife: and a 
nephew, my brother Sordido’s son, of the Inns of court. 

Car. O, but you must pretend alliance with courtiers and great 
persons: and ever when you ore to dine or sup in any strange 
presence, hire a fellow with a great chain, (though it be copper, it’s 
no matter,) to bring you letters, feign’d from such a nobleman, or 
such a knight, or such a lady. To their worshipful, rigid rare, and 
nobly qualified friend and kinsman, signior Insulso Sogliardo : give 
yourself style enough. And there, while you intend circuinstonccs 
of news, or enquiry of their health, or so, one of your familiars, 
whom you must carry about you still, breaks it up, os ’twere in a 
jest, and reads it publicly at the table: at which you must seem to 
take as unpardonable offence, as if he hod torn your mistress’s 
colours, or breath’d upon her jneture, and pursue it with that hot 
grace, as if you would advance a challenge upon it presently. 

Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of challenge, it may be 
accepted; but I’ll tell you what’s my humour now, I will do this: 
I will take occasion of sending one of my suits to the tailor’s, to 
have the pocket repaired, or so; and there such a letter as you 
talk of, broke open and all shall be left; O, the tailor will presently 
give out what I am, ui>on the reading of it, worth twenty of your 
gallants. 

Car. But then 3 'ou must put on an extreme face of discontent¬ 
ment at your man’s negligence. 

Sog. O, so I will, and beat him too: I’ll have a man for the 
purpose. 

Mac. You may; you have land and crowns: O partial fate! 

Car. Mass, well remember’d, you must keep your men gallant at 
the first, fine pied liveries laid with good gold lace; there’s no loss 
in it, they may rip it off and pawn it when they lack victuals. 

Sog. By ’r Lady, that is chargeable, signior, ’twill bring a man 
in debt. 

Car. Debt! why that’s the more for your credit, sir: it’s an 
excellent policy to owe much in these days, if you note it. 

Sog. As how, good signior 7 I would fain be a politician. 

Car. O! look where you are indebted any great sum, your 
creditor observes you with no less r^ard, than if he were bound to 
you for some huge benefit, and will quake to give you the least 
cause of offence, lest he lose his money. I assure you, in these 

D 489 
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times, no man has his servant more obsequious ai^ pliant, than 
gentlemen their ereditors: to whom, if at any time you va.y but a 
moiety, or a fourth part, it oomes mote aooeptebly than if you gave 
them a new-yeu’s {^t. 

8og. 1 perceive you, sir: I will take up, and bring myself in 
eredit, sure. 

Oar. Marry this, always beware you commerce not with bank¬ 
rupts, or poor ne^y Ludgathians; they are impudent creatures, 
tnrbident spirits, they care not what violent trage^es they stir, nor 
how they ]^y fast and loose with a poor gentleman’s fortunes, to 
get their own. Many, these rich fellows that have the world, or 
the better part of it, sleeping in their counting-houses, they are 
ten times more placable, they; either fear, hope, or modesty, 
restrains them from offering any outrages: but this is nothing to 
your followers, you shall not run a penny more in arrearage for 
them, an you list, yourself. 

Sag. No! how should I keep’em thent 

Otir. Keep ’em! ’sblood, let them keep themselves, they are no 
sheep, are thq^T what, you shall come in houses, where plate, 
appcu^ jewels, and divers other pretty commodities lie negligently 
scatter^ and I would have tiiose Mercuries follow me, 1 trow, 
should remember tiiey had not their fingers for nothing. 

Sag. That’s not so good, methinks. 

Car. Why, after you have kept them a fortnight, or so, and 
shew’d them enough to the world, you may turn them away, and 
kera no more but a boy, it’s enough. 

Sag. Nay, my humour is not for boys. I’ll keep men, an I keep 
any; and I’ll give coats, that’s my humotu: but I lack a cullisen. 

Car. Why, now you ride to the city, you may buy one; I’ll 
bring you where you shall have your choice for money. 

Sag. Gan you, sir? 

Car. O, ay: you shall have one take measure of you, and make 
you a coat of arms to fit you, of what fashion you w^. 

Sag. By word of mouth, I thank you, signior; I’ll be once a little 
prodigal in a humour, i’fsith, and have a most prodigious coat. 

jlfoe. Torment and death! break head and brain at once. 

To be deliver’d of your fightiw issue. 

Who can endure to see bund ^rtune dote thus T 
To be enamour’d on this dusty turf. 

This clod, a whoreson puck-fist! O G-! 

1 could run wild with grief now, to behold 
The rankness of her bounties, that doth breed 
Such bulrushes; these muslu^m gentlemen. 

That shoot up in a night to place and worship. 

Oar. laeeing MaeOaUe.'] Let him eJone; some stray, some stray. 

Sag. Nay, I will examine him before I go, sure. 

Car. The lord of the soil has all wrats and strays here, has 
he not? 

Sag. Yes, sir. 
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Car. Faith then 1 pilgr the poor fellow, he’a fallen into a fool’s 
hands. \Ani*. 

8og. SiiTah, who gave you a oommiaaion to lie in my lordship? 

Jfoe. Tour lordahipl 

Bog. Howl my lordahipT do you know me, air? 

Mac. I do know you, air. 

Cor. He anawera him like an echo. lAaide. 

Bog. Why, Who am I, air? 

Mae. One of thoae that fortune favours. 

Cor. The peiiphraaia of a fool. I’ll observe this better. [Aside. 

Bog. That fortune favours I how mean you that, friend? 

Mac. I mean simply: that you are one that lives not by your wits. 

Bog. By my witsi no, sir, I scorn to live by my wits, I. 1 have 
better means, I tell thee, than to take such base courses, as to live 
by my wits. Wha^ dost thou think I live by my wits ? 

Mac. Methinks, jester, you should not relish this well. 

Car. Hal docs he know me? 

Mac. Though yours be the worst use a man can put his wit to, 
of thousands, to prostitute it at every tavern and ordinary; yet, 
methinks, you should have turn’d your broadside at this, and have 
been ready with an apolo^, able to sink this hulk of ignorance into 
the bottom and depth of nk contempt. 

f7ar. Oh, ’tis Macilente! Signior, you are well encountered; 
how is it? O, we most not regard what he says, man, a trout, a 
shallow fool, he has no more brain than a buttery, a mere stuft 
suit; he looks like a musto bottle new wicker’d, his head’s the cork, 
light, Imhtl [Aside to maeilenie.] —I am glad to see you so well 
return’^ signior. 

Mac. You are! gramercy, good Janus. 

Bog. Is he one of your acquaintance ? I love liim the better for that. 

Car. Od’s precious, come away, man, what do you mean? an 
you knew him as I do, you’d shim him as you would do the plague. 

Bog. Why, sir? 

Car. O, he’s a black fellow, take heed of him. 

Bog, Is he a scholar, or a soldier ? 

Car. Both, both; a lean mongrel, he looks as if he were chop- 
fallen, with barking at other men’s good fortunes: ’ware how you 
offend him; he carries oil and fire in his pen, will scald where it 
drops: his spirit is like powdm, quick, violent; he’ll blow a man 
im with a jeat: I fear him worse thw a rotten waU does the annon; 
shake an hour after at the report. Away, come not near him. 

Bog, For God’s sake let’s be gone; an he be a soholu, you know 
I caimot abide him; I had as lieve see a cockatrice, specially as 
cockatrices go now. 

Car. Wha^ you’ll stay, signior? this rantleman Sogliardo, and 
I, are to visit the knight Puntarvolo. and from thence to Ihe city; 
we s h a ll meet there. [Exit with Bogliario. 

Mae. Ay, when I cannot shun you, wS' will meet. 

’1^ strangel of all the creatures 1 have seen. 
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I envy not this Boffone, for indeed 
Neither his fortunes nor his parts deserve it: 

Bat I do hate him, as I hate the devil. 

Or that brass-visaged monster Barbarism. 

O, ’tis an open-throated, blook-mouth’d our. 

That bites at aJ], but eats on those that feed him. 

A slave, that to your face mil, serpent-hke. 

Creep on the ground, as he would eat the dust. 

And to your back will turn the tail, and sting 
More deadly than the scorpion: stay, who’s this7 
Now, for my soul, another minion 
Of the old iody Oianoe’s! I’ll observe him. 

Enier Sobdido tvith an Almanack in his hand. 

Sard. O rare! good, good, good, good, good! 

I thank my stars, I thank my stars for it. 

Mae. Said I not true 7 doth not his passion speak 
Out of my divination 7 O my senses. 

Why lose you not your powers, and become 
Dull’d, if not deaded, with this spectacle ? 

I know him, it is Sordido, the farmer, 

A boor, and brother to that swine was here. [Aside. 

Sard. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as I would wish, as I 
would wish. 

Mac. See how the strumpet fortune tickles him. 

And makes him swoon with laughter, O, 0, O! 

Sard. Ha, ha, hat I will not sow my grounds this year. Let me 
Bee. what harvest shall we have 7 June, July f 
Mae. What, is’t a prognostication raps him so 7 
Sard. The 20, 21, ^ days, rain and vrind. O good, good! the 23, 
and 24, ratn and soTne wind, good! the 26, ratm, good still! 26, 27, 
28, wind and some rain; would it hod been rain and some wind! 
wdl, ’tis good, when it can be no better. 29, inclining to rain : 
inclining to rain! that’s not so good now: 30, and 31, wind and no 
rain: no rain! ’slid, stay: this is worse and worse: What says he 
of St. Switliin’s 7 turn back, look, saint Sioithin’s ; no rain I 
Mac. O, here’s a precious, dirty, damned rogue. 

That fats himself with expectation 
Of rotten weather, and unseoson’d hours; 

And he is rich for it, an elder brother! 

His boms are full, 1^ ricks and mows well trod. 

His gamers crack with store! O, ’tis well; ha, ha, ha! 

A plague consume thee, and thy bouse! 

Sard. O here, St. SwiOiirds, the 16 day, variable weaiher, for the 
mod part rain, good! for the mod rain: why, it should rain 
forty days after, now, more or less, it was a rule hdd, afore I was 
able to hold a plowh, and yet here are two days no rain; ha! it 
makes me muse. We’ll see now the next month begins, if that be 
better. August 1, 2,3, and 4, days, rainy and blustering : this is well 
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now: B, 6 , 7, 8, and 9, rainy, tcith some thunder ; Ay marry, tliia ia 
excellent; 4^e other wae false printed sure: <Ae 10 and 11 , great 
store of rain ; O good, good, go^ good, good! the 12, 13, and 14 
da^«,ra$» ; good still: 15, and 16, ram ; g(^ still: 17 and 18, rain, 
go^ stUl: 19 and 20, good still, ffsod still, good still, good still, good 
still! 21, some rain ; some rain! well, we must be patient, and attend 
tile heaven’s pleasure, would it were more though: the ^2, 23, great 
tempests of rain, thunder and lightning. 

O good ^ain, past expectation good! 

1 thank my blessed angel; never, never 
Laid 1 [a] penny better out than this. 

To purchase this dear book: not dear for price. 

And yet of me os dearly prized as life. 

Since in it is contain’d the very life. 

Blood, strength, and sinews, of my happiness. 

Blest be the hour wherein I bought this hook; 

His studies happy that composed the book. 

And the man fortunate that sold the book! 

Slero with this charm, and be as true to me. 

As I am joy’d and confident in thee. [Puts it up. 

Enier a Hind, and gives Soboioo a paper to read. 

Mac. Ha, ha, ha! 

Is not this good? Is it not pleasing this? 

Ho, ha, ha! God pardon mo! ha, Im! 

Is’t possible that such a spacious villain 
Should live, and not be plagued ? or lies he hid 
Within the wrinkled bosom of the world. 

Where Heaven cannot see him ? S’blood! methinks 
’Tis rare, and strange, that he should breathe and walk. 

Feed with digestion, sleep, enjoy his health. 

And, like a boisterous whale swallowing the poor. 

Still swim in wealth and pleasure! is’t not strange? 

Unless his house and skin were thunder proof, 

I wonder at it! Methinks, now, the hectic. 

Gout, leprosy, or some such loath’d disease. 

Might light upon him; or that fire from heaven 
Might fsdl upon his barns; or mice and rats 
Eat up his ^in; or else that it might rot 
Within the hoary ricks, even as it stands; 

Methinks this might be well; and after all 

The devil might come and fetch him. Ay, ’tis true I 

Meantime he surfeits in prosperity. 

And thou, in envy of him, gnaw’st thyself; 

Peace, fool, get hence, and tell thy vexed spirit, 

Wealth in this ago will scarcely look on merit [Rises and exit. 
Sard. Who brought this same, sirrah T 

Mind. Many, sir, one of the justice’s men; he says ’tis a precept, 
and all their Imnds be at it 
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Sard. Ay, and the piintB of them stiok in my flesh. 
Deeper than in their letters: they have sent me 
Filb wrapt in paper here, ihat, should I take them. 
Would poison all the sweetness of m^ book. 

And turn m^ honey into hemloc^-juioe. 

But I am wiser thw to serve their preoepts. 

Or follow their presoiiptions. Her^s a aevioe. 

To charge me bring my gram unto the markets: 

much! when 1 have neither bam nor gamer, 
Nor earth to hide it in. I’ll bring’t; till then, 
l^h com I send shall be as big as Paul’s. 

O, but (say some) the poor are like to starva 
Vlhiy, let ’mn starve, what’s that to meT are bees 
Bound to keep life in drones and idle moths? no: 
Why such are these that term themselves the poor. 
Only because they would be pitied. 

But are indeed a sort of lazy beggars, 
licentious rogues, and sturdy vagabonds. 

Bred by the sloth of a fat plenteous year. 

Like snakes in heat of summer, out of dung; 

And this is all that these cheap times are good for: 
Whereas a wholesome and penurious dear^ 

Purm the soil of such vile excrements. 

And kills the vipers up. 

Hind. O, but master. 

Take heed they hear you not. 

Sord. Why so? 

Hind. They will exclaim against you. 

Sord. Ay, their exclaims 

Move me as much, as thy breath moves a mountain. 
Poor worms, they hiss at me, whilst 1 at home 
Gan be contented to applaud myself. 

To sit and clap my hands, and laugh, and leap, 
Enodung my head against my roof, with joy 
To see how plump my bags are, and my barns. 
Sirrah, go hie you home^ and bid your fellows 
Get all their flails ready again I come. 

Hind. 1 will. sir. 

Sard. I’ll instantly set all my hinds to thrashing 
Of a whole rick of com, which I will hide 
Undw the ground; and with the straw thereof 
ril stuff ^e outsides of my othra mows: 

That done; PU have them empty all my gamers. 
And in the friendly earth bury my store, 

That, when the searchers come, they may suppose 
All’s spent, and that my fortunes were bmed 
And to lend more opinion to my want, 

And stop that many-mouthed vulgar dog. 

Which else would still be baying at my door. 


£Hxit. 
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Saoh nuuket-day 1 will be Been to buy 
Pert of the pnreet wheat, aa for my houaehold; 
Wh«e wheo it oomea, it ahall increase n^ heaps: 
'Twill yield me treble gain at this dear time, 
Promi^ in this dear book: I have oast alL 
Till then I will not sell an ear, FU hang first. 

O, I ahall make my prices aa I list: 

house and I can feed on peas and barley. 

What thou^ a world of wretches starve the while; 
He that will thrive must think no courses vile. 


[Exit. 


Cor. Now, aignior, how ajyprove you thiaf have the humouriata 
txmetA themadvea truly or no f 

Mit. Tea, if it be well proaecuUd, 'tie hitherto happy enough: hut 
methinlea JHacUente toent hence too soon ; he might have been made to 
atay, and apeak aomewhat in reproof of Sordido'a wretchedneaa now at 
the laat. 

Cot. O, no, that had been esdremdy improper ; beaidea, he had con¬ 
tinued the acene too long with him, aa 'twaa, being in no more action. 

Mit. You may inforce the length aa a neceaaary reaaon ; but for 
propriety, the acene wou'd very wM have borne it, in my judgment. 

Oor. O, %oorBt of both ; why, you midake hia humour utterly then. 

Mit. How do I miatake iff la it not envy t 

Oor. Yea, but you mud underatand, aignior, he enviea him not aa 
he ia a villain, a wolf in the commonweaUJi, but aa he ia rith and 
fortunate ; for the true condition of envy ia, dolor aliena felicitatis, 
to have our eyea continuaUy fixed upon another man'a proaperdy that 
ia. Am chief happineaa, arid to grieue at that. Whereaa, if toe make 
hia monatroua and abhorred actiona our object, the grief we take then 
cornea nearer the nature of hate than envy, aa bang bred out of a kind 
of contempt and loathing in ouradvea. 

Mit. 8o you'll infer it had been hate, not envy in him, to reprehend 
the humour of Sordido t 

Cor. Right, for what a man truly enviea in another, he could alwaya 
b)ve and dteriiak in himadf; hut no man truly reprehenda in another, 
what he lovea in himadf; therefore reprehenaian ia out of hia hate. 
And thia didinction hath he himadf rnade in a apeech there, if you 
marked U, where he aaya, 1 envy not this Buffone, but 1 hate mm. 

Mit Stay, air : 1 envy not this Buffone, but 1 hate him. Why 
might he not M weU have hated Sordido aa him t 

Oor. No, air, there waa aubject for hia envy in Sordido, hia wealth : 
ao waa there not in the other. He dood poaaed of no one eminent gift, 

. but a mod odioua and fiend-like diapoaition, tM wovdd turn ehat^ 
*leAf into hate, much more envy, for the preaenL 

But You have aatiafied me, air. 0, here cornea the ford, and the 
jeder again, mHhivka. 

Cor. 'Twere pity they ahould be parted, air. 

ICt What aright-dunirw gaUanta fhcd with them t the knight they 
wenttof 
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Cor. No, sir, this is one monsieur Fastidious Brisk, otherwise caUed 
the fresh Frenchified courtier. 

Mit. A humourist^ too? 

Cor. As humorous as quicksilver ,* do but observe him ; the scene 
is the country sliU, remember. 


ACT II 

SCENE I .—The Country ; before PtrNTABVOLO’s House. 

Enter Fastidious Bbisk, Cinxdo, Cablo Buftone, 
and SooLiABDO. 

Fast. Cinedo, watch when the knight comes, and give us word. 

Cin. I will, sir. [Exit. 

Fast. How lik’st thou my boy. Carlo T 

Car. O, well, well. He looks like a colonel of the Pigmies horse, 
or one of these motions in a great antique clock; he would shew 
well upon a haberdasher’s stall, at a corner shop, rarely. 

Fast. ’Sheart, what a damn’d witty rogue’s tl^! How he con¬ 
founds with his similes! 

Car. Better with similes than smiles: and whither were you 
riding now, signior? 

Fast. Who, I? What a silly jest’s that! Whither should I ride 
but to the court ? 

Car. O, pardon me, sir, twenty places more; your hot-house, or 
yonr whore-house— 

Fast. By the virtue of ny soul, this knight dwells in Elysium here. 

Car. He’s gone now, I thought he would fly out presently. 
These be our nimble-spirited oatsos, that have their, evasions at 
pleasure, will run over a bog like your wild Irish; no sooner started, 
but they’ll leap from one thing to another, like a squirrel, Wgh! 
dance and do tricks in their discourse, from fire to water, from 
water to air, from air to earth, as if their tongues did but e’en lick 
the four elements over, and away. 

Fast. Sirrah, Carlo, thou never saw’st my gray hobby yet, didst 
thouT 

Car. No; have you such a one ? 

Fast. The beet in Europe, my good villain, thou’lt say when thou 
seest him. 

Car. But when shall I see him 7 

Fast. There was a nobleman in the court offered me a hundred 
pound for him, by this light: a fine little fiery slave, he runs like 
a—oh, excellent, excellent!—^with the very sound of the spur. 

Car. How! the sound of the spur 7 

Fast. O, it’s your only humour now extant, sir; a good gihgle, a 
good gingle. 

Car. S’blood! you shall see him turn morrice-dancer, he has got 
him bells, a good suit, and a hobby-horse. 
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8(m. Signior, now you talk of a hobby-hotae, I know where one 
is wijj nqt be given for a braoe of angels. 

Fast. How is that, sirT 

8og. Many, sir, I am telling this gentleman of a hobby-borso; it 
was my father’s indeed, and, though I say it— 

Car. That should not say it—on, on. 

8og. He did dance in it, with as good humour and ns good regard 
as any man of his degpree whatsoever, being no gentleman: 1 have 
danc’d in it myself too. 

Car. Not since the humour of gentility was upon you, did you T 

Sag. Yes, once; many, that was but to shew what a gentleman 
might do in a humour. 

Cor. O, very good. 

Mit. Why, this fdUnFa discourse were nothijig but for the word 
humour. 

Cor. O bear with him ; an he should loch matter and words too, 
’twere pitiful. 

Sog. Nay, look you, sir, there’s ne’er a gentleman in the country 
has the like humours, for the hobby-horse, as I have; I have the 
method for the threading of the nemle and all, the— 

Car. How, the method? 

Sog. Ay, the leigerity for that, and the whighhie, and the dagmrs 
in the nose, and the travels of the egg from finger to finger, and all 
the humours incident to the quality. The horse hangs at home in 
my parlour. I’ll keep it for a monument as long as 1 live, sure. 

Car. Do so; and when you die, ’twill be an excellent trophy to 
hang over your tomb. 

Sog. Mass, and I’ll have a tomb, now I think on’t; ’tis but so 
much charges. 

Car. Best build it in your lifetime then, your heirs may hap to 
forget it else. 

Sog. Nay, 1 mean so. I’ll not trust to them. 

Car. No, for heirs and executors are grown damnable careless, 
’specially since the ghosts of testators left walking.—How like you 
him, signor f 

Fast. ’Fore heavens, his humour arrides me exceedingly. 

Car. Arrides you! 

FaH. Ay, pleases me: a pox on’t! I am so haunted at the 
court, and at my lodging, with your refined choice spirits, that it 
makes me clean of another garb, another sheaf, I know not bow! I 
cannot frame me to your harsh vulgar phrase, ’tis against my genius. 

Sog. Signior Carlo! [Takes him aside. 

Cor. This is right to that ^ Horace, Dum vitant stulti vitia, in 
contraria ourrunt; so this gaUant, labouring to avoid popularity, falls 
into a habit of affectation, ten thousand times hatefuller than the former. 

Car. [jpointing to Fastidious.} Who, het a gull, a fool, no salt in 
him i’ the eart^ man; be loo^ like a fresh salmon kept in a tab; 
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he’ll be spent shortly. His brain’s lighter than his feather already, 
and his tongne more subject to lye, than that is to wag; he sleeps 
with a musk-oat every night, and walks aU day haitg’d m pomancw 
chains for penanro; he has his skin tann’d in civet, to make his 
complexion strong, and the sweetness of his youth lasting in the 
sense of his sweet lady; a good empty puff, he loves you weli 
signior. 

Sog. There shall be no love lost, sir. I’ll assure you. 

Feui. [cidvancirtg to them.'\ Nay, Carlo, I am not happy in thy loveJ 
I see: pray thee suffer me to enjoy thy company a little, sweef 
mischief: by this air, I shall en^ this gentleman’s place in thw 
affeetioDS, if you be thus private, i’faith. 

ErUer Cinbdo. 

How now! Is the knight arrived ? 

Oin. No, sir, but ’tis guess’d he will arrive presently, by his fore¬ 
runners. 

Fast. His hotmds! by Minerva, an excellent figure; a good boy. 

Ca/r. You should give him a French crown for it; the boy would 
find two better figures in that, and a good figure of your bounty 
beside. 

Fast. Tut, the boy wants no crowns. 

Car. No crown; speak in the singular number, and we’ll believe 
you. 

Fast.'Nay, thou art so capriciously conceited now. Sirrah 
damnation, I have heard this l^ght Puntarvolo reported to be a 
gentleman of exceeding good humour, thou know’st him; prithee, 
how is his disposition T 1 never was so favoured of my stars, as to 
see him yet. Boy, do you look to the hobby ? 

Cin. Ay, sir, the groom has set him up. 

[As Cinedo is going out, Sogliardo takes him aside. 

Fast. ’Tis well: I rid out of my way of intent to visit him, apd 

take knowledge of his- Nay, good Wickedness, his humour, his 

humour. 

Car. Why, he loves dogs, and hawks, and his wife well; he has 
a good ridtog face, and he can sit a great horse; he will taint a 
staff well at tilt; when he is mounted he looks like the sign of the 
Georm, that’s all I know; save, that instead of a draron, he will 
brandLah against a tree, and break his sword as confidently upon 
the knotty bark, as the other did upon the scales of the beast. 

Fast. O, but this is nothing to that’s delivered of him. They 
say he has dialogues and discourses between his horse, himself, and 
his dog; and that he will court his own lady, as she were a stranger 
never encounter’d before. 

Car. Ay, that he will, and make fresh love to her every morning; 
this gentleman has been a spectator of it, Sgnior Insulso. 

Sog. I am resolute to keep a page.—Say you, sirT 

[Leaps Jr^ whispering with Cinedo. 

Car. You have seen Signior Pimtarvolo accost his lady T 
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Sog. O, ay, sir. 

Fast. And how is the mamer of it, prithee, good eignior? 

Sog. Faith, eir, in veiy good sort; he has his humours for it, sir; 
as first, (suppose he were now to come from riding or hunting, or so,) 
he has his trumpet to sound, and then the waiting-gentlewoman she 

looks out, and then he speaks, and then she speaks,-very pretty, 

i’faith, gentlemen. 

Fast. Why, but do you remember no particulars, signior? 

Sog. O, yes, sir, first, the gentlewoman, she looks out at Uie 
window. 

Car. After the trumpet has summon’d a parle, not before? 

Sog. No, sir, not before; and then says he,—ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Car. What says he T be not rapt so. 

Sog. Says he,—ha, ha, ha, ha! 

. Fast. Nay, speak, speak. 

Sog. Ha, ha, ha!—says he, God save you, says he;—ha, ha! 

Car. Was this the ridiculous motive to all this passion ? 

Sog. Nay, that that comes after is,—ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Car. Doubtless ho apprehends more than he utters, this fellow; 
or else— [A cry of hounds within. 

Sog. List, list, they are come from hunting; stand by, close under 
this terras, and you shall see it done better than I can show it. 

Car, So it had need, ’twill scarce poise the observation else. 

Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it is quite out of 
my head. 

Fast. O, withdraw, withdraw, it cannot bo but a most pleasing 
object. [They stand aside. 

Enter PtrNTABVOi.o, followed by his Huntsman leading a 
greyhound. 

Punt. Forester, give wind to thy horn.—Enough; by this the 
sound hath touch’d the ears of the inclos’d: depart, leave the dog, 
and take with thee what thou hast deserved, the horn and thanks. 

[Exit Huntsman. 

Car. Ay, marry, there is some taste in this. 

FaM. Is’t not good T 

Sog. Ah, peace; now above, now above! 

[A Waiting-gentlewoman appears at the window. 

Punt. Stay; mine eye hath, on the instant, through the bounty 
of the window, received the form of a nymph. 1 will step forward 
tiuee paces; of the which, I will barely retire one; and, after some 
little flexure of the knee, with an erected grace salute her; one, 
two, and three! Sweet lady, God save you! 

Cent, [o&ove.] No, forsooth; I am but the waiting-gentlewoman. 

Car. He knew that befora 

Punt. Pardon me: hwmanum est errare. 

Car. He leam’d that of his chaplain. 

Punt. To the perfection of compliment (which is the dial of the 
thought, and guided by the sun of your beauties,) are required theee 
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three specials: the gnomon, the puntilios, and the superficies: the 
superficies is that we call place; the puntilios, circumstance; and 
the gnomon, ceremony; in either of which, for a stranger to err, 
’tis easy and facile; and such am I. 

Car. True, not knowing her horizon, he must needs err; which 
I fear he knows too well. 

Punl. What call you the lord of the castle, sweet face ? 

Oeni. [ohove.] The lord of the castle is a knight, sir: signior 
Puntarvolo. 

PuTit. Puntarvolo! 0— 

Car. Now must he ruminate. 

Past. Does the wench know him all this while, then ? 

Car. 0, do you know me, man ? why, therein lies the syrup of 
the jest; it’s a project, a designment of his own, a thing studied, 
and rehearst as ordinarily at ms coming from hawking or hunting, 
as a jig after a play. 

Soff. Ay, e’en like your jig, sir. 

Punt, Tis a most sumptuous and stately edifice! Of what years 
is the knight, fair damsel 7 

Cent. Faith, much about your years, sir. 

Punt. What complexion, or what stature bears he 7 

Cent. Of your stature, and very near upon your complexion. 

Punl. Mine is melancholy,— 

Car. So is Uie dog’s, just. 

Punt: And doth argue constancy, chiefly in love. What are his 
endowments 7 is he courteous 7 

Cent. O, the most courteous knight in Christian land, sir. 

Punt. Is he magnanimous 7 

Cent. As the skin between your brows, sir. 

Punt. Is he bountiful 7 

Car. ’Slud, he takes an inventory of his own good parts. 

Cent. Bountiful! ay, sir, 1 would you should know it; the poor 
are served at his gate, early and late, sir. 

Punt. la he learned 7 

Cent. O, ay, air, he can speak the French and Italian. 

Punt, liien he has travelled 7 

Cent. Ay, forsooth, he hath been beyond seas once or twice. 

Car. As far as Paris, to fetch over a fashion, and come back again. 

Punt. Is he religious 7 

Cent. Religious! I know not what you call religious, but he goes 
to church, I am sure. 

Past. ’Slid, methinks these answers should offend him. 

Car. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to her capacity 
that speaks them. 

Punt. Would I might but see his facet 

Car. She should let down a glass from the window at that word, 
wad request him to look in’t. 

Punt. Doubtless the gentleman is most exact, and absolutely 
qualified; doth the oastle contain him 7 
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Oent. No, sir, he is from home, but his lady is within. 

Punt. His lady! what, is she fair, splendidious, and amiable? 
Oent. O, Lord, sir. 

Puta. lathee, dear nymph, introat her beauties to shine on this 
side of the building. {Exit Watting-genUetooman from the window. 

Car. That he may erect a new dial of compliment, with his 
gnomons and his puntilios. 

Fa^. Nay, thou art such another cynic now, a man had need 
walk uprightly before thee. 

Car. Heart, can any man walk more upright than he does? 
Look, look; as if he went in a frame, or had a suit of wainscot on: 
and ^e dog watching him, lest he should leap out on’t. 

Fa^. O, villain! 

Car. Well, an e’er 1 meet liim in the city. I’ll have him jointed. 
I’ll pawn him in Eastcheap, among the butchers, else. 

Foa. Peace; who be these. Carlo? 

Enter SoRuino and Funooso. 

Sard. Yonder’s your godfather; do your duty to him, son. 

Sag. This, sir? a poor elder brother of mine, sir, a yeoman, may 
dispend some seven or eight hundred a year; that’s his son, my 
ne^ew, there. 

Punt. You are not ill come, neighbour Sordido, though 1 have not 
yet said, well-come; what, my godson is groivn a great proficient 
by this. 

8ord. I hope he will grow great one day, sir. 

Fast. What does he study ? the law ? 

8og. Ay, sir, he is a gentleman, though his father be but a yeoman. 
Car. What call you your nephew, signior ? 

Sog. Many, his name is Fungoso. 

Car. Fungoso! O, he look’d somewhat like a sponge in that 

E ink’d yellow doublet, methought; well, make much of him; I see 
e was never bom to ride upon a mule. 

Oent. {reappears at the window.] My lady will come presently, sir. 
Sog. O, now, now! 

Punt. Stand by, retire yourselves a space; nay, pray you, forget 
not the use of your hat; the air is piercing. 

{Sordido and Fungoso withdraw. 
Fast. What! will not their presence prevail against the current 
of his humour? 

Car. O, no; it’s a mere fiood, a torrent carries all afore it. 

{Lady Puntarvolo appears at the window. 
. Punt. What more than heaveidy pulchritude is this. 

What magazine, or treasury of bliss? 

Dazzle, you organs to my optic sense. 

To view a creature of such eminence: 

O, I am planet-struck, and in yon sphere 
A brighter star than Venus doth appear! 

Fast. How! in verse! 
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Car. An extaoy, an extaoy, man. 

Lady P. [above.] Is your desire to speak udth me, sir knight? 

Car. He will teU yon that anon; neither his hrain nor his body 
are yet moulded for an answer. 

Punt. Most debonair, and luoulent lady, 1 decline me as low as 
the basis of your altitude. 

Oor. He makes congiea to his wife in geometrical proportioru. 

Mit. la it possible there shovld be any such humourist f 

Cor. Very easUy possible, sir, you see there is. 

Punt. I have soaroe collected my spirits, but lately scattered in . 
the admiration of your form; to which, if the bounties of your 
mind he any way responsible, 1 doubt not but my desires shall find 
a smooth and secure passage. I am a poor knight-errant, lady, that 
hunting in the adjacent forest, was, by adventure, m the pursuit of 
a hart, brought to this place; which hart, dear madam, escaped by 
enchantment: the evening approaching, myself and servant wearied, 
my suit is, to enter your fair castle and refresh me. 

Lady. Sir knight, albeit it be not usual with me, chiefly in the 
absence of a husband, to admit any entrance to strangers, yet in 
the true regard of those innated virtues, and fair parts, which so 
strive to express themselves, in you; I am resolved to entertain you 
to the best of my unworthy power; which 1 acknowledge to be 
nothing, valued with what so worthy a person may deserve. Please 
you but stay while I descend. [Exit from the window. 

Punt. Most admired lady, you astonish me. 

[ Walks aside with Sordido and his son. 

Car. What! with speaking a speech of your own penning ? 

Fast. Nay, look; prithee, peace. 

Car. Poxon’t! I am impatient of, such foppery. 

Fast. O let us hear the rest. 

Car. What! a tedious chapter of courtship, after sir Lancelot 
and queen Guenever? Away! I marie in what dull cold nook he 
found this lady out; that, being a woman, she was blest with no 
more copy of wit but to serve his humour thus. ’Slud, 1 think he 
feeds her with porridge, I: she could never have such a thick brain 
else. 

Sog. Why, is porridro so hurtful, signior? 

Car. O, nothing un&r heaven more prejudicial to those ascending 
snbtie powers, or doth sooner abate that which we call acumen 
tngenu, than your gross fare: Why, I’ll make you an instance; your 
city-wives, but observe ’em, you have not more perfect true fools 
in the world bred than they are generally; and yet vou see, by the 
fineness and delicacy of their diet, diving into the fat capons, 
drinking your rich wines, feeding on larks, sparrows, potato-pies, 
and such good unctuous meats, how their wits are refined and 
larified; and sometimee a very quintessence of conceit flows from 
them, able to diorm a weak apprwension. 
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Enter Lady Pdntasvolo and her Waiting-woman. 

Fetst. t*eaoe, here comes the lady. 

Lady. Gad’s me, here’s company! turn in again. 

[ExU with her uxman. 

Fast. ’Slight, our presence has out off the convoy of the jest. 

Car. All the better, I am glad on’t; for the issue was very per¬ 
spicuous. CSome let’s discover, and salute the knight. 

[They come forward. 

Punt. Stay; who be these that address themselves towards usT 
What Carlo! Now by the sincerity of my soul, welcome; welcome, 
gentlemen: and how dost thou, thou Grand Scourge, or Second 
Uniruaa of the time f 

Car. Faith, spending my metal in this reeling world (here and 
there), as the sway of my affection carries me, and perhaps stumble 
upon a yeoman-feuterer, as 1 do now; or one of fortune’s mules, 
laden with treasure, and an empty cloaJr-bag, following him, gaping 
when a bag will untie. 

Punt. Peace, you bandog, peace! What brisk Nymphadoro is 
that in the white virgin-boot there T 

Car. Many, sir, one that I must intreat you to take a very par¬ 
ticular knowledge of, and with more than ordinary respect; monsieur 
Fastidious. 

Punt. Sir, I could wish, that for the time of your vouchsafed 
abiding here, and more real entertainment, this my house stood on 
the Muses hill, and these my orchards were those of the Hesperides. 

Fast. I possess as much in your wish, sir, as if I were m^e lord 
of the Indies; and 1 pray you believe it. 

Car. I have a better opinion of his faith, than to think it will be 
so corrupted. 

Sog. Come, brother. I’ll bring you acquainted with gentlemen, 
and good fellows, such as shall do you more grace than— 

S^. Brother, I hanger not for such acquaintance: Do you take 
heed, lest— [Carlo comes toward them. 

Sog. Husht! My brother, sir, for want of education, sir, some- 
wliat nodding to the boor, the clown; but I request you in private, 
sir. 

Fung, [looking at Fastidious Brisk.^ By heaven, it is a very fine 
suit of clothes. [Aside. 

Cor. Do you observe that, signior ? There's another humour has 
new-crack'd the shell. 

Mit. What / he is enamour'd of the fashion, is he t 

Cor. O, you foreeddU the jest. 

Fung. I marie what it might stand him in. [Aside. 

Sog. Nephew! 

Fung. ’Fore me, it’s an excellent suit, and as neatly becomes 
him. [Aside.'l —^What said yon, unoleT 
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8og. When saw you my niece 7 

Fung. Marry, yesternight I supp’d there.—That kind of boot 
does very rare too. [Aside. 

Sag. And what news hear you 7 

Fung. The ^t spur and ali! Would I were bang’d, but ’tis 
exceeding good. [.Aside.}—Say you, unole 7 

Sag. Your mind is carried away with somewhat else: I ask what 
news you hear 7 

Fung. Troth, we hear none.—^In good faith [looking at Fastidious 
Brisk] I was never so pleased with a fashion, days of my life. O an 
I might have but my wish. I’d ask no more of heaven now, but such 
a suit, Buoh a hat, suoh a band, such a doublet, such a hose, such a 
boot, and such a— [Aside. 

Bog. They say, there’s a new motion of the city of Nineveh, with 
Jonas and the whale, to be seen at Fleet-bridge. You can tell, 
oousinf 

Fung. Here’s suoh a world of questions with him now!—Yes, I 
think there be such a thing, I saw the picture.—Would he wo^d 
onoe be satisfied! Let me see, the doublet, say fii^ shillings the 
doublet, and between three or four pound the hose; tnen boots, hat^ 
and band: some ten or eleven pound will do it all, and suit me for 
the heavens! [Aside. 

Bog. m see all those devices an I come to London once. 

Fung. Ods ’slid, an 1 could compass it, ’twere rare. [Aside .]— 
Hark you, unole. 

Bog. What says my nephew? 

Fung. Faith, uncle, I would have desired you to have made a 

motion for me to my father, in a thing that- Walk aside, and 

I’ll tell you, sir; no more but this: there’s a parcel of law books 
(some twenty pounds worth) that lie in a place for a little more 
than half the money they cost; and I think, for some twelve poun^ 
or twenty mark, I could go near to redeem them; there’s Plowden, 
Dyar, Brooke, and Fitz-Herbert, divers such as I must have ere 
long; and you know, I were as good save five or six pound, os not, 
uncle. I pray you, move it for me. 

Bog. That I will; when would you have me do it? presently? 

Fung. O, ay, I pray you, good unole: [Bogliardo takes Sordido 
aside.}—send me good luck, I^rd, an’t be thy will, prosper it! O 
my stars, now, now, if it take now, I am made for ever. 

Fast. Shall I tell you, sir? by this air, I am the most beholden 
to that lord, of any gentleman living; he does use me the most 
honourably, and with the greatest respect, more indeed than can 
be utter’d with any opinion of truth. 

Punt. Then have tou the count Qrataato? 

Fast. As true noble a gentleman too as any breathes; 1 am 
exceedingly endear'd to his love: By this hand, I protest to you, 
signior, I speak it not gloriously, nor out of affectation, but thmv’s 
he and the count Fru^e, sigmor Hlustie, signior Lu^ento, and 
a sort of ’em, timt when I am at court, thqy do share me amongst 
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them; happy is he can enjoy me most private. I do wish myself 
sometime an ubiquitaiy for weir love, in good faitii. 

Car. There’s ne’er a pnb of these but might lie a week on the 
rack, ere they could bring forth his name; and yet he pours them 
out as familiarly, as if he had seen them stand by the fire in ^e 
presence, or ta’en tobacco with them over the ste^ in Uie lord’s 
room. 

Pant. Then yon must of necessity know our court-star there^ that 
planet of wit, madona SaviolinaT 

PaiA. O Lord, air, my mistress. 

Pant. Is she your mistress T 

Fcist. Faith, here be some slight favours of hers, sir, that do 
sprak it, she is; as this scarf, sir, or this ribbon in my ear, or so; 
Inis feather grew in her sweet fan sometimes, though now it be my 
poor fortune to wear it, as you see. sir; slight, slight, a foolish toy. 

Pant. Wdl, she is the lady of a most exalted and ingenious spirit. 

F(uA. Did you ever hear any woman speak like her? or enriched 
with a more plentiful discourse T 

Car. O villainous! nothing but sound, sound, a mere echo; she 
speaks as she goes tired, in cobweb-lawn, light, thin; good enough 
to catch flies withal. 

Pant. O manage your affections, 

Fatt. Well, if thou be’st not plagued for this blasphemy one day— 

Pant. Come, regard not a jester: It is in the power of my purse 
to make him speak well or ill of me. 

FoA. Sir, I affirm it to you upon my credit and judgment, she 
has the most harmonious and musical strain of wit tliat ever 
tempted a true ear; and yet to see!—a rude tongue would profane 
heaven, if it could. 

Pant. I am not ignorant of it, sir. 

FtuA. Oh, it flows from her like nectar, and she doth give it that 
sweet quick grace, and ezomation in the composure, that by this 
good air, as I am an honest man, would I might never stir, sir, but— 
she does observe os pure a phrase, and use as choice figures in her 
ordinary conferences, as any be in the Arcadia. 

Car. Or rather in Green’s works, whence she may steal with more 
security. 

Sard. Weil, if ten pound will fetch ’em, you shall have it; but 
ril part with no more. 

Furiff. I’ll try what that will do. if you please. 

Sard. Do so; and when you have tJhem, study hard. 

FuTiff. Yes, sir. Anlcouldstudy to get forty shillings more now I 
Well, I will put myself into the fashion, as far as this will go, 
presently. 

Sard. I wonder it rains not: the almanack says, we should have 
a stme of rain to-day. [Aside. 

Punt. Why, sir, to-morrow I will associate you to court myself, 
and from thence to the oity about a business, a project I have; I 
will expose it to you, sir; durlo, I am sure, has hew of it. 
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Car. What’s that, sir? 

Punt. I do intend, this year of jubilee coming on, to travd: and 
because I will not altogether m upon expense, 1 am determined to 
put forth some five thousand pound, to be paid me five for one, 
upon ibe return of myself, my wife, and my dog from the Turk’s 
court in Constantinople. If all or either of us miscarry in the 
journey, ’tis gone: if we be successfiil, why, there will be five and 
twenty thousand pound to entertain time withaL Nay, go not, 
neighbour Sordido; stay to-night, and help to make our sociefy 
the fuller.' Gentlemen, frolic: Carlo! what! dull now? 

Car. I was thinking on your project, sir, an you call it so. Is 
this the dog goes with you ? 

Punt. This is the dog, sir. 

Car. He does not go barefoot, does he T 

Punt. Away, you traitor, away! 

Car. Nay, afore God, I speak simply; he may prick his foot with 
a thorn, and be as much as the whole venture is worth. Besides, 
for a dog that never travell’d before, it’s a huge journey to Con¬ 
stantinople. m tell you now, an he were mine. I’d liave some 
present conference wiw a physician, what antidotes were good to 
give him, preservatives against poison; for assure you, if once your 
money be out, there’ll be divers attempts made against the life of 
the poor animal 

P«n<. Thou art still dangerous. 

Fast. Is signior Deliio’s ^e your kinswoman? 

Sag. Ay, sir, she is my niece, my brother’s daughter here, and 
my nephew’s sister. 

Sard. Do you know her, sir? 

Foa. O Lord, sir! signior Deliro, her husband, is my merchant. 

Fung. Ay, I have seen this gentleman there often. 

Fast. I cry you mercy, sir; let me crave your name, pray you. 

Fung. Fungoso, sir. 

Fast. Good signior Fungoso, I shall request to know you better, 
sir. 

Fung. I am her brother, sir. 

Fast. In fair time, sir. 

Punt. Come, gentlemen, I will be your conduct. 

Fast. Nay, pray you, sir; we shall meet at signior Deliro’s often. 

8og. You shall Imve me at the herald’s office, sir, for some week 
or BO at my first coming up. Come, Carlo. [Exeunt. 

Mt. Meihinks, Cordaius, he dwelt somewhat too long on this scene ; 
U hung in Ae hand. 

Cor. I see not whore he could have insisted less, and to have made 
the humours perspicuous enough. 

Mit. True, as his subject lies ; but he might have altered the shape 
of his argument, and explicated them better in single scenes. 

Cor. That had been single indeed. fFhg, be they not the same 
persons in Ais, as they would have been in those t and is it not an 
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cbjeet of more elate, to behold the aeenefuU, and rdieoed with variety 
of apealfera to the end, than to aee a vaet empty etage, and the aelora 
come in one by one, aa if they were drop! down with a feather into the 
eye of the epectatora t 

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with theae thinga than I, and therefore 
rU aubacribe to your judgment ; marry, you ahaU give me leave to 
make objectiona. 

Cot. O, what elae ? U ia the apecial intent of the author you ahould 
do ao; for thereby othera, that are present, may aa well he aatiafied, 
who haply would object the aame you would do. 

Mit. So, air ; but when appeara Maeilente again f 
Cor. Marry, he ataya but till our ailence give him leave: here he 
comes, and witA Atm aignior Ddiro, a merchant at whose houae he ia 
come to aojoum : make your own observation now, only tranafer your 
thoughts to the city, with the scene : where suppose they apeak. 

SCENE II. A Room in Deubo’s Houae. 

Enter Dbubo, Macilentb, and Fido with flowera and perfumea. 
Deli. I’ll tell you by and by, sir,— 

Welcome, good Maeilente, to my house. 

To Bojoura'even for ever; if my best 
In cates, and every sort of good entreaty. 

May move you stay with me. [He censefh : the boy strews flowera. 

Maci. I thanli^ou, sir.— 

And yet the mumed Fates, had it pleased them. 

Might have supplied mo from their own full store. 

Without this word, I thank you, to a fool. 

I see no reason why that dog call’d Chance, 

Should fawn upon this fellow more than me; 

I am a man, and I have limbs, flesh, blood. 

Bones, sinews, and a soul, as well as he: 

My parts are every way aa good os his; 

If I said better, why, I did not lie. 

Nath’less, his weal^, but nodding on my wants. 

Must make me bow, and cry, I thank you, air, 

Ddi. Dispatch! take he^ your mistress see you not. 

Fido. I warrant you, sir. I’ll steal by her softly. 

Ddi. Nay, gentle fiiend, be merry; raise your looks 
Out of your bosom: I protest, by heaven, 

Vou are the man most welcome in the world. 

Maei. I thank you, sir.—^I know my cu^ I think. 

Re-enter Fido, with more perfumea and flowera. 

Fido. Where will you have them bum, sir} 

Ddi. Here, good Fido. 

What, she did not see thee 7 
Fido. No, sir. 

Ddi. That is well. 


[Aside. 

[Exit. 

[Aside. 
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strew, starew, good Fido, the freshest flowers; sol 

Mad. What means tUs, signior Deliro? all this oensing? 
Ddi, Cast in more franUncense, yet more; well said.— 
O Maoilente, I have such a wife! 

So passing fair! so passing-fair-unkind! 

But of suoh worth, and right to be unkind. 

Since no man can be wormy of her kindness— 

Mad, What, can there not? 

Ddi. No, that is as sure as death. 

No man alive. I do not say, is not. 

But cannot possibly be worth her kindness. 

Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. 

How, said IT do her right! as though I could. 

As though this dull, gross tonrae of mine could utter 
The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights. 

That sit, as high as I can look, within her! 

Mad. This is suoh dotage as was never heard. 

Ddi, Well, this must nrads be granted. 

Mad. Granted, quoth you f 
Ddi. Nay, Maoilente, do not so discredit 
The goodness of yoiir judgment to deny it. 

For 1 do speak the very least of her: 

And I would crave, and beg no more of Heaven, 

For aU my fortunes here, but to be able 
To utter first in fit terms, what she is. 

And then the true joys I conceive in her. 

Mad. Is’t possible she should deserve so well. 

As you pretend T 

Ddi. Ay, and she knows so well 
Her own deserts, that, when I strive t’enjoy them. 

She weighs the things I do, with what she merits; 

And, seeing my worth out-weigh’d so in her graces. 

She is so solemn, so precise, so froward. 

That no observance 1 can do to her 

Can make her kind to me: if she find fault, 

1 mend that fault; and then she says, I faulted, 

That I did mend it. Now, good friend, advise me. 

How I may temper this strange spleen in her. 

Mad. You are too amorous, too obsequious. 

And make her too assured she may command you. 

When women doubt most of their husbands* loves. 

They are most loving. Husbands must take heed 
They give no gluts of kindness to their wives. 

But use them like their horses; whom they feed 
Not with a mangerful of meat together. 

But half a peck at once; and keep them so 
Still with an appetite to that they give them. 

He that desires to have a loving wife. 

Must bridle all the show of that desire: 
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Be kind, not amorous; nor bewrasring kindness. 

As .if love wrought it, but considerate duty. 

Offer no love rites, but let wives still seek them. 

For when they come unsought, they seldom like them. 

Ddi. Believe me, Macilente, this is gospel. 

O, that a man were his own man so much. 

To rule himself thus. I will strive, i’faith. 

To be more strange and careless; yet I hope 
I have now taken such a perf^t course. 

To moke her kind to me, and live contented. 

That I shall find my kindness well return’d. 

And have no need to fight with my affections. 

She late hath found much fault Avith every room 
Within my house; one was too big, she said. 

Another was not furnish’d to her mind. 

And so through all; all which, now, 1 have alter’d. 

Then here, she hath a place, on my back-side. 

Wherein she loves to walk; and that, she said. 

Had some ill smells about it: now, this walk 
Have 1, before she knows it, thus perfumed 
With herbs, and flowers; and laid in divers places. 

As ’twere on altars consecrate to her. 

Perfumed gloves, and delicate chains of amber. 

To keep the air in awe of her sweet nostrils: 

This have I done, and this I think will please her. 

Behold, she comes. 

Enter Fallacb. 

Fal. Here’s a sweet stink indeed! 

What, shall I ever be thus crost and plagued. 

And sick of husband t O, my head doth ache. 

As it would cleave asunder, with these savours! 

All my rooms alter’d, and but one poor walk 
That I delighted in, and that is made 
8o fulsome with perfumes, that I am fear’d. 

My brain doth sweat so, I have caught the plague! 

Deli. Why, gentle wife, is now thy walk too sweet ? 

Thou said’st of late, it had sour airs about it. 

And found’st much fault that I did not correct it. 

Fal. Why, an I did find fault, sir ? 

Ddi. Nay, dear wife, 

I know thou hast said thou hast loved perfumes. 

No woman better. 

Fal. Ay, long since, perhaps; 

But now that sense is alter’d: you would have me. 

Like to a puddle, or a standing pool. 

To have no motion, nor no spirit within me. 

No, I am like a pure and sprightly river, 

Tbat moves for ever, and yet still the same; 
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Or fir^ that bams maoh wood, yet atill one flame. 

Deti. But yesterday, I saw thee at our garden, 

Smelling on roses, and on purple flowers; 

And sinoeb 1 hope, the humour of thy (ense 
Is nothin g changed. 

FtU. Why, those were ^wing flowers. 

And these within my walk ore cut and strewed, 

Ddi. But TOt they have one scent. 

Fal. Ayr have they so? \ 

In your gross judgment. It yon make no difference 
Betwixt the scent of growing flowers and cut ones, 

You have a sense to taste lamp oil, i’faith: 

And with such judgment have you changed the chambers. 
Leaving no room, that I can joy to be in. 

In all your house; and now my walk, and all. 

You smoke me from, as if I were a fox. 

And long, belike, to drive me quite away: 

Well, wuk you ^ere, and I’ll walk where I list. 

Ddi. What shall I do T O, I shall never please her. 

Maei. Out on thee, dotard! what star ruled his birth. 

That brought him such a Star? blind Fortune still 
Bestows her gifts on such as cannot use them: 

How long shall I live, ere I be so happy 
To have a wife of this exceeding form 7 [Aside, 

Ddi, Away with ’em! would I had broke a joint 
When I devteed this, that should so dislike her. 

Away, bear all away. [Fxit Fido, with floioers, etc, 

Fal. Ay, do; for fear 

Aught that is there should like her. O, this man. 

How cunningly he can conceal himself. 

As though he loved, nay, honour’d and ador’d!— 

Ddi. Why, my sweet heart? 

Fal. Sweet heart! O, better atill! 

And aakmg, why? wherefore? and looking strangely. 

As if he were as white as innocence! 

Alas, you’re simple, yon: you caimot change. 

Look pale at pleasn^ and then red with wonder; 
mo, no, not you! ’tis pity o’ your naturals. 

I cQd but cast an amorous eye^ e’en now. 

Upon a pair of gloves that somewhat liked me. 

And straight he noted it, and gave command 
All should be ta’en sway. 

Ddi. Be thw my bane then! 

What, simh, Fido, bring in those g^ves again 
Yon took from hence. 

Fal. ’Sbody, sir, but do not: 

Bring in no gloves to spite me; if you do— 

Ddi, Aj me, most wretched; how am I misconstrued! 
MewL u, how she tempts my heart-strings with her eye^ 
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To knit them to her beauties, or to breakl 
What mov’d the heavens, t^t thoy could not make 
Me such a 'woman! but a, man, a beast. 

That hath no bliss like others T Would to heaven. 

In wreak of my misfortunes, I were turn’d 
To some fair water-nymph, that, set upon 
The deepest whirl-pit of the rav’nous seas. 

My adamantine oyes might headlong hale 

This iron world to me, and drown it all. [dside. 

Cor. Behold, behold, the tratultUed gallant. 

Mit. O, heia toelcome. 

Enter Fcnooso, apparelled like Fastii>ioits Brisk. 

Fung. Save yon, brother and sister; save you, sir! I have 
oommendations for you out o’ the oount^. I wonder they take no 
knowledge of my suit: [Aside .]—Mine uncle Sogliaurdo is in town. 
Sister, methinks you are melancholy; why are you so sadT 1 
think you took me for Master Fastidious Bri^, siatw, did you not? 
Fal. Why should I take you for him T 

Fung. Nay, nothing.—I was lately in Master Fastidious’s com¬ 
pany, and methinks we are very like. 

Deli. You have a fair suit, brother, ’give you joy on’t. 

Fung. Faith, good enough to ride in, brother; 1 made it to ride in. 
Fed. O, now I see the cause of his idle demand was his new suit. 
Deft. ]^ay you, good brother, try if you can change her mood. 
Fung. I warrant you, let me alone: I’ll put her out of her dumps. 
Sister, how like you my suit! 

Fed. O, yon are a gallant in print now, brother. 

Fung. Imth, how like you the fashion? it is the last edition, I 
assure you. 

Fal. I cannot but like it to the desert. 

Fung. Troth, sister, I was fain to borrow these spurs, I have left 
my g;own in gage for them, pray you lend me an angel. 

Fed. No-w, beshrew my heart then. 

Fung. Good truth, FU pay you again at my next exhibition. I 
had but bare ten pound of my father, and it would not reach to put 
me wholly into the fashion. 

Fed. I care not. 

Fung. I had spurs of mine own before, but they were not ginglera. 
Monsieur Fastidious 'will be here anon, sister. 

FaL You jest! 

Fung. Nevw lend me penny more while you live then; and that 
rd be loth to say, in truth. 

Fed. When did yon see him? 

Fung. Yesterday: I came acquainted with him at Sir Pnntar- 
volo’s: nay, sweet sister. 

Mad. I hdn would know of heaven now, why yond fool 
Should wear a suit of satin? he? thatroo^ 
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That painted jay, with such a deal of outside: 

What is his inside, trowT ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Good heaven, give me patience, patience, patience. 

A number of these popinja3m there are. 

Whom, if a man confer, and but examine 
Their inward merit, wilii such men as want; 

Lord, lord, what tl^gs they are! [Aside. ■ 

Fed. [Gives him monet/.] Come, when wUI you pay me again, now? 
Fung. O lord, sister! 

Mad. Here comes another. 


Enter Fastidious Brisk, in a new suit. 

Fast. Save you, signior Deliro! How dost thou, sweet lady ? let 
me kiss thee. 

Fung. How! a new suit? ah me! 

Deli. And how does master Fastidious Brisk? 


Fad. Faith, live in court, signior Deliro; in grace, I thank God, 
both of the noble masculine and feminine. I must speak with you 
in private by and by. 

Deli. When you please, sir. 

Fal. Why look you so pale, brother? 

Fung. ’Slid, all this money is cast away now. 

Mad. there’s a newer edition come forth. 

Fung. ’Tia but my hard fortune! well, I’ll have my suit changed. 
I’ll go fetch my tailor presently but first. I’ll devise a letter to my 
father. Have you any pen and ink, sister? 

Fal. What would you do withal ? 

Fung. I would use it. ’Slight, an it had come but four days 
sooner, the fashion. [Exit. 

Fast. There was a countess gave me her hand to kiss to-day, 

i’ the presence: did me more good by that light than-and 

yesternight sent her coach twice to my lodging, to intreat me accom¬ 
pany her, and my sweet mistress, with some two or three nameless 
bdies more: O, I have been graced by them beyond all aim of 
affection: this is her garter my dagger hangs in: and they do so 
commend and approve my apparel, with my judicious wearing of it, 
it’s above wonder. 


^Fal. Indeed, sir, ’tis a most excellent suit, and you do wear it as 
extraordinary. 

Fast. Why, I’ll tell you now, in good faith, and by this chair, 
which, by the grace of God, I intend presently to sit in, I had three 
suits in one year made three great ladies in love with me: I had 
other three, undid three gentlemen in imitation: and other three 
gat three other gentlemen widows of three thousand pound a year. 

Ddi. Is’t possible ? 

Fast. O, believe it, sir; your good face is the witch, and your 
apparel the spells, ^at bring all the pleasures of the world into 
their circle. 


Fal. Ah, the sweet grace of a courtier! 
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M^. Well, would my fatiier hod left me but a good face for my 
portion yrti though I had shared the unfortunate wit that goes 
with it, I had not eared;, I might have passed for somewhat in the 
world then. 

^ FaH. Why, assure you, signior, rich apparel has strange virtues: 
it makes him that hath it without means, esteemed for an excellent 
witi- he that enjoys it with means, puts the world in remembrance 
of his means: it helps the deformities of nature, and gives lustre to 
hOT beautiM; makes continual holiday where it shines; sets tiie 
wits of ladies at work, that otherwise would be idle; fumisheth your 
two-shilling ordinary; takes possession of your stage at your new 
play; and enricheth your oars, as scorning to go with your 
scull. 

Maci. Pray you, sir, add this; it gives respect to your foob, 
makes many thieves, as many strumpets, and no fewer bankrupts. 

Fal. Out, out! unworthy to speak where he breatheth. 

Feul. What’s ho, signior ? 

Ddi. A friend of mine, sir. 

Fast. By heaven I wonder at you citizens, what kind of creatures 
you are! 

Ddi. Why, sirf 

Fad. That you can consort yourselves with such poor scam-rent 
fellows. 

FaL He says true. 

Ddi. Sir, I will assure you, however you esteem of him, he’s a 
man worthy of regard. 

Fad. Why, what has he in him of such virtue to be regarded, haT 

Ddi. Marry, he is a scholar, sir. 

Fad. Nothing else! 

Ddi. And he is well travell’d. 

Fad. He should get him clothes; I would cherish those good 
parts of travel in him, and prefer him to some nobleman of good 
place. 

Ddi. Sir, such a benefit should bind me to you for ever, in my 
friend’s right; and I doubt not, but his desert shall more than 
answer my praise. 

Fad. \^y, an he had good clothes, I’d carry him to court with 
me to-morrow. 

Ddi. He shall not want for those, sir, if gold and (lie whole city 
will furnish him. 

Fad. You say well, sir: faith, signior Deliro, I am come to have 
you play the alchemist with me, and change the species of my land 
into that metal you talk of. 

Ddi. With all my heart, sir; what sum will serve you 7 

Fad. Faith, some three or four hundred. 

Ddi. Troth, sir, I have promised to meet a gentleman this 
morning in Paul’s, but upon my return I’ll dispatch you. 

Fad. I’ll accompany you thither. 

Ddi. As you please, sir; but I go not thither directly. 
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Fiut. ’Tib no matter, I have no otiier deaignment in hand, and 
therefore as good go along. 

Ddi. I were as good have a qnartain fever follow me now, for I 
shall ne’er be rid of him. Bring me a cloak there, one. Still, upon 
his grace at court, I am sure to be visited; I was a beast to give him 
any hope. Well, would I were in, that I am out with hm once, 
and—-Come, si^or Macilente, I must confer with yon, as we go. 
Nay, dear wife, I beseech thee, forsake these moods: look not like 
winter thus. Here, take my keys, open my oounting-hooseB, 
spread aU my wealth before thee, choose ai^ object that delights 
tnee: if thou wilt eat the spirit of gold, and drink dissolved p^url in 
wine, ’ias for thee. 

Fal. So, sirl 

Ddi. Nay, my sweet wife. 

FeU. Hood lord, how you are perfumed in your terms and all! 
pray you leave us. 

Ddi. Gome, gentlemen. 

Fatt. Adieu, sweet lady. [Exeunt att but FaUaee. 

Fal. Ay, ay! let thy words ever sound in mine ears, and thy 
graces disperse contentment through all my senses! O, how happy 
is that lady above other ladies, that enjoys so absolute a gentleman 
to her servant! A counteaa gives him her hand to kiss : ah, foolish 
countess! he’s a man worthy, if a woman may speak of a man’s 
worth, to kiss the lips of an empress. 

Re-enter Fenrooso, wWv his Tailor. 

Fung. What’s master Fastidious gone, sister? 

FaL Ay, brother.—He has a face like a cherubin! [Aside. 

Fung. ’Ods me, what luck’s this? I have fetch’d my tailor and 
all: which way went he, sister, can you tell? 

Fal. Not I, in good faith—^and he has a body like an angel! 

[Aside. 

Fung. How long is’t since he went? 

Fal. Wh^, but e’en now; did you not meet him ?—and a tongue 
able to ravi^ any woman in the earth. [AMe. 

Fung. 0, for Qod’s sake—I’ll please you for your pains, [to his 
Tailor .']—But e’en now, say you? Come, good sir: ’sUd, I had 
forgot it too: if any body ask for mine uncle Sogliardo, they shall 
have him at the herald’s office yonder, by Paul’s. 

[Exit with his Tailor. 

FaL Well, I will not altogether despair: I have heard of a 
citizen’s wife has been beloved of a courtier; and why not I? 
heigh, ho! well, 1 will into my private chamber, lock tiie door to 
m^ think over all Ids goM parts one after another. [Exit. 

Hit. WeU, I doubt, this lad scene toiU endure some grievous torture. 

Cor. How t you fear 'twill he racFd by some hard construelion f 

l^t. Do not you t 

Qor. No, in good faith: unless mine eyes could light me beyond 
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sense, I see no reason why this should be more liaiie to the rack than 
the rea: .you’ll say, perhaps, the city will na take it well that the 
merchant is made here to doat so perfectly upon his wife ; and she 
again to be so Fastidiously affected as she is. 

Hit. Fott have utter'd my thought, sir, indeed. 

Cor. Why, by that proportion, the court might as well take offenee 
at him we call the courtier, and wiih much more pretext, by how mu^ 
the place transcends, and goes before in dignity and virtue: but can 
you imagine that any noble or true spirit in court, whose sinewy and 
altogether unaffec^ graces, very worthily express him a oourtier, will 
make any exception <U the opening of such an empty trunk as this 
Brisk isf or think his own worth impeached, by behcMing his motley 
inside f 

Hit. No, sir, I do not. 

Cor. No more, assure yor^ will any grave, wise citizen, or modest 
matron, take the object of this folly in Deliro and his wife; but rather 
apply it as the foil to their own virtues. For that were to affirm, that 
a man writing of Nero, should mean aU emperors ; or speaking of 
Madiiavd, comprehend aU statesmen; or in our Sordido, all farmers ; 
and so of the rest; than which nothing can be uttered more malicious 
or absurd. Indeed there are a sort of these narrow-eyed decypharers, I 
confess, that will extort strange am abstruse meanings out of any 
subject, be it never so conspicuous and innocently delivered. But to 
such, wherFer they sit concealed, let them know, the author defies thm 
and their writing-tables ; and hopes no sound or safe judgment wiU 
infect itself with their contagious comments, who, indeed, come Acre 
only to pervert and poison the sense of what they hear, and for nought 
else. 

Eater Cayolier Shift, with two Si-guisses (bills) in his hand. 

Hit. Stay, what new mtUe is this, that walks so suspiciously f 

Cor. 0, marry, this is one, for whose better UlusAration, we must 
desire you to presuppose the stage, the middle aisle in Pauls, and that, 
the west end of U. 

Hit. So, sir, and what follows f 

Cor. Faith, a whole volume of humour, and worthy the unclasping. 

Hit. As Acne f What name do you give him first f 

Cor. He hath shift of names, sir: some call him Apple-John, some 
signior Whiffe ; marry, his main standing name is cavalier Shift: 
the rest are but as dean shirts to his natures. 

Hit And what makes he in Pauls now t 

Cor. TroiA, <u you see, for the advancement of a si quia, or two ; 
wherein he has so varied himself, that if any of 'em take, he may hull 
up and down in the humorous world a UMe longer. 

Hit It seems then he bears a very changing sail f 

Cor. 0, as the wind, sir : here comes more. 
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ACT III 

SCENE l.—Tht Middle Aisle o/Sr. Paul’s. 

Shift, [coming fonoard.l This is rare, I have set up my bills 
without disooveiy. 

Enter Obangb. 

Orange. What, signior Whiifel what fortune has brought you 
into these west parts 7 

Shift. Troth, signior, nothing but your rheum; I have been 
tjilcing an ounce of tobacco hard by here, with a gentleman, and I. 
am come to spit private in Paul’s. ’Save you, sir. 

Orange. Adreu, good signior WhifTe. [Passes onvoard. 

Enter Clovb. 

Clove. Master Apple-John I you are well met; when shall we sup 
together, and laugh, and be fat with those good wenches, ha? 

Shift. Faith, sir, I must now leave you, upon a few humours and 
occasions; but when you please, sir. [Exit. 

* Clove. Farewell, sweet Apple-John I I wonder there are no more 
store of gallants here. 

Mit. What be these turn, signior f 

Cor. Marry, a couple, sir, that are mere strangers to the whole scope 
ofowr play ; only come to walk a turn or two this scene of Paul's, 
by chance. 

Orange. Save you, good master dove! 

Clove. Sweet master Orange. 

Mit. How / Clove and Orange f 

Cor. Ay, and they are well met, for 'tia as dry an Orange as ever 
grew: nothing hut salutation, and O lord, sir I d^. It pleases you to 
say BO, sir! one that can laugh at a jest for company wiOt a most 
jdausStle and extemporal grace ; and some hour after in private ask 
you what it was. The other monsieur. Clove, is a more spiced youth ; 
he wOl sit you a whole afternoon sometimes in a bookseUePs shop, 
reading the Creek, Italian, and Spanish, when he undertianda not a 
ward of either ; if he had the tongues to his suits, he were an excellent 
linguist. 

Clove. Do you hear this reported for certainty 7 

Orange. O lord, sir. 

Enter Pubtabvolo and CssLO,fcllowed by <tao Serving-men, 
one leading a dog, the oOwr bearing a bag. 

Punt. Sirrah, take my cloak; and you, sir knave, follow me 
closer. If thou losest my dog, tiiou shalt die a dog’s death; I wiU 
hang thee. 

Car. Tut, fear him not, he’s a good lean slave; he loves a dog 
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wall, X 'moiant him; I see by hia looks, 1:—^Maas, he’a BomewhAt 
like him.. ’Slud [to ihe ServanL] poison h™, make him away with 
a orook^ pin, or somewhat, man; thon may’st have more seonriiy 
of thy life; and—So, sir; what! you have not put out your whole 
venture yet, have you? 

Punt. No, I do want yet some fifteen or sixteen hundred pounds; 
but my lady, my wife, is OtU of her Humour, she does not now 

Car. No! how then? 

Punt. Marry, I am now enforced to give it out, upon the return 
of myself, my dog, and my cat. 

Cwr. Your cat! where is she? 

Punt. My squire has her there, in the bag; sirrah, look to her. 
How lik’st thou my change. Carlo ? 

Car. Oh, for the better, sir; your oat has nine lives, and your 
wife has but one. 

Punt. Besides, she will never be sea-sick, which will save me so 
much in conserves. When saw you signior Sogliardo T 

Car. I came from him but now; he is at the herald’s office yonder; 
he requested me to go afore, and take up a man or two for him in 
Paul’s, against his cognisance was ready. 

Punt. What, has he purchased arms, then T 

Cm. Ay, and rare ones too; of as many colours as o’er you saw 
any fool’s coat in your life. I’U go look among yond’ bills, an I can 
fit him with legs to his arms. 

Pvmt. With legs to lus arms! Good! I will go with you, sir. 

[They go to raid the biUa. 

Enter Fastidious, Dbubo, and Maoiuents. 

Fast. Come, let’s walk in Mediterraneo: I assure yc/h, sir, I am^ 
not the least respected among ladies; but let that pass: do you 
know how to go into the presence, sir ? 

Mad. Why, on my feet, sir. 

Fast. No, on your head, sir; for ’tis that must bear ;pu out, I 
assure yon; as thus, sir. You must first have an especial care so 
to wear your hat, that it oppress not confusedly t^ your pre¬ 
dominant, or foretop; because, when you come at the presence- 
door, you may with once or twice stroking up your forehe^ thus, 
enter with your predominant perfect; that is, standing up stiff. 

Mad. As ff one were fiij^tra? 

Fast. Ay, sir. 

Mad. Which, indeed, a true fear of your mistress should do, 
rather than gum-water, or whites of eggs; is’t not so, sir? 

Fad. An ingenious observation. Give me leave to crave your 
name, sir? 

DeU. Hia name is Macilente, sir. 

Fast. Good signior Macilente, if this gentlemam Bi£^or Deliro, 
furnish you, asne says he will, with clothes, I will bring yon, to¬ 
morrow by thia time; into the presence of the most divine and acute 
lady in court; you shall see sweet aUent rhetorick, and dumb 
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eloqaenoe speaking in her eye, but when she speaks herself, such 
an anatomy of wit, so sinewised and arterised, that ’tis the goriest 
model of pleasure that ever was to behold. Oh! she st^es the 
world into admiration of her; 0,0,0! 1 cannot express them, 
believe ma 

Mad. O, your only admiration is your silence, sir. 

Punt. ’Fore God, Carlo, this is gora! let’s read them again. 

[Reads the biU. 

If there be any lady or genUetaoman of good carriage that is desirous 
to entertain to her -private uses, a young, straight, and upright gentleman, 
of the age of five or six and twenty at the most ; who can serve in the. 
nature of a genUeman-uaher, and hath little legs of purpose, and a 
black satin suit of his own, to go before her in ; which suit, for the 
more sioeetening, now lies in lavender ; and can hide his face with her 
*dn, if need require ; or sit in the cold at the stair foot for her, as well 
as another gm0.eman; let her subscribe her name and place, and 
diligent respect shall be given. 

Punt. This k above measure excellent, ha! 

Car. No, this, this! here’s a fine slave. [Reads. 

If this city, or the suburbs of the same, do afford any young gentleman 
of the first, second, or third head, more or less, whose friends are but 
lately deceased, and whose lands are but new come into his hands, that, 
to be as exactly qualified as the best of our ordinary gallants are, is 
affected to entertain the most gentleman-like use of tcbacco ; as first, 
to give it the most exquisite perfume ; then, to know alt the delicate 
sweet forms for the assumption of it; as also the rare corollary and 
practice of ffie Cuban ebolUion, euripus and whiff, which he shall 
receive or take tn here at London, and evaporate at Uxbridge, or farther, 
if it -please him. If there be any such generous spirit, that is truly 
enamoured of these good faculties ; may it please him, but by a note 
of his hand to specify the -place or ordinary where he -uses to eat and 
lie ; and most sweet attendance, with tobacco and pipes of the best sort, 
shall be ministered. Stet, quaeao, oandide Lector. 

PurU. Why, this is without parallel, this. 

Car. Well, I’ll mark this fellow for Sogliordo’s use presently. 

Punt. Or rather, Sogliardo, for his use. 

Car. Faith, either of them will serve, they are both good pro¬ 
perties: I’ll design the other a place too, that we may see him. 

Punt. No better place than the Mitre, that we may be spectators 
with you. Carlo. Soft, behold who enters here: 

Enter SoauABDO. 

SignioT Sogliardo! save you. 

Sog. Save you, good sir Puntarvolo; your dog’s in health, sir, 
I see: How now. Carlo T 

Car. We have ta’en simple pains, to choose you out followers 
here. [SAeics him the bills. 
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Punl. Come hither, aignior. 

Clove, Moosieur Orange, yon gallants observe us; prithee let’s 
talk fustian a little, and gull them; make them believe we are great 
soholars. 

Orange. O lord, sir! 

Clove. Nay, prithee let us, believe me,—^you have an excellent 
habit in discourse. 

Orange. It pleases you to say so, sir. 

Clove. By this church, you have, la; nay, come, begin—Aristotle, 
in his dsemonologia, approves Scaliger for the best navigator in his 
time; and in his hypercritics, he reports him to be Heautontimoru- 
menos:—you understand the Greek, sir? 

Orange. O, good sir! 

Maci. For society’s sake he docs. O, here be a couple of fine 
tame parrots! 

Clove. Now, sir, whereas the ingenuity of the time and the soul’s 
synderisis are but embrions in nature, added to the punch of 
Esquiline, and the inter-vallum of the zodiac, besides the ecliptic 
line being optic, and not mental, but by the contemplative and 
theorio part thereof, doth demonstrate to us the vegetable circum¬ 
ference, and the ventosity of the tropics, and whereas our intellectual, 
or mincing capreal (according to the metaphysioks) as you may 
read in Plato’s Histriomastix-You conceive me, sir? 

Orange. O lord, sir! 

Clove. Then coming to the pretty animal, as reason long since is 
fled to animals, you know, or indeed for the more modelising, or 
enamelling, or rather diamondising of your subject, you shall per¬ 
ceive the hypothesis, or galaxia, (whereof the meteors long since had 
their initial inceptions and notions,) to be merely Pythagorical, 

mathematical, and aristocratical-For, look you, sir, there is 

ever a kind of concinnity and species-Let us turn to our former 

discourse, for they mark us not. 

Faet. Moss, yonder’s the knight Puntarvolo. 

Deli. And my cousin Sogliardo, methinks. 

Maci. Ay, and his fa mili ar tJiat haunts liim, the devil with the 
shining faca 

Deli. Let ’em alone, observe ’em not. 

[Sogliardo, Puntarvolo, and Carlo, walk together. 

Sog. Nay, I will have him, I am resolute for that. By this 
parchment, gentlemen, I have been so toiled among the harrots 
yonder, you will not believe! they do speak in the strangest 
language, and give a man the hardest terms for his money, that 
ever you knew. 

Car. But have you arms, have you arms T 

Sog. I’faith, I thank them; I can write myself gentleman now; 
here’s my patent, it cost me thirty pound, by this breath. 

PwU. A very fair coat, well charged, and full of armoiy. 

Sog. Nay, it has as much variety of colours in it, as you have 
seen a coat have; bow like you the crest, sir ? 



I oo Ben Jonson’s Plays 

Pu^ I understand it not well, what is’tT 

SCj/' Many, sir, it is your boar without a head, rampant A 
boar without a head, that’s very rare! 

Car. Ay, and rampant tool troth, I commend the herald’s wit 
he has decyphered hm well: a swine without a hea^ without brain, 
wit anything indeed, ramping to gentility. You can blazon the 
rest signior, can you not? 

Soff. O, ay, I have it in writing here of purpose; it cost me two 
shillings the tricking. 

Car. Let’s hear, let’s hear. 

Pvnl It is the most vile^ foolish, absurd, palpable^ and ridiculous 
escutcheon that ever this eye surviBed.—^ve you, good monsieur 
Fastidious. [They salute as they meet in the tealk. 

Car. Silence, good knight; on, on. 

Sag. [Reads.] Oyrony of eight pieces ; azure and gules ; between 
three plates, a chevron engrailed checquy, or, vert, and ermine; on a 
ehi^ argent, between two ann’lets sable, a boards head, proper. 

Car. How’s that! on a chief argent ? 

Bog. [Reads.] On a chief argent, a boar’s head proper, between two 
ann’lets sable. 

Car. ’Slud, it’s a hog’s cheek and puddings in a pewter field, this. 

[Here they shift. Fastidious mixes with Puntarvolo ; Carlo and 
Bogliatdo; Deliro and Macilente; Clove and Onnge; four 
couple. 

Bog. How like you them, signior ? 

Punt. Let &e word be. Not without mustard: your crest is very 
rare, sir. 

Car. A frying-pan to the crest, had had no fellow. 

Fast. Intreat your poor friend to walk off a littl^ signior, I will 
salute the knight. 

Car. Gome, lap it up, lap it up. 

Fast. You are right well encounter’d, sir; how does your fair dog? 

Punt. In reasonable state, sir; what citizen is that you were 
consorted with? A merchant of any worth? 

Fast. ’Tis sigmor Deliro, sir. 

Punt. Is it he?—Save you, sir! [They salute. 

Deli. Good sir Puntarvolo I 

Mcwi. O what copy of fool would this place minister, to one 
endued with patience to observe it I 

Car. Nay, look you, sir^ now you are a gentleman, you must cany 
a more exalted presence, change your mood and habit to a more 
austere form; be exceeding prou(C stand upon your gentility, and 
scorn every man; speak nothing humbly, never discourse under a' 
nobleman, though you never saw nim but riding to the star-chamber, 
it’s all one. Love no man: trust no man: apeak ill of no man to 
his face; nor well of any man behind his bock. Salute fairly on the 
front, and wish them hanged upon the turn. Spread yourself upon 
Ins b^m publicly, whose heart you would eat m private- These 
be principles, think on them; Fll come to you again presently, [Igetf. 
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PwU. {to hia oertofit.] Sirrah, keep close; yet not so close: thy 
breath iriU thaw my ruS. 

8og. O, good consin, I am a little busy, how does my niece T I am 
to w^ with a kni^t, here. 

BlnUr FttkoOso tcAA hia Tailor, 

Fung. O, he is here; look you, sir, that’s.the gentleman. 

Tai. What, he in the blush-colour^ satin 7 

Fung. Ay, he, sir; though hia suit blush, he blushes not, look 
you, t^t’s the suit, sir: I would have mine such a suit without, 
difference, such stuff, such a win^ such a sleeve, such a skirt, belly 
and all; therefore, pray yon observe it. Have you a pair of tables? 

Fcut. Why, do you see, sir, they say I am fantastioal; why, true, 
I know it, and I pursue my humour still, in contempt of this cen¬ 
sorious age. ’Sli^t, an a man should do nothing but what a sort 
of stale jndments about this town will approve in him, he were a 
sweet ass: I’d beg him, i’faith. I ne’er knew any more find fault 
with a fashion, than they that knew not how to put themselves 
into it. For mine own part, so I please mine own appetite, I am 
careless what the fusty world speaks of me. Puh! 

Fung. Do you mark, how it ^ngs at the knee there 7 

Tai. I warrant yon, sir. 

Fung. For Dod’s sake do, note all; do you see the collar, sir? 

Tat. Fear nothing, it shall not differ in a stitch, sir. 

Fung. Pray heaven it do not! you’ll make these Unings serve, 
and hdp me to a chapman for the outside, will you 7 

Tot. I’ll do my best, sir; you’ll put it off presently. 

Fung. Ay, go with me to my chamber you shall have it— — but 
make haste of it, for the love of a customer; for I’ll sit in my old 
suit, or else lie a bed, and read the Arcadia till you have done. 

{Exit with hia Tailor. 

Re-enter Carlo. 

Car. O, if ever you were struck with a jest, gallants, now, now, 
now, 1 do usher the most strange piece of military profession that 
ever was discovered in Inavla Paulina. 

Fast. Where? whore? 

Punt. What is he for a creature? 

Car. A pimp, a pimp, that I have observed yonder, the rarest 
superficies of a humour; be comes every morning to empty his lungs 
in Paul’s here; and offers up some five or six hecatombs of faces 
and sighs, and away again. Here he comes; nay, walk, walk, be 
not seen to note him, and we shall have excellent sport. 

Enter Shut; and waUea by, using action, to hia rapier. 

Punt. ’Slid, he vented a nigh e’en now, I thou^t he would have 
blown up the churdi. 

Car. O, yon shall have him give a number of those false fires ere 
he depart. 

E 4*9 
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FaM. See, nov he is expostulatiiig with hia rapier: look, looki 

Car, Did you ever in your days olwrve better paesion over a hilt T 

Pwnt. Except it were in the person of a ontlers boy, or that the 
fdlow were nothing but vapour, I should think it impossible. 

Car. ^ain, he claps ^ sword o’ the head, as who should say, 
well, go to. 

FaM. O violence! 1 wonder the blade can contain itself, being so 
provoked. 

Car. fFith that the moody squirt Qmmjit hia breast. 

And reared his eyen to heaven for revenge. 

Sog. Troth, an you be go<^ gentlemen, let’s make them friends, 
and take up the matter between his rapier and him. 

Car. Nay, if you intend that, you must lay down the matter; for 
this rapier, it seems, is in the nature of a hanger-on, and the good 
gentleman would happily be rid of him. 

Fast. my faith, and ’tis to be suspected; I’ll ask him. 

Jlfact. O, here’s rich stuff I for life’s sake, let us go: 

A man would wish himself a senseless pillar. 

Bather than view these monstrous promgies: 

NU hdbet infeUx paupertaa duriua in at, 

Quam quod ridiculoa homines facit— [Exit with Ddiro, 

Fast. Signior. 

Shift. At your service. 

Fast. Will you sell your rapier T 

Car. He is turn’d ^d upon the question; he looks as he had 
seen a seijeant. 

Shift. 1^11 my rapier! now fate bless me! 

Punt. Amen. 

Shift. You ask’d me if I would seU my rapier, sir T 

Fast. I did indeed. 

Shift. Now, lord have mercy upon me! 

Punt. Amen, I say still. 

Shift. ’Slid, sir, what should you behold in my face, sir, that 
shoidd move you, as they say, sir, to ask me, sir, if I would sell my 
rapier? 

Fast. Nay, let me pray you, sir, bo not moved: I protest, I would 
rather have been silent, than any way offensive, had I known your 
nature. 

Shifl. Sell my rapier T ’ods lid!—^Nay, sir, for mine own part, as I 
am a man tiiat has serv’d in causes, or so, so 1 am not apt to injure 
any gantleman in the degree of falling fool, but—sell my rapier! 
I wilft^ you, sir, I have served with this foolish rapier, where some 
of us dare not appear in haste; I name no man^ but let that pass. 
Sell my rapierl-^eath to my lunra! This rapier, sir, has traveU’d 
by my side, sir, the best part of IVance, and the Low Country: I 
have seen Flushing, Brill, and the Hague, with this rapier, sir, in 
my Lord of Leicester’s time; and by God’s will, he that should offer 

to dkrapier me now, I would-^Look you, air, you prnume to be 

a gentleman of sort, and so likewise your friends here; if you have 
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any diapoaiUon to travel for tiie aight of aervice, or bo, ouo, two, or 
all of you, I can lend you lettera to divers ofBoera and oonunudera 
in the Low Gountriea, that shall for my cause do you all the good 
offices, that shall pertain or belong to gentleman of you r — — — - 
[hwerit^ his voice.] Please you to shew the bounty of your mind, 
sir, to impart some ten groats, or half a crown to our use, till our 
ability be of growth to return it, and we shall think ourself—— 
'Sblood! sell my rapier! 

Soff. I pray you, what said he, signiorT he’s a proper man. 

fa^. Marry, he tells me, if I please to shew the TOunty of n^ 
mind, to impart some ten groats to his use, or so- 

Punt. Break his head, and give it him. 

Car. I thought he had been playing o’ the Jew’s trump, I. 

Shift. My rapier! no, sir; my rapier is my guard, my defence, 
my revenue, my honour;—if you cannot impart, be secret, I 
braeech you—and I will maintain it, where there is a grain of dus^ 
or a drop of water. [iSij/As.] Hard is the choice when the valiant 
must eat their arms, or clem. Sell my rapier! no, my dear, I will 
not be divorced from thee, yet; I have ever found thee true as 

steel, and-^You cannot impart, sirf—Save you, gentlemen;— 

neveiiheless, if you have a fano^ to it, sir— 

Past. Prithee away: Is sigmor Deliro departed? 

Car. Have you seen a pimp outface his own wants better? 

Soff. I commend him that can dissemble them so well. 

Punt. True, and having no better a cloak for it than he has neither. 

Past. Od’s precious, what mischievous luck is this! affieu, 
gentlemen. 

Punt. Whither in such haste, monsieur Fastidious? 

Past. After my merchant, signior Deliro, sir. [Exit. 

Car. 0 hinder him not, he may hap lose his tide; a good flounder, 
i’faith. 

Orange. Hark you, signior Whiffe, a word with you. 

[Orange and Clove call Shift aside. 

Cor. How! signior Whiffe ? 

Orange. What was the difference between that gallant that’s gone 
and you, sir? 

Shift. No difference; he would have given me five pound for my 
rapier, and I refused it; that’s all. 

Clove. O, was it no otherwise? we thought you had been np<» 
some terms. 

Shift. No other than you saw, sir. 

Clove. Adieu, good master Apple^John. [Exit with Orange. 

Car. How! Whiffe, and Apple-John too? Heart, what will 
yon say if this be the appendix or label to both yon indentures? 

Punt. It may be. 

Car. Resolve us of it, Janus, thou that look’st every way; or 
tiion, Hercules, that hast travelled all countries. 

Punt. Na^, Carlo, spend not time in invocations now, ’tis late. 

Car. Sigiuor, here’s a gentleman desirous of your nam^ sir. 
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Shift. Sir, my name is oavalia’ Shift: I am known suffioiently in 
this walk, sir. 

Car. Shiftl I heard your name varied even now, as I take it. 

Shift. True, sir, it pleases the world, as I am her excellent 
tobaooonist, to ^ve me the style of signior WhiSe; as I am a poor 
esquire about &e town here, they call me master Apple-John. 
Variety of good names does well, sir. 

Car. Ay, and good parts, to make those good names; out of 
which I imagine yon biUa to be yours. 

Shift. Sir, if I ^ould deny the manuscripts, I were worthy to be 
b anish’ d the middle aisle for ever. 

Car. I take your word, sir: this gentleman has subscribed to 
them, and is most desirous to become your pupil. Maoiy, you must 
use expeditioa. Signior Insulso Sogliatdo, this is the professor. 

Sag. In good time, sir; nay, good sir, house your head; do you 
profess these sleights in tobacco ? 

Shift. I do more than profess, sir, and, if you please to be a 
practitioner, I will undertake in one fortnight to bring you, that 
yon shall take it plausibly in any ordinary, theatre, or the T^t-yard, 
u need be, in the most p<mular assembly that is. 

Punt. But you cannot bring him to the whiSe so soon ? 

Shift. Yes, as soon, sir; he shall receive the first, second, and 
third whiffe, if it please him, and, upon the receipt, t^e his horse, 
drink his three cups of canary, and expose one at Hounslow, a 
second at Stains, and a third at Bagshot. 

Car. BaW'Waw! 

Sag. You will not serve me, sir, will you? I’ll give you more 
than countenance. 

Shift. Pardon me, sir, I do scorn to serve any man. 

Car. Who! he serve? ’sblood, he keeps high men, and low men, 
he! he has a fair living at Fullam. 

Shift. But in the nature of a feUow, I’ll be your follower, if you 
please. 

Sag. Sir, you shall stay, and dine with me, and if we can agree, 
we’ll not part in haste: I am very bountiful to men of qui^ty. 
Where shall we go, signior ? 

Punt. Your Mitre is your best house. 

Shift. I can make this dog take as many wbiffes as I list, and he 
shall retain, or effume them, at my pleasure. 

Punt. By your patience, foUow me, fellows. 

Sag. Sir PWtarvolo! 

Punt. Pardon me, my dog shall not eat in his company for a 
million. [ISxit toith his Servants. 

Car. Nay, be not you amazed, signior Whiffe, whatever that 
stiff-ne(kea gentleman says. 

Sag. No, for you do not know the humour of the dog, as we do: 
Where shall we dine. Carlo? I would fain go to one of these 
ordinaries, now I am a gentleman. 

Car. So yon may; were you never at any yet? 
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8og. .No, fidth; but they say there resorts your most ohoioe 
gullants. 

Car. True, uid the fashion is, when any stanui^ comes in 
amongst ’em, they all stand up and stare at him, as he irare some 
unknown bewt, brought out of Africk; but that will be helped 
with a good adventurous face. You must be impudent enough, sit 
down, and use no respect: when anything’s propounded above 
your capacity, smile at it, moke two or three mcee, and ’tis excellent; 
they’ll think you have traveil’d; though yon argue, a whole day, 
in silence thus, and discouise in nothing nut laughter, ’twill pass.. 
Only, now and then, give fire, discharge a good full oath, and offer 
a great wager; ’twill be admirable. 

Sog. I warrant you, I am resolute; come, good signior, there’s 
a poor E^noh crown for your ordinary. 

Shift. It comes well, for I had not so much as the least portcullis 
of coin before. 

Mit. I travail with awther objection, aignior, which I fear wUl be 
enforced against the author, ere I can be deliver'd of if. 

Cor. WhaPa that, air t 

Mit. That the argument of hia comedy might have been of some other 
nature, aa of a duke to be in love wUh a counteaa, and that countM to 
be in love with the duke'a son, and the son to love the lady'a waiting- 
maid ; aome such croaa wooing, with a down to their aervingman, 
better than to be ^ua near, and familiarly allied to the time. 

Cor. You aay well, but I would fain hear one of these auiumn- 
judgments define once. Quid sit comoedia t if he canned, let him content 
himself with Cicero'a definition, till he have strength to propose to 
himself a better, who would have a comedy to be imitatio vits, speculum 
oonsnetudinis, imago veritatis; a thing throughout pleasant and 
ridiculous, arid accommodated to the correction of manners: if the 
maker have faitd in any partide of this, they may worthily tcix him ; 
but if not, why——be you, that are for them, silent, aa I will be for 
him ; and give way to the actora. 

SCENE II .—The Country. 

Enter SoBDiDO, wUh a halt» about hia rude. 

Sard. Nay, God’s precious, if the weather and season be so 
respeotJess, that beggm shall live as well as their betters; amd that 
my hanger and thirst for riches shaU not make them hunger and 
tldrat with poverty; that my sleep shall be broken, and their hearts 
not broken; that my coffers shw be full, and yet care; their’s 
empty, and yet men 7 ^-r’tiB time that a cross should bear fiesh and 
blo^ sinca flesh and blood cannot bear this cross. 

Mit. What, will he hang himadft 

Oat. Faith, ay : it seems hia prognostication haa net kept touch with 
hint, and that tnaJeea him despair. 

Mit. Beshrew me, he wUl be out of his huiioub then indeed. 
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Sord. Tat, thsae 8tax>monger knaves, who would trost themT 
One says duk and raii^, when ’(as as clear as ohiystal; another 
says, tempestnouB blasts and storms, and ’twas as calm as a milk- 
bowl; here be sweet rascals for a man to credit his whole fortunes 
with I You sky-staring coxcombs you, you fat-brains, out upon you; 
you are good for nothing but to sweat night-caps, and make rug- 
gowns dearl you learned men, and have not a legion of devils d 
mabre service / i voatre service / by heaven, I thiu I shall die a 
better scholar than they: but sof(>— 

Snter a Hind, teiOi a letter. 

How now, sirrah? 

Hind. Here’s a letter come from your son, sir. 

Sard. From my son, sir! what would my son, sir? some good 
news, no doubt, [JSeods. 

Stoeet and dear father, desiring you first to send me your blessing, 
which is more worth to me than gold or silver, I desire you likewise to 
be advertised, that this Shrove-tide, contrary to custom, we use always 
to have revels ; which is indeed dancing, and makes an excellent ahmo 
dt truth ; especiaUy if toe gentlemen be wdl aUired, which our seniors 
note, and think the better of our fathers, the better we are maintained, 
and that they skaU know if they come up, and have anything to do in 
the law : therefore, good father, these are, for your own sake as well as 
mine, to re-desire you, that you let me not want that which is fit for the 
setting up of our name, in the honourable volume of gentUUy, that I 
may say to our calumniators, wiU^ TuUy, sum ortus domus mess, 
tu occasus toss. And thus, no( doubting of ywr fatherly benevolence, 
I humbly ask your blessing, and pray Ood to bless you. 

Yours, if his own, [Fuirooso.] 

How’s this! Tours, if his oum t Is he not my son, except he be 
his own son? belike this is some new kind of subscription the 
^lanis use. Well! wherefore dost thou stay, knave? away; go. 
[Exit Hind.] Here’s a letter, indeed! revels? and benevolence? 
is this a weather to send benevolence? or is this a season to revel 
in? ’Slid, the devil and all takes pmrt to vex me, I think! this 
letter would never have come now else, now, now, when the sun 
shines, and the air thus clear. Soul! if this hold, we shall shortly 
have an excellent crop of com raring out of the high ways: the 
streets and houses of the town will be hid with the rankness of the 
fruits, that grow there in spite of good husbandry. Go to, TU 
provent the sight of it, come as quickly as it can, I vnll prevent the 
si^tofit. I ^ve this remedy, heaven. [Clambers up, and suspends 
the halter to a tree.] Stay;' rU tiy the pain tiius a little. O, nothing, 
nothinm Well now! smtUmy son roin a benevolence by my death? 
or anybody be the better for my gtud, or so forth ? no; alive I kept 
it from tikem, and dead, my ghost sh^ walk about itk uid preswve 
ik Uy son and daughter wall starve ere they tou^ it; I have 
hid it as deep as heU mm the sight of heaven, and to it I go now. 

[Flings himsdfoff. 
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Bnter five or aix Riutios, one after aaotker. 

1 EuaL Ah me^ what pitaful ai^t ia thial help, help, hdpt 

2 Ruat. How nowl what’a the matter? 

1 Ruat. O, here'a a man haa bang’d himaelf, hdp to get him again. 

2 RuaL Hang’d himaelf! 'Slid, carry biin afore a juatioeb *tia 
chance-medley, o’ my word. 

3 Ruat. How now, what’a hme to do? 

4 Ruat. How cornea thia? 

2 RuaL One haa executed himaelf, contrary to order of law, and 
by n^ consent he shall aiuwer it. [They cut him down. 

5 Ruat. Would he were in case to answer it! 

1 Ruat. Stand by, he recovera, give him breath. 

Sord. Oh! 

6 RuaL Maas, 'twaa weU yon went the footway, neighbour. 

1 RuaL Ay, an I had not out the halter— 

Sard. How! out the halter! ah me, I am undone, I am undone! 

2 Ruat. Marry, if you had not been undone, you had been hang’d, 
I can tell you. 

Sard. You thread-bare, horse-bread-eating raacala, if you would 
needs have been meddling, could yon not have untied it, but you 
must out it; and in the midst too! ah me! 

1 Ruat. Out on me, ’tis the caterpillar Sordido! how curst are the 
poor, that the viper was blest with this good fortune! 

2 Ruat. Nay, how accurst art thou, that art cause to the curse 
of the poor? 

3 Ruat. Ay, and to save so wretched a caitiff? 

4 RuH. Curst be thy fingers that loos’d him! 

2 Ruat. Some desperate fury possess thee, that thou may’st hang 
thyself too! 

5 Ruat. Never may’st thou be saved, that saved so damn’d a 
moiuter! 

Sord. What curses breathe these men! how have my deeds 
Made my looks differ from another man’s. 

That they should thus detest and loath my life! 

Out on my wretched humour! it ia that 
Makes me thus monstrous in true humane eyes. 

Pardon me, gentle friends. I’ll make fair ’mends 
For my foul errors past, a^ twenty-fold 
Restore to aD men, what with wrong I robb’d tiiem: 

My bams and gamers shaQ stand open still 
To all the poor that come, and my best sprain 
Be made ums-btead, to feed half-famislrd mouths. 

Thou^ hitherto amongst you I have lived, 
like an unsavoury muok-hill to myself. 

Yet now my mthm’d heaps being sprewl abroad. 

Shall turn to better and more frnitfm uses. 

Bless thm this man, curse him no mote fw saving 
My life and soul together. O how de^ly 
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The bitter ourses of the poor do pierce! 

1 am by wonder changed; come in with me 
And witness my repentance: now I prove, 

No life is blest, tha.t is not graced with love. [Exit. 

2 RvM. O miracle! see when a man has grace! 

3 Rust. Had it not been pity so good a man should have been 
oast awayl 

2 Rust. Well, m get our clerk put his conversion in the Acts and 
Monuments. 

4 RuH. Do, for 1 warrant him he’s a martjnr. 

2 RuM. O God, how he wept, if you mark’d it! did you see how 
the tears trill’d? 

6 Rust. Yes, believe me, like master vicar’s bowls upon the green, 
for all the world. 

3 Rust. O neighbour, God’s blessing o’ your heart, neighbour, 

’twas a good grateful deed. [Exeur^ 

Cor. How now, MUis /' what’s that you consider so seriously ? 

Mit. Troth, that which doth esserUiaUy please me, the warping con¬ 
dition of this green and soggy multitude ; but *n good faith, signior, 
your author hath largdy outstript my expectation tn this scene, I will 
liberally confess it. For when I saw Sordido so desperately intended, 
I thought I had had a hand of him, then. 

Cor. What / you supposed he should have hung himsdf indeed f 

Mit. I did, and had framed my objection to it ready, which may yet 
he very fitly urged, and with some necessity ; for though his purposed 
vidtenee lost the effect, and exAended not to death, yet the intent and 
horror of the abject was more than the nature of a comedy will in any 
sort admit. 

Cor. Ay / what think you of Plautus, in his comedy called Gistel- 
laria? there, where he brings in Alceaimarchus with a drawn sword 
ready to kill himsdf, and as he is den fixing his breast upon it, to be 
restrained from his resolved outrage, by SUenium and the bawd ? Is 
not Am authority of power to give our scene approbation f 

Mit. Sir, I have this only evasion left me, to say, I think it be so 
indeed ; your memory is happier than mine: but I wonder, what 
engine he toiU use to bring the rest out of their humours I 

Cor. That will appear arum, never pre-occupy your imagination 
withal. Let your mind keep company with the scene diU, which now 
removes itsdf from the country to the court. Here comes Macilente, 
and signior Brisk freshly suited ; lose not yoursdf,for now the epitasis, 
or busy part of our subject, is in act. 

SCENE Ill.— An Apartment at the Court. 

Enter Maoilbkti), Fastidious, both tn a new suit, and Cinedo, 
urith tobacco. 

Fast. Well, now, signior Macilente, you are not only welcome to 
the court, but also to my mistress’s withdrawing chamber.—Boy, 
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get ma some tobacco. FU but go in> and shew I am here, and come 
to you pr^ntiy, air. lEani, 

Mad. What’a that he said ? by heaven, I mark'd him not: 

My thoughts and 1 were of another world. 

I was admiring mine own outside here. 

To think what privilege and palm it bears 
Here, in the court! be a man ne’er so vile. 

In wit, in judgment, manners, or what else; 

If he can purchase but a silken cover. 

He shall not only pass, but pass rcgaided: 

Whereas, let him he poor, and meanly clod, 

Though ne’er so richly parted, you shall have 
A fellow that knows nothing but his beef. 

Or how to rinoe his clammy guts in beer. 

Will take him by the shoulders, or the throat. 

And kick him down the stairs. Such is the state 
Of virtue in bad clothes!—ha, ha, ha, ha! 

That raiment should be in such high request! 

How long should I be, ere I should put off 

To the lord chancellor’s tomb, or the shrives’ i>oBta ? 

By heav’n, I think, a thousand, thousand year. 

His gravity, his wisdom, and his faith 

To my dre^ sovereign, graces that survive him. 

These I could weU endure to reverence. 

But not his tomb; no more than I’d commend 
The chapel organ for the gilt without. 

Or this base-viol, for the varnish’d face. 

Re-enter FASTiDions. 

Fad. I fear I have made you stay somewhat long, sir; but is my 
tobacco ready, boy 7 

Cin. Ay, sir. 

Fad. Give me; mistress is upon coming, you shall see her 
presently, sir. [Puffa.'} You’ll say you never accosted a more 
piercing wit.—^lliis tobacco is not dried, boy, or else the pipe is 
defective.—Oh, your wits of Italy are nothing comparable to her: 
her brain’s a very quiver of jest^ and she dues dart them abroad 

with that sweet, loose, and judicial aim, that you would-here 

she comes, sir. [Saviouna looks in, arid drataa back again. 

Mad. ’Twas time, bis invention had been bogged else. 

Sav. [wtfAtn.] Give me my fan there. 

Mad. How now, monsieur Brisk 7 

Fad. A kind of affectionate reverence strikes me with a cold 
shivering, methinks. 

Mad. I like such tempers well, as stand before their mistoesses 
with fear and trembling; and before their Maker, like impudent 
mountains! 

Fad. By this hand. I’d spend twenty pound my vaulting horse 
stood here now, she might see me do but one trick. 
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Jfaet. W^, does she love activity? 

Cin. Or, if you had but your long stockings on, to be dancing a 
galliard as she comes by. 

FaM. Ay, either. O, these sturing humours make ladies mad 
with desire; she comes. My good genius embolden me: boy, the 
pipe quickly. 

Enter Saviouna. 

Mad, What! will he give her music? 

Fatt. A second good morrow to my fair mistress. 

Sav. Fair servant. I’ll thank you a day hence, when the date of 
your salutation comes forth. 

Faat. How like you that answer? is’t not admirable? 

Mad. I were a simple courtier, if I could not admire trifles, sir. 

Fast. [Talks and takes tobacco between the breaks.^ ^oth, sweet 

lady, I shall [puffs'] -^be prepared to give you thanks for those 

thanks, and-study more officious, and obsequious regards-to 

your fair beauties.-Mend the pipe, boy. 

Mad. I never knew tobacco taken as a parenthesis before. 

Fast. ’Fore God, sweet lady, believe it, I do honour the meanest 
rush in this chamber for your love. 

Sav. Ay, you need not tell me that, sir; I do t hink you do prize 
a rush before my love. 

Mad. Is this the wonder of nations! 

Fast. O, by this air, pardon me, I said for your love, by this 
light: but it is the accustomed sharpness of your ingenuity, sweet 

mistress, to [lakes down the viol, and jdat/s'] -mass, your viol’s 

new strung, methinks. 

Mad. Ingenuity! I see his ignorance will not suffer him to 
slander her, which he had done most notably, if he had said wit 
for ingenuity, as he meant it. 

Fast. By the soul of music, lady— hum, hum. 

Sav. Would we might hear it once. 

Fast. I do more adore and admire your— hum, hum —^predominant 
perfections, than— hum, hum—ever I shall have power and faculty 
to express— hum. 

Sav. Upon the viol de gambo, you mean ? 

Fast. It’s miserably out of tune, by this hand. 

Sav. Nay, rather by the fingers. 

Mad. It makes good harmoity with her wit. 

Feut. Sweet lady, tune it. [Saviolina tunes the vid.] —Boy, some 
tobacco. 

Mad. Tobacco again! he does court his mistress with very 
exceeding good ohanm. 

Fast. Si^or MocUente, you take non^ sir? 

Mad. unless I had a mistress, signior, it were a great in¬ 
decorum for me to take tobacco. 

Fast. How like you her wit? 

[Talks and takes tobacco between again. 

Mad. Her ingenuity is exc^ent, sir. 
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Fa$t. You see the subject of her sweet fingers there-Oh, she 

tickles it so, that-She makes it laugh moat divinely;-I’ll tell 

you a good jest now, and yourself shall say it’s a good one: I have 
wished myself to be that instrument, I think, a thousand times, 
and not so few, by heaven!— 

Maci. Not unlike, sir; but how? to be cased up and hung by on 
the wall f 

Fast. O, no, sir, to be in use, I assure you; as your judicious 
eyes may testify.— 

Sav. Here, servant, if you will play, come. 

Fast. Instantly, sweet lady.-In good faith, here's most divine 

tobacco! 

Sav.- Nay, I cannot stay to dance after your pipe. 

Fast. Go(^! Nay, dear lady, stay; by this sweet smoke, I think 
your wit be all fire.— 

Mad. And he’s the salamander belongs to it. 

Sav. Is your tobacco perfumed, servant, that you swear by the 
sweet smoke T 

Fast. Still more excellent! Before heaven, and these bright 
lights, I think-^you are made of ingenuity, 1— 

Mad. True, as your discourse is. O abominable! 

• Fad. Will your ladyship take any? 

Sav. O peace, I pray you; 1 love not the breath of a woodcock’s 
head. 

Fast. Meaning my head, lady? 

Sav. Not altogether so, sir; but, as it were fatal to their follies 
that think to grace themselves with taking tobacco, when they want 
better entertainment, you see your pipe boars the true form of a 
woodcock’s head. 

Fad. O admirable simile! 

Sav. ’Tis best leaving of you in admiration, sir. [Exit. 

Mad. Are these the admired lady-wits, that having so good a 
plain song, can run no better division upon it ? All her jests are of 
the stamp March was fifteen years ago. Is this the comet, monsieur 
Fastidious, that your gallants wonder at so ? 

Fad. Heart of a gentleman, to neglect me afore the presence 
thus! Sweet sir, I beseech you be silent in my disgp-ace. By the 
muses, I was never in so vile a humour in my fife, and her wit was 
at the floexi too! Report it not for a million, good sir; let me be 
so tat endeared to your love. [Exeunt. 

Mit. What /oUoum next, aignior Cordatua ? this gaUatU’a humour 
ia almod operU ; mdhinha it ebbs apace, with this contrary breath of 
hia midreaa. 

Cor. O, but it will flow again far aU thia, till there come a general 
drought of humour amottg oU our adore, and then I fear not but hia 
unafaU aa tow aa any. See who preaenta himaelf here / 

Mit. What, in the old case f 

Cot. Ay, faiOt, which mokes it the more piti/ul; you underatand 
where the scene is t 
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ACT IV 

SCENE I .—A Room in Deuso’s House. 

Enter Fuuooao, following him. 

Fal. Why axe you so melancholy, brother 7 

Funff. I am not melancholy, I thank you, sister. 

Fal. Why are you not merry then 7 there are but two of us in 
all the world, and if we should not be comforts one to another, God 
help us! 

Fung. Faith, I cannot tell, sister; but if a man had any true 
melancholy in him, it would make him melancholy to see his 
yeomanly father cut his neighbours’ throats, to make his son a 
gentleman; and yet, when he has cut them, he will see his son’s 
throat cut too, ere he make him a true gentleman indeed, before 
deatk out his own throat. I must be the first head of our house, 
and yet he will not give me the head till I be made so. Is any man 
termed a gentleman, that is not always in the fashion 7 I would 
know but that. 

Fal, If you be melancholy for that, brother, I think I have as 
much cause to be melancholy as any one; for I’ll be sworn, 1 live 
as little in the fashion as any woman in London. By the faith of a 
gentlewoman, beast that I am to say it] I have not one friend in 
the world be^des my husband. When saw you master Faistidious 
Brisk, brother 7 

Fung. But a while since, sister, I think: I know not well in truth. 
By this hand I could fight with all my heart, methin^. 

Fal. Nay, good brother, be not resolute. 

Fung. 1 sent him a letter, and he writes me no answer neither. 

Fal. Oh, sweet Fastidious Brisk! O fine courtier! thou art he 
makest me sigh, and say, how blessed is that woman that hath a 
courtier to her husband, and how miserable a dame she is, that hath 
neither husband, nor friend in the court! O sweet Fastidious! O 
fine courtier! How comely he bows him in his court’sy! how full 
he hits a woman between the lips when he kisses! how upright he 
sits at the table! how daintily he carves! how sweetly he talks, 
and tells news of this lord and of that lady! how cleanly he wipes 
his spoon at every spoonful of any whitemeat he eats! and what a 
neat case of pick-tooths he carries about him still! O sweet Fas¬ 
tidious! O fine courtier! 

Enter Deubo at a distance, with Musioians. 

Ddi. See, yonder she is, gentlemen. Now, as ever you’ll bear 
the name of musioianB, touch your instruments sweetly; she has a 
deUcate ear, I teU you: play not a false note, I beseech you. 

Musi. Fear not, signior Oeliro. 

Ddi. O, b^in, be^, some sprightly thing: lord, how my 
imagination labours with the success of it! \They strike up a livdy 
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tune.] Well said, good i’faitht Heaven grant it pleaae her. I’ll 
not be seeh, for then she’ll besnre to dislike it. 

Fal. Hey-da! this is excellent! I’ll lay my life this is my 

husband’s dotage. I thought so; nay, never play bo-peep 'witn 
me; I know ^ou do nothing but study how to anger me, sir. 

Ddi. {mmxng forward.'] Anger thee, sweet wife! why, didst thou 
not send for musicians at supper last night thyself? 

Fal. To supper, sir! now, come up to supper, I beseech you: as 
though there were no difference between supper-time, when folks 
should be merry, and this time when they should be melancholy. I 
would never take upon me to take a wife, if 1 hod no more judgment 
to please her. 

Ddi. Be pleased, sweet wife, and they shall have dune; and 
would to fate my life were done, if 1 can never please thee! 

. [Exeunt Musicians. 

Enter Macilbntu. 

Mac*. Save you, lady; where is master DelLro? 

Ddi. Here, master Macilente: you are welcome from court, sir; 
no doubt you have been graced exceedingly of master Brisk’s 
mistress, and tlie rest of the ladies for his sake. 

Maci. Alas, the poor fantastic! he’s scarce known 
To any lady ^ere; and those that know him. 

Know him the simplest man of all they know: 

Deride, and play upon his amorous humours. 

Though he but apishly doth imitate 

The gallant’st courtiers, kissing ladies’ pumps. 

Holding the cloth for them, praising their wits. 

And servilely observing every one 

May do them pleasure: fearful to be seen 

With any man, though he be ne’er so worthy. 

That’s not in grace with some that are the greatest. 

Thus courtiers do, and these he counterfeits. 

But sets no such a sightly carriage 
Upon their vanities, as they themselves; 

And therefore they despise him: for indeed 
He’s like the zany to a tumbler. 

That tries tricks after him, to make men laugh. 

Fal. Here’s an unthankful spiteful wretch! the good gentleman 
vouchsafed to make him his companion, because my husband put 
him into a few rags, and now see how the unrude rascal backbites 
him! [Aside. 

Ddi. Is he no more graced amongst them then, say you ? 

Maei. Faith, like a pawn at chess: fills up a room, that’s all. 

Fal. O monster of men! can the earth bear such an envious 
caitiff? [Aside. 

Ddi. Well, I repent me I ever credited him so much: but now I 
see what he is, and that his masking vizor is off. I’ll forbear him no 
longer. All his lands are mortgaged to me, and forfeited; besides, 
I have bonds of his in my hand, for the receipt of now fifty pounds 
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nov a hundred, now two hundred; stall, as he has had a fan but 
wagged at him, he would be in a new suit. Weil, FU salute him 
by a Serjeant, the next time I see him i’faiUi, FU suit him . 

Maei. Why, you may soon see him, sir, for he is to meet signior 
Puntarrolo at a notary's by the Exchange, presently; where he 
means to take up, upon return. 

Fal. Now, out upon thee, Judas! oanst thou not be content to 
backbite thy friend, but thou must betray him ! Wilt thou seek 
the undoing of any man? and of such a man too? and will you, sir, 
get your living by the counsel of traitors T 

Deli. Dear wife, have ^tience. 

Fal. The house wiU fall, the mound will open and swallow us: 
FU not bide here for aU the gold and silver in heaven. 

[Exit with Fungoao. 

Deli. O, good Macilente, let's foUow and appease her, or the peace 
of my life is at an end. [Exit. 

Maei. Now pease, and not peace, feed that life, whose head 
hangs BO heavily over a woman's manger! [Exit. 

SCENE II .—Another Boom in the same. 

Enter Faixaos and Fimaoso running; she claps to the door. 

Fed. Help me, brother! Ods body, an you come here FU do 
myself a nuschief. 

Deli. [tmiAm.] Nay, hear me, sweet wife; unless thou wUt have 
me go, I wiU not go. 

Fal. Tut, you ^aU never have that vantage of me, to say, you 
are undone by me. FU not bid you stay, I. Brother, sweet 
brother, here’s four angels. I'll give you toward your suit: for the 
love of gentry, and as ever you came ot Christian creature, make 
haste to the water side, (^ou know where master Fastidious uses to 
land,) and give him wammg of my husband’s maUcious intent; and 
teU him of that lean rasoars treachery, O heavens, how my flesh 
rises at him! Nay, sweet brother, make haste: you may say, I 
would have writ to him, but that the necessity of the time woi^d 
not permit. He caimot choose but take it extraordinarily from 
me: and commend me to him, good brother; say, I sent you. [Exit. 

Fung. Let me see, these four angeb, and then forty shillings more 
I can Imrrow on my gown in Fetter Lane.—WeU, I will go presently, 
say on my suit, pay as much money as I have, and swear myself 
into credit with my taUor for the rest. [ExU. 

SCENE III .—Another Boom in the same. 

Enter Dxixbo and Macelbntb. 

Ddi. O, on my soul you wrong her, Macilente. Though she be 
froward, ^t I know she is honest. 

Maei. Well, then have I no jud^ent. Would any woman, but 
one t^t were wild in her affections, have broke out into that 
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immodest-and ▼iolent passion againat hw husband? or to’t pos¬ 
sible— 

Deli. If you love me, forbear; all the arguments i’ the world 
shall never wrest my heart to believe it. [Exeunt. 

Oor. How like you the deeijihering of hie dotage f 

Bfit. O, Mrangdy: and of the olher'a envy too, that labours so 
seriously to set ddiate hetwiaet a man and his wife. Stay, here comes 
the knight adventurer. 

Cor. Ay, and his scrivener with him. 

SCENE IV.— PuNTARVOLO’s Lodgings. 

Enter Puntarvolo, Notary, and Servants with the dog and eat. 

Punt. I wonder monsieur Fastidious comes not! But, notary, if 
thou please to draw the indentures the while, I will give thee ^y 
instructions. 

Hot. With all my heart, sir; and I’ll fall in hand with them 
presently. 

Punt. Well then, first the sum is to be understood. 

Hot. [writes.] Good, sir. 

Punt. Next, our several appellations, and character of my dog 
and cat, must be known. Shew him the cat, sirrah. 

Hot. So, sir. 

Punt, liien, that the intended bound is the Turk’s court in 
Constantinople; the time limited for our return, a year; and that 
if either of us miscarry, the whole venture is lost. These are 
general, oonceiv’st thou? or if either of us turn Turk. 

Hot. Ay, sir. 

Punt. Now, for particulars: that I may make my travels by sea 
or land, to my best liking; and that hiring a coach for myself, it 
shall be lawful for my dog or cat, or both, to ride with me in the 
said coach. 

Hot. Very good, sir. 

PuTit. That I may choose to give my dog or cat, fish, for fear of 
bones; or anv other nutriment that, % the judment of (he most 
authentical physicians where I travel, shall be thought dangerous. 

Hot. Well, sir. 

Punt. That, after the receipt of his money, he shall neither, in his 
own person, nor any other, either by direct or indirect means, as 
magic, witchcraft, or other such exotic arts, attempt, practhus, or 
complot any thing to the pi^udice of me, my dog, or my oat: 
neither shau I use the help of any such sorceries or enchantments, 
as unotionB to make our skins impenetrable, or to travel invisible 
bv virtue of a powder, or a ring, or to bang any three-forked charm 
about my dog’s neck, secretly conveyed into his collar; (understand 
you?) but that all be pmormed sincerely, without fraud or 
imposture. 

Hot. So, sir. 

Punt, liiat, for testimony of the pofoimance, myself am to 



116 Ben Jonson’s Plays 

bring thenoa a Turk’s mustaohio, my dog a. Grecian hare’s lip^ and 
my oat the train or tail of a Thracian rat. 

Not, [tmtes.] ’Tis done, sir. 

Punt. ’Tis said, sir; not done, air. But forward; that, upon 
my return, and landing on the Tower - wharf, with the aforesaid 
testimony, I am to receive five for one^ according to the proportion 
of the sums put forth. 

Not. Well, sir. 

Punt. Provided, that if before our departure, or setting forth, 
either myself or these be visited with siolueBB, or any other casual 
event, so that the whole course of the adventure be hindered 
thereby, that then he is to return, and I am to receive the pte- 
nominated proportion upon fair and equal terms. 

Not. Very good, sir; is this all f 

Punt. It is aU, sir; and dispatch them, good notary. 

Wot. As fast as is possible, sir. [Exit, 

Enter Carlo. 

Punt. O Carlo) welcome: saw you monsieur Brisk? 

Car. Not I: did he appoint you to meet here? 

Punt. Ay, and I muse he should be so tardy; he is to take an 
hundred pounds of me in venture, if he maintain his promise. 

Car. Is his hour past? 

Punt. Not yet, but it comes on apace. 

Car. Tut, be not jealous of him; he will sooner break all the 
commandments, than his hour; upon my life, in such a case trust 
him. 

PutU. Methinks, Carlo, you look very smooth, hat 

Car, Why, I come but now from a hot-house; I must needs look 
smooth. 

Punt. Prom a hot-house! 

Car. Ay, do you make a wonder on’t? why, it is your only 
physio. Let a man sweat once a week in a hot-house, and be well 
rubb’d, and froted, with a good plump juicy wench, and sweet linen, 
he ahftll ne’er have the pox. 

Punt. What, the French pox? 

Car. The French pox) our pox: we have them in as good a form 
as they, man; what? 

Punt. Let me perish, but thou art a salt one! was your new- 
created gallant there with you, Sogliordo? 

Car. O porpoise! hang him, no: he’s a leiger at Horn’s ordinary, 
yonder; his villainous Gan 3 rmede and he have been droning a 
tobacco-pipe there ever sinoe yesterday noon. 

Punt. \^o ? simor Tripartite, that would give my dog the whiffe ? 

Car. Ay, he. They have hii^ a chamber and all, private, to 
practise in, for the making of the patoun, the receipt reciprocal, and 
a number of other mystenes not yet extant. I brought some dozen 
or twenty gallants this morning to view them, os you’d do a piece 
of perspective, in at a key-hole; and there we might see Sogliardo 
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■it in a chair, holding his snoot op like a sow under an apple-tne, 
while the other open'd.hia nostrils witii a poking-stick, to give the 
smoke a more frM delivery. Th^ had spit some three or four¬ 
score ounces between ’em, more we came away. 

Punt. Howl spit three or fouisoora ounoest 

Car. Ay, and preserv'd it in portengers, as a barber does his 
blood, when he o^ns a vein. 

Punt. Out, pagan! how dost thou open the vein of thy friend? 

Car. Friend! is there any such foolish thing in the world, ha? 
’slid, I never relished it yet. 

Punt. Thy humour is the more dangerous. 

Gar. No, not a whit, signior. Tut, a man must keep time in all; 
I can oil my tonm when 1 meet him next, and look with a good 
sleek forehead: ’twill take away all soil of suspicion, and that’s 
enounh; what Lynoeus can see my heart? Pish, the title of a 
friend! it’s a vain, idle thing, only venerable among fools; you 
shall not have one that has any opinion of wit affect it. 

Enter Deubo and Macilentb. 

Ddi. Save you, good sir Puntarvolo. 

Punt. Signior Deliro! welcome. 

Deli. Pray you, sir, did you see master Fastidious Brisk? 

I heard he was to meet your worship here. 

Punt. You heard no figment, sir; I do expect him at every pulse 
of my watch. 

Ddi. In good time, sir. 

Car. There’s a fellow now looks like one of the patricians of 
Sparta; marry, his wit’s after ten i’ the hundred: a good blood¬ 
hound, a close-mouthed dog, he follows the scent well; marry, he’s 
at a fault now, methinks. 

Punt. I should wonder at that creature is free from the danger 
of thy tongue. 

Car. O, I cannot abide these limbs of satin, or rather Satan 
indeed, t^t will walk, like the children of darkness, all day in a 
melancholy shop, with their pockets full of blanks, ready to swallow 
up as many poor unthrifts as come within the verge. 

Puni. So! and what hast thou for him that is with him, now? 

Car. O, d-n me! immortality! I’ll not meddle with him; 

the pure element of fire, all spirit, extraction. 

PwU. How, Carlo! ha, what is he, man? 

Car. A scholar. Mocilente; do you not know him? a rank, raw- 
boned anatomy, he walks up and down like a charged muaket, no 
man dares encounter him: that’s his rest there. 

Punt. His rest! why, has he a forked head? 

Car. Fudon me, that’s to be suspended; you are too quick, too 
apmehensive. 

DdL Troth, now I think on’t, Fll defer it till some other time. 

Maei. Not by any means, signior, yon shall not lose this oppor- 
tunily, he will be here presently now. 
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Ddi. Tee, faith, Maoilente, ’tis best. For, look you, air, I shall 
so ezoeeSingly offend my wife in’t, that— 

Mad. Yoorwifel now for shame lose these thoughts, and become 
the master of your own spirits. Should I, if I 1:^ a wife, suffer 
myself to be thus passionately oarried to and fro with the stream of 
her humour, and neglect my deepest affairs, to serve her affections? 
’Slight, I would geld mraelf first. 

Ddi. O, but signior, had you such a wife as mine is, you would— 

Mad. Such a wife! Now hate me^ sir, if ever I msoem’d any 
wonder in your wife yet, with all the speculation I have: I have 
seen some tnat have b^n tiiought fairer than she, in my time; and 
I have seen those, have not been altogether so tall, esteem’d properer 
women; and I have seen less npses grow upon sweeter faces, that 
have done very well too, in my judgment. But, in good faith, 
signior, for all this, the gentlewoman is a good, pretty, proud, 
hiTO'favonr’d thing, marry not so peerlessly to be doted upon, I 
must confess: nay, be not angry. 

Ddi. WeU, sir, however you please to forget yourself, I have not 
deserv’d to Iw thus played upon; but henemorw, pray you forbear 
my house, for I can but faintly endure the savour of his breath, at 
my table, that shaU thus jade me for my courtesies. 

Mad. "Say, then, signior, let me tell you, your wife is no proper 
womai 4 and by my life, I suspect her honesty, that’s more, whioh 
yon may likewise suspect, if you please, do you see? I’ll urge yon 
to notuLog against your appetite, but if you please, you may 
suspect it. 

Ddi. Good, sir. [ExU. 

Mad. Gtood, sir! now bom upon hom pursue thee, thou blind, 
egregious dotard! 

Car. O, you shall hear him speak like envy.—Signior Maoilente, 
you saw monsieur Brisk lately: I heard yon were with him at court. 

Mad. Ay, Buffone, 1 was with him. 

Car. Ana. how is he respected there? I know you’ll deal in¬ 
genuously with us; is he inado much of amongst the sweeter sort 
m sallants ? 

Mad. Faith, ay; his civet and his easting-glass 
Have helpt him to a place amongst the rest: 

And there, his seniors give him good slight looks. 

After their garb, smile, and salute in French 
some new compliment. 

Car. What, is this all ? 

Mad. Why say, that they should shew the frothy fool 
Such grace as they pretend comes feom the heart. 

He had a mighty windfall out of doubt! 

Why, all their graces are not to do grace 

To virtue or desert; but to ride both 

\nth their gilt frours quite breathless, from themselves. 

’Tis now esteem’d predsianism in wi^ 

And a disease in nature, to be kind 
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Towaid desert, to love or aeA good names. 

Who feeds wi^ a tpxid rameT who tiirives with lovingT 
Who can provide teast for his own desires^ 

With serving othersT—^ha, ha, ha! 

’Tis folly, by our wisest worldlings proved. 

If not to gain by love, to be belovea 

Car. How like you himT is’t not a good sintohd slave, hat 

PwfU. Shrewd, shrewd. 

Car. I>—n me! I could eat his flesh now; divine sweet villain! 

Maci. Nay, prithee leave: What’s he there T 

Car. Who? this in the starched beard? it’s the dull stiff knight 
Puntarvolo, man; he’s to travel now presently: he has a good 
knotty wit; many, he carries little on’t out of the land with him. 

Mad. How then? 

Car. He puts it forth in venture, as he does his money upon the 
return of a dog and cat. 

Mad. Is this het 

Car. Ay, this is he; a good tough gentleman: he looks like a 
shield of brawn at Shrove-tide, out of date, and ready to take his 
leave; or a dry pole of ling upon Easter-eve, that has furnish’d the 
table all Lent, as he has done the city this last vacation. 

Mad. Come, you’ll never leave your stabbing similes: I shall 
have you aimin g at me with ’em by and by; but— 

Car. O, renouncemie then! pure, honest, good devil, I love thee 
above the love of women: I could e’en melt in admiration of thee^ 
now. OxU so, look here, man; Sir Dagonet and his squire! 

Enter Soolurdo and Shut. 

Sag. Save you, my dear gallantos: nay, come, approaoh, good 
cavalier: pritoee, sweet knight, know this gentleman, he’s one that 
it pleases me to use as my ^>od Mend and companion; and there¬ 
fore do him good offices: I beseech you, gentles, know him, I know 
him all over. 

Pv/nt. Sir, for signior Sogliardo’s sake, let it suffice, I know yon. 

Sag. Why, as I am a gentleman, 1 thank yon, kni^t, and it shall 
suffice. Hark you, sir Puntarvolo, you’d little tUak it; he’s as 
resolute a piece of flesh as any in the world. 

Punt. Indeed, sir! 

8og. Upon my gentility, sir: Carlo, a word with you; do yon 
see that same fcmow, there? 

Car. What, cavaliw Shift? 

Sag. O, yon know him; cry you mercy: before me^ I think him 
the tallest man living within the walls of Europe. 

Car. The walls m Europe! take heed what you say, signior, 
Europe’s a huge thing within the wails. 

8og. Tut, an ’twere as huge again, Pd justify what I speak. 
'Slid, he swagger’d even now in a place where we were—I never 
saw a man do it more resolute. 
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Car. Nay, indeed, swag^ring is a good argument of resolution. 
Do you hear this, signior T 

Maci. Ay, to my grief. 0, that such muddy flags. 

For eveiy drunken flourish should aohieTO 
The name of manhood, whilst true perfect valour. 

Hating to shew itself, goes by despised! 

Heartl I do know now, in a fair just cause, 

I dare do more than he, a thousand times: 


Why should not they take knowledge of this, ha! 

Ana give my worth allowance before his f 
Because I cannot swagger.—Now, the pox 
Light on your Piokt-hatoh prowess! 

Why, I tell you, sir; he has been the only Bid-stand that 
ever kept New-market, Salisbury-plain, Hockley i’ the Hole, Gads- 
hill, and all the high places of any request: he has had his mares 
and his raidings, he, ^ve been worth forty, threesco^ a hundred 
pound a horse, would ha’ sprung you over hedge and ditch like your 
giOThound: he has done five hundred robberies in hu time, more 


■ or less, I assure you. 

Punt. What, and soaped? 

8og. Soaped! i’ faith, ay: he has broken the gaol when he has 
been in irons and irons; and been out and in again; and out, and 
in; forty times, and not so few, he. 

Mad. A fit trumpet, to proclaim such a person. 

Car. But can this be possible? 

Shift. Why, ’tis nothing, sir, when a man gives his affections to it. 

Sog. Good Pylades, diraourse a robbery or two, to satisfy these 
gentlemen of thy worth. 

Shift, Pardon me, my dear Orestes; causes have their quiddits, 
and ’tis ill jesting with bell-ropes. 

Car. How! Pylades and Orrates? 

Sog. Ay, he is my Pylades, and I am his Orestes: how like you 
the conceit ? 


Car. O, ’tis an old stale interlude device: no, I’U give you names 
myself, look you; he shall be your Judas, and you shall be his 
elder-tree to hang on. 

Mad. Nay, rather let him be captain Pod, and this his motion: 
for he does notlung but shew him. 

Car. Excellent: or thus; you shall be Holden, and he your cameL 

Shift. You do not mean to ride, gentlemen? 

Punt. Faith, let me end it for you, gallants: you shall be his 
Cbuntenance, and he your Resolution. 

Sog. Troth, that’s pretty: how say you, cavalier, shall it be so? 

Oar. Ay, ay, most voices. 

Shift. Faitn, I am easily yielding to any good impressions. 

Sog. Then give hands, goM Resolution. 

Oar. Mass, he cannot say, good Ck>untenance, now, properly, to 
him again. 

Punt. Yes, by an iroqy. 
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Maci. 0, nr, Uie countenance of Resolution should, as he is, be 
altogether grim and unpleasant. 

Enter Fastidioub Brisk. 

Fast. Good hours make music with your mirth, gentlemen, and 
keep time to your humours!—How now. Carlo? 

Punt. Monsieur Brisk? many a long look have I extended for 
you, sir. 

Fast. Good faith, 1 must orave pardon: I was invited this morn¬ 
ing, ere I was out of my bed, by a bevy of ladies, to a banquet: 
whence it was almost one of Hercules’s labours for me to come away, 
but that the respect of my promise did so prevail with mo. 1 know 
they’ll take it very ill, especially one, that gave me this bracelet of 
her hair but over night, and this pearl another gave me from her 
forehead, many she-what! are the-writings ready ? 

Punt. I -will send my man to know. Sirrah, go you to the 
notary’s, and learn if he be ready: leave the dog, sir. [Exit Servant, 

Fast. And how does my rare qualified friend, Sogliardo? Oh, 
signior Macilente! by these eyes, I saw you not; I had saluted you 
sooner else, o’ my troth. I hope, sir, 1 may presume upon you, that 
you will not divulge my late check, or disgrace, indeed, sir. 

Mad. You may, sir. 

Car. He knows some notorious jest by this gull, that he hath him 
so obsequious. 

Sag. Monsieur Fastidious, do you see this fellow there? does he 
not look like a clo-wn? would you think there were any thing in 
him? 

FasL Any thing in him! beshrew me, ay; the fellow hath a good 
ingeiuous face. 

Sag. By this element he is as ingenious a tall man as ever swag¬ 
ger’d about London: he, and I, call Countenance and Resolution: 
out his name is cavalier Shift. 

Punt. Cavalier, you knew signior Clog, that was bang’d for the 
robbmy at Harrow on the hill ? 

Sag. Knew him, sir! why, ’twas he gave ail the directions for the 
aetioiL 

Punt. How! was it your project, sir? 

Shift. Pardon me. Countenance, you do me some -wrong to make 
oecasioiu public, which 1 imparted to you in private. 

Sag. God’s will! here arc none but friends. Resolution. 

Shift. That’s all one; things of consequence must have their 
rmpeots; whersi, how, and to whom.—^Yes, sir, he shewed himself a 
true Clog in the coherence of that affair, sir; for, if he had managed 
mattera as they were corroborated to him, it had been better for him 
by a forty or fifty score of pounds, sir; and he himself might have 
lived, in despight of fates, to have fed on woodcocks, with the rest: 
but it was lusheavy fortune to sink, poor (3og! and therefore talk 
no more of Ifim. 

Punt. Why, had he more okters then? 
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Sag. O lord, airl ay, tiiere were eome present tiiere, that were 
the Nine Worses to him, i’foith. 

Shift. Ay, sir, I can satis^ yon at more convenient conference: 
bnt, for mine own part, 1 have now reconciled myself to other 
conrsee, and ^fess a living out of my ot^w qualities. 

Sog. Nay, he has left all now, I assure you, and is able to live 
like a gentleman, by his qualities. By this dog, he has the most 
rare gift in tobacco that ever you knew. 

Car. He keeps more ado with this monster, than ever Banks did 
wi^ his horse, or the fellow with the elephant. 

Jfoct. He hang out his picture shortly, in a cloth, you shall 
see. 

Sog. O, he does man:^ a quarrel the beet that ever you saw, for 
terms and circumstances. 

Fast. Good faith, signior, now you speak of a quarrel. I’ll acquaint 
you with a difference that happened between a gallant and myself; 
sir Puntorvolo, you know him if I should name him, signior Luou- 
ieato. 

Punk Luoalentol what inauspicious chance interposed itself to 
your two loves? 

Faak Faith, sir, the same that sundered Agamemnon and great 
Thetis’ son; but let the cause escape sir: he sent me a challenge, 
mixt with some few braves, which 1 restored, and in fine we met. 
Now, indeed, sir, I must tell you, he did offer at first very desperately, 
but without judgment: for, look you, sir, I oast myself into tl^ 
figure; now he comes violently on, and withal advancing his rapier 
to str&e, I thought to have took his arm, for he had len his whole 
body to my election, and I was sure he could not recover his guard. 
Sir, I mist my purpose in his arm, rash’d his doublet-sleeve, ran him 
close ly the left onedc, and through his hair. He again lights me 
here,—J had on a gold cable hatband, then new come up, which I 
wore about a muiw French hat I hod,—outs my hatbon^ and yet 
it was masey goldsmith’s work, cuts my brims, which by good 
fortune, bdi^ thick embroider^ witii gold twist and singles, 
disappointed the force of the blow: nevertheless, it grazed on my 
shoiuder, takes me away six purls of an Italian out-work band 1 
wore; cost me three pound in the Exchange but three days 
before. 

Punt. This was a strange enooimter. 

Fast. Nay, you shall hear, sir: with this we both fell out, and 
breath’d. Now, upon the second sign of his assault, I betook 
me to the former manner of my defence; he, on the otiier side, 
abandon’d his body to the same dang^ os before, and follows me 
still with blows: but I beine loth to tue the deadly advantage that 
lay before me of his left sid^ made a kind of stnuEoasoun, ran him 
up'to the hilts through the doublet, through the shirt, and yet 
miss’d the skin. He, making a reverse blow,—^falls upon my em¬ 
boss’d ghdle; I had thrown off the hangers a little before—strikes 
off a smrt (d a thiok-Iaoed satin doublet I had, lined with four 
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taffataa, onto off two pum embroidered with pearl, leDda throng^ 
the drawings-oat of tusne, eaten the linioga, aM aUpa the fleah. 

Car. I wonder he apeaka not of hia wrought ahirt 

Fatt. Here, in the opinion of mutual damage, we panaed; but, 
ero I inooeed, I muat tml you, signior, that, in thia laat encounter, 
not having leiaure to put off my silw apnia, one of Uie roweb 
oatoh'd hmd of the ruffle of my boot, and, being Spaniah leather, 
and aubjeot to tear, overthrows me, rends me two pidr of silk 
atookingB, that 1 put on, bdng somewhat a raw morning, a peaoh 
colour and another, and strikes me some half inch deep into the aide 
of the calf: he, seeing the blood come, presently takes hone, and 
away: I, having bound up my wound with a piece of my wrought 

Car. 01 comes it in there? 

Fast. Rid after him, and, lighting at the court gate both togethw, 
embraced, and march’d hand in Imnd up into the presence. Waa 
not this busineas well carried? 

Maei. Weill yes, and by this we can guess what appuel the 
gentleman wore. 

Punt. ’Fore valour, it was a designment begun with much 
resolution, maintain’d with as much prowess, and ended with mon 
humanity.- 

Fe-enter Servant. 

How now, what says the notary ? 

Serv. He says, he is ready, sir; he stays but your worship's 
pleasure. 

Punt. Gome, we will go to him, monsieur. Gentlemen, shall we 
entreat you to be witnesses? 

Soif. You shaU entreat me, sir.—Come, Resolution. 

Shift. I follow you, good Countenance. 

Car. Come, signior, come, come. [Fzeunt aU but MaeUente. 

Maei. 0, that thme should be fortune 
To clothe these men, so naked in desert! 

And that ^e just storm of a wretched life 
Beats them not ragged for their wretched souls, 

And, since as fruitlw, even as black, as coals! [Exit. 

Mit - Why, but signior, how comes ti that Fungoso appeared not 
with his stkePs inteUigenee to Brisk t 

Cat. Marry, long of the evil angds that she gave him, who have 
indeed tempted the goM siiade tofiOow the tail of the fiuhian, 
and neglect Me imposition of hU friends. BehM, here he comes, very 
worAipfuUy attend and with good variety. 
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SCENE ‘V.-—A Boom tn Dbubo’s House. 

Enter Fukqoso tn a new suit, fdOowed by Jus Tailor, Shoemaker, 
and Haberdasher. 

Fung. Grameroy, good shoemaker. I’ll pat to strings myself. 
lExit iSAoemoier.']—Now, sir, let me se^ w!^t most you have for 
this hat? 

Habe. Here’s the bill, sir. 

Fung. How does it become me, weU T 

Tai. Excellent, sir, as ever you had any hat in your life. 

Fung. Nay, you’ll say so aU. 

Babe. In faiUi, sir, the hat’s as good as any man in this town can 
serve you, and will maintain fashion as long; never trust me for a 
groat else. 

Fur^. Does it apply well to my suit? 

Tai. Exceeding well, sir. 

Fung. How lifat thou my suit, haberdasher? 

Hdi& By my troth, sir, ’tis very rarely well made; I never saw 
a suit ait better, I can tell on. 

Tai. Nay, we have no art to please our friends, we! 

Fung. Here, haberdasher, teU this same. [Qives him money. 

Haoe. Good faith, sir, it makes you have an excellent body. 

Fung. Nay, believe me, I think 1 have as good a body in clothes 
as another. 

Tai. You lack points to bring your apparel together, sir. 

Fung. I’ll have points anon. How now! Is’t right? 

Hohe Faith, sir, ’tis too little; but upon farther hopes-Good 

morrow to you, sir. [ExU. 

Fung. Farewell, good haberdasher. Well, now, master Snip, let 
me see your bill. 

Hit. Me thinks he discharges his followers too thick. 

Cor. 0, therein he saueOy imitates some great num. I warrant you, 
though he turns them, he keeps this tailor, in place of a page, to 
faiUow him Mill. 

Fung. This bill is very reasonable, in faith: hark you, master 
Snip—Troth, sir, I am not altogether so well famished at this 

present, as I could wish I were; but-^if you’ll do me the favour 

to take part in hand, you shall have all I have, by this hand. 

Tai. Sir- 

Fung. And but give me credit for the rest, till the beginning of 
the next term. 

Tai. O^lord, sir—— 

Fai^’iJore God, and by this light, I’ll pay you to the utmost, 
and aotoowleaigtt myself very deeply engaged to you by the courteqr. 

Tai. WW» how much have you there, sir? 

! Fung. Murry, I have here four ang^, and fifteen shillings of 
ediito mon^y: it s l have, as I hope to be blest. 
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Tax. You will not fail me at the next term with the rest? 

Fung. No, an I do, pray heaven I be bang'd. Let me never 
breathe again npon this mortal stage, as the philosopher nalh it! 
By this air, and as I am a gentleman, Fil hold. 

Gor. Ht uxrt an iron-hearted feUow, in my judgment, that would 
not credit him upon (his volley of oaths. 

Tai. Well, sir. I’ll not stick with any gentleman for a trifle: you 
know what 'tis remains? 

Fung. Ay, sir, and 1 give you thanks in good faith. O fate, how 
happy 1 am made in thu go^ fortune! Well, now I’ll go seek out 
monsieur Brisk. ’Ods so, I have forgot riband for my shoes, and 
points. ’Slid, what luck’s this! how shall 1 do? Master Snip, 
pray let me redact some two or three shillings for points and 
ribands: as I am an honest man, I have utterly disfumished myself, 
in the default of memory; pray let me be beholding to yon; it shall 
come home in the bill, Iwlieve me. 

Tai. Faith, sir, I can hardly depart with ready money; but I’ll 
take up, and send you some by my boy presently. What coloured 
riband would you have? 

Fung. What you shall think meet in your judgment, sir, to my 
suit. 

Tai. Well, I’ll send you some presently. 

Fung. And points too, sir? 

Tai. And points too, sir. 

Fung. Good lord, how shall I study to deserve this kindness of 
you, sir! Pray let your youth make haste, for I should have done 
a business an hour since, that I doubt I shall come too late. \_Exit 
TaUor.'\ Now, in good faith, I am exceeding proud of my suit. 

Cor. Do you observe (Ae plunges that this poor gattani is put to, 
signior, to purchase the fashion t 

Mit. Ay, and to be still a fashion behind with the world, that's the 
sport. 

Cor. Stay : 0, here they come from seal’d and deliver’d. 


SCENE VI.—PuHTARVOLo’s Lodgings. 

Enter Puktabvolo, Fastidious Brisk tn a new suit, and 
Servants teith the dog. 

Punt. Well, now my whole venture is forth, I will resolve to 
dep^ shortly. 

Fadt. Faith, sir Puntarvolo, go to the court, and take leave of 
the ladies first. 

Punt. I care not, if it be this afternoon’s labour. Where is Oarlof 
Fast Here he cornea 




126 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 

Enter Caslo, Soouabdo, Shift, and Macilbrtb. 

Car. Faith, gallants, I am persuading this gentleman [potnto to 
Sogliardo'\ to tom courtier. He is a man of fair revenue, and his 
estate will bear the charge well. Besides, for his other gifts of the 
mind, or so, why they are as nature lent him them, pure, simple, 
without any artificial drug or mixture of these two threadbare 
beggarly qualities, learning and knowledge, and therefore the more 
accommodate and genuine. Now, for the life itself- 

Fast. O, the most celestial, and full of wonder and delight, that 
can be imagined, signior, beyond thought and apprehension of 
pleasure! A man lives there in that divine rapture, that he will 
think himself i’ the ninth heaven for the time, and lose all sense 
of mortality whatsoever, when he shall behold such glorious, and 
almost immortal beauties; hear such angelical and harmonious 
voices, discourse with such flowing and ambrosial spirits, whose 
wits are as sudden as lightning, and humorous as nectar; oh, it 
makes a man all quintessence and flame, and lifts him up, in a 
moment, to the very crystal crown of the sky, where, hovering in 
the strei^h of his imagination, he shall behold all the delights of 
the Hesperides, the Insulee Fortunatee, Adonis’ Gardens, Tempe, or 
what else, confined within the amplest verge of poesy, to be mere 
umbrae, and imperfect figures, conferred with the most essential 
felicity of your court. 

Mad. Well, this ecomium was not extemporal, it came too 
perfectly off. 

Car. Besides, sir, you shall never need to go to a hot-house, you 
shall sweat there wiw courting your mistress, or losing your money 
at primero, as well as in all the stoves in Sw^en. Ma^, this, sir, 
you must ever be sure to cany a good strong perfume about you, 
that your mistress’s dog may smell you out amongst the rest; and, 
in making love to her, never fear to be out; for you may ^ve a 
pipe of tobacco, or a bass viol shall hang o’ the wall, of purpose, 
will put you in presently. The tricks your Resolution has taught 
you in tobacco, the whiffe, and those sleights, will stand you in very 
good ornament there. 

Fad. Ay, to some, perhaps; but, an he should come to my 
mistress with tobacco (this gentleman knows) she’d reply upon him, 
i’faith. O, by this bright sun, she has the most acute, ready, and 
facetious wit that—tut, there’s no spirit able to stand her. You 
can report it, signior, you have seen her. 

Punt. Then can he report no less, out of his jud^ent, I assure 
him. 

Mad. Troth, I like her weU enough, but she’s too self-conceited, 
methinks. 

Fast. Ay, indeed, she’s a little too self-conceited; an ’twere not 
for that humour, she were the most-to-be-admired lady in the 
world. 

Punt. Indeed, it is a humour that takes from her other exceUences. 
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Maci. Why, it may easily be made to forsake her, in my tliought. 

Fast. Easily, sir! then are all impossibilities easy. 

Maci. You conclude too quick uj^n me, signior. What will you 
say, if I make it so perspicuously appear now, tliat yourself wall 
confess nothing more possible ? 

Fast. Marry, I will say, I will both applaud and admire you for it. 

Punt. And I will second him in the admiration. 

Mast. Why, I’ll show you, gentlemen.—Carlo, come hither. 

[Maci., Car., Punt., and Fast, whisper together. 

Sag. Good faith, I have a great humour to the court. What 
thinlis my Resolution? shall I adventure? 

Shift. Troth, Countenance, as you please; the place is a place of 
good reputation and capacity. 

Sog. O, my tricks in tobacco, as Carlo says, will show excellent 
there. 

Shift. Why, you may go with these gentlemen now, and see 
fashions; and after, as you shall see correspondence. 

Sog. You say true. You will go with mo. Resolution? 

Shift. I will meet you. Countenance, about three or four o’clock; 
but, to say to go with you, 1 cannot; for, as I am Apple-John, I 
am to go before the cockatrice you saw this morning, and therefore 
pray, present me excused, good Countenance. 

Sog. Farewell, good Resolution, but fail not to meet. 

Shift. As I live. [Exit. 

Punt. Admirably excellent! 

Maci. If you can but persuade Sogliardo to court, there’s all now. 

Car. O, let me alone, that’s my task. [Goes to Sogliardo. 

Fast. Now, by wit, Macilente, it’s above measure excellent; ’twill 
be the only court-exploit that ever proved courtier ingenious. 

Punt. Upon my soul, it puts the lady quite out of her humour, 
emd we shall laugh with judgment. 

Car. Come, the gentleman was of himself resolved to go with you, 
afore I moved it. 

Maci. Why, then, gallants, you two and Carlo go afore to prepare 
the jest; ^gliorfo and I wll come some while after you. 

Car. Pardon me, I am not for the court. 

Punt. That’s true; Carlo comes not at court, indeed. Well, you 
shall leave it to the faculty of monsieur Brisk, and myself; upon 
our lives, we will manage it happily. Carlo shall bespeak supper 
at the Mitre, against we come back: where we will meet and dimple 
our cheeks with laughter at the success. 

Car, Ay, but will you promise to come ? 

Punt. Myself shall undertake for them; he that fails, let his 
reputation lie under the lash of thy tongue. 

Car. Ods so, look who comes here! 

Enter Funooso. 

Sog. What, nephew! 

Fung. Uncle, God save you; did you see a gentleman, one 
monsieur Brisk, a courtier ? he goes in such a suit as I do. 
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Sog. Hero is the gentleman, nephew, but not in each a suit. 

Fwng. Another suit I 

Sog. How now, nephew? 

Fast. Would you epeak with me, sir? 

Car. Ay, when he haa recovered himself, poor Poll! 

Pvmt. Some rosa-solis. 

If act. How now, signiort 

Fuisg. I am not well, sir. 

Mad. Why, this it is to dog the fashion. 

Car. Nay, come, gentlemen, remember your affairs; his disease 
is nothing but the flux of apparel. 

Punt. Sirs, return to the lodging, keep the cat safe; I’ll be the 
do^s guardian myself. [ExmtU Servants. 

Sog. Nephew, ^1 you go to court with us? these gentlemen and 
I are for the court; nay, be not so melancholy. 

Fung. ’Slid, I think no man in Christendom has that rascally 
fortune that I have. 

Mad. Faith, you suit is well enough, dgnior. 

Fu^. Nay, not for that, I protest; but I had an errand to 
monsieur Fastidious, and I have forgot it. 

Mad. Why, go along to court with us, and remember it; come, 
gentlemen, you three take one boat, and Sogliardo and I ^ take 
another; we shall be there instantly. 

Fast. Content: good sir, vouchsafe us your pleasance. 

Punt. Farewell, Carlo: remember. 

Car. I warrant you: would I had one of Kemp’s shoes to throw 
after you. 

Punt. Good fortune will close the eyes of our jest, fear not: and 
we shall frolick. [Exeunt. 

Mit. This MacUente, signior, begins to be more sodable on a sudden, 
methinJis, than he teas before : there’s some •portent in it, I belieoe. 

Oor. 0, he’s a fellow of a strange nature. Now does he, in this calm 
of his humour, ana store up a world of malidous thoughts in his 
bmin, till he is so full with them, that you shall see the very torrent of 
his envy break forth like a land-flood: and, against the course of cSl 
their affections, oppose itself so violently, that you will almost have 
wonder to think, how 'tie possible the current of wdr dispositions shatt 
reedve so quick and strong an alteration. 

Mit. Ay, marry, sir, this is that, on which my expectation has 
dwelt all mis while ; for I must teU you, signior, though I was loth to 
interrufit the scene, yet I made U a question in mine oum private dis¬ 
course, how he diould properly caU U Every Man ont of his Humour, 
when I saw all his actors so strongly pursue, and continue their 
humours f 

Cor. Why, therdnhis art appears most fuUof lustre, and approacheth 
nearest the l(fs; especially when in the fame vend height of their 
humours. Am ore laid fat, fUs the eye better, and with more con¬ 
tentment. 'tlpw'. tedious a sight were it to behold a proud exalted tree 
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lopt, and'evt dovm by degrees, when tK might he feWd m a moment / 
and to set the axe to it before it came to that pride and fulness, were, 
as not to have it grow. 

Mit. Well, I duM long tiUI see this fall, you talk of. 

Cor. To hdp yo/ur lining, signior, let y^ imagination be swifter 
than a pair of oars : and by this, suppose furUarvolo, Brisk, Fungoso, 
and the dog, arrived at the court-gate, and going up to the great chamber. 
MacUente and Sogliardo, toe’ll leave them on the water, till possibUity 
and natural means may land them. Here come the gallants, now 
prepare your expectation. 


ACT V 

SCENE I .—The Palace Stairs. 

Enter Pdmtabvoi,o, with his dog, followed by Fastidioxts 
Brisk and Fumooso. 

Punt. Come, gentles, Signior, you are sufficiently instructed. 

Fast. Who, I, sir? 

Punt. No, this gentleman. But stay, 1 take thought how to 
bestow my dog; he is no competent attendant for the presence. 

Fart. Mass, that’s true, indeed, knight; you must not carry him 
into Uie presence. 

Punt. I know it, and I, like a dull beast, forgot to bring one of 
my cormorants to attend me. 

Fast. Why, yon were best leave him at the porter’s lodge. 

Punt. Not so; his worth is too well known amongst them, to be 
forth-coming. 

Foa. ’Slight, how will you do then T 

Punt. I must leave him with one that is ignorant of his quality, 
if I will have him to be safe. And see! here comes one that will 
cany coals, ergo, wUl hold my dog. 

Enter a Groom, with a basket. 

My honest friend, may I commit the tuition of this dog to thy 
prudent care? 

Groom. You may, if you please, sir. 

Punt. Pray thee let me find thee here at my return; it shall not 
be long, till I will ease thee of thy employment, and please thee. 
Forth, gentles. 

FaH. Why, but will you leave him with so shght command, and 
infuse no more charge upon the fellow f 

Punt. Chaigel no; there were no policy in that; that were to 
let him know the value of the gem he holds, and so to tempt frail 
nature against her disposition. No, pray thee let thy honeely be 
sweet, as it diall be ^ort. 

Groom. Yes, sir. , , „ t, • 

P«nt But hark you, gallants, and chiefly monsieur Brisk: wnen 
we «^'«A in qye-shot, or presence of this lady, let not other matten 
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oatry n* £Rmi our pvqjcot; but, if m oui, angle her forth to aome 
pleo » — 

foM. I warrant you. 

PutU. And be not too oidden, but let the device induce itaelf 
with good oiroamatance. On. 

Fung. 1 m tbia the way T good troth, here be fine hanginga. 

lExeunt Punt,, Ptut., and Fungoao. 

Qroom. Honetty t twett, and ahorlt Marry, it ahidi, air, doubt 
you not; for even at thia inatant if one would give me twmty 
pounda, I would not deliver him; there’a for the aweet: but now, 
if anv man come offer me but two-pence, he ahall have him; there’a 
for the ahort now. 'Slid, what a mad humorous gentleman is this 
to leave hia dog with me! I could run away with him now, an he 
were worth any thing. 

Enter MaonuNTX and Soouardo. 

Mad. Come on, signior, now prepare to court thia all-witted lady, 
moat naturally, and like yourself. 

Sag. Faith, an you say the word, I’ll l^n to her in tobacco. 

Mad. O, fie on’t! no; yon shall begin with. How doea my aweet 
lady, or. Why are you ao metaneholy, madam t though she be very 
merry, it’s all one. Be sure to kiss your hand often enough; pray 
for her health, and tell her, how more than moat fair she ia. Screw 
your face at one side thus, and protest: let her fieer, and look 
askance, and hide her teeth with her fan, when she laughs a fit, to 
bring her into more matter, that’s nothing: you must talk forward, 
(though it be without sense, so it be without blushing,) ’tis most 
oourt-iike and welL 

Sog. But shall I not use tobacco at all T 

Mad O, by no means; ’twill but make your breath suspected, 
and that you use it only to confound the rankness of that. 

Sog. Nay, I'll be adviaed, sir, by my friends. 

Mad. Od’s my life, see where sir I’untarvolo's dog is, 

Oroom. I would the gentleman would return for his follower here. 
I’ll leave him to his fortunes else. 

Mad, ’Twere the only true jest in the world to poison him now; 
hal by this hand I’ll do it, if I could but get him of tiie fellow. 
[Aaide.] Signior Sogliardo, walk aside, and tmnk upon some device 
to entertain the bufy with. 

Sog. So I do, sir. [ITotts off •» a meditating poature. 

Mad How now, mine honest friend! whose dog-keeper art thou? 

Qroof^ Dog-keeper, sir! I hope I seom that, i’faitk 

Mad Why, dost thou not keep a dogT 

Oroom. Sir, now I do. and now I do not: [iArotiii* off the dog.] I 
think this be aweet and ahort. Make me his dog-keeper! {Exit. 

Mad This is excellent, above expectation! nay, stay, sir; 
[ss&ny dog.] you’d be travelling; but Til g^ve you a dram 
diall shOTten your voyage, here. [Oivta Atm poison.) So. air, ru be 
bold to take my leave of you. Now to the l^irk’s oourt in the 
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deriTs Bamt, for you ■hall nsvar go o’ God’* immo [JTKhf kk» 
owfc}—Sogliardo, coma. 

Ag. I naro ifc i’foitb now, will ating it. 

Mad. tlake head you law it not, aignior, are yon ooma than; 
[weaerre it [IKMant. 

Cor. Bow like you thie fir^ exploit of hie f 
Mit O, a piece of true envy ; but I expect the iaeue of the other 
device. 

Cot. Here they come will make it appear. 


SCENE II .—An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Saviouna, Pontabvolo, FAsrtDiooa Brisk, and PtrNooso. 
8av. Why, I Uiought air Puntarvoto, yon had been gone your 


Punt. Dear and moat amiable lady, your dirina beautiea do bind 
me to thoae office*, that I cannot depart when I would. 

Sav. ’Tis moat court-lika spoken, air; but how might we do to 
have a sight of your dog and cat? 

Fact, Hia dog is in the court lady. 

Sav. And not your cat? how dare yon trust her behind you, air. 

Punt, l^th, madam, aba hath sore ayea, and aha doth keep her 
ehamber; marry, I hare left her under sufficient guard, there are 
two of my followers to attend her. 

Sav. I’ll give you some water for her eyes. When do you go, air T 

PunL Certea, sweet lady, I know not 

Fact. He doth stay the rather, madam, to present your acute 
iudgment with so courtly and well parted a gentleman as yet your 
lady^p hath never seen. 

Sav. What is he, gentle monsieur Brisk T not that gentleman T 

[Poiide to Fungoeo. 

Fad No, lady, this is a kinsman to justice Silence. 

Punt. Pray, mr, give me leave to report him. He’s aj^tleman, 
lady, of that rate and admirable faculty, as, I protest, I know not 
hia like in Europe; he is exceedingly valiant, an excellent scholar, 
and so exactly travelled, that he is able, in discoane, to deliver you 


pleasant, of all that ev«' entered the concave of this ear. 

Fad ’Tis most true^ lady; many, he is no such excellent proper 
man. 

Punt. His travels have ehanged his complexion, madam. 

San. O, air Puntarvoio, you must Uiink every mao was not bom 
to have iqy servant Brisk’s feature. 

Punt. Mt that which transoenda all, lady; ha <h>th ao geeriemly 
imitate aay manner of person for geatui^ actioo, paaalon, or 
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Ftu/t, ky, eapeoialljr a nutio or a clown, madam, that it ia not 
poaaible for the ahaipest-sighted wit in the world to discern any 
aparks of the gentleman in aim, when he does it 

8av. O, moradenr Brisk, be not so tyrannous to confine all wits 
within the compass of your own; not find the sparks of a gentleman 
in him, if he be a gentiemanl 

Fung. No, in truth, sweet lady, I believe you cannot. 

Sav. Do you believe so T why, 1 can find sparks of a gentleman in 
you, sir. 

PutU, Ay, he is a gentleman, madam, and a reveller. 

Fung. Indeed, I tUnk I have seen your ladyship at our revels. 

Sav. Like enough, sir; but would I might sec this wonder you 
talk of; may one have a sight of him for any reasonable sum ? 

Punt. Yes, madam, he will arrive presently. 

Sav. What, and shall we see him clown itt 

FaH. I’faith, sweet lady, that you shall; see, here he comes. 

EtUtr &1aci(.xmtb and Soouaruo. 

Punt. This is he! pray observe him, lady. 

Sav. Beshrew me, he clowns it properly indeed. 

Punt. Nay, mark his courtship. 

Sag. How does my sweet lady? hot and moist t btautiful and 
lusty t ha! 

Sav. Beautiful, an it please you, sir, but not lusty. 

Sog. O ho, lady, it pleases you to say so, in truth; And how dots 
my sweet ladyt in health T Bona row, quteso, que novelleaf que 
novellesf sweet creature! 

Sav. O excellent! why, gallants, is this he that cannot be de¬ 
ciphered? they wore very blear-witted, i'faith, that could not 
disoern the gentleman in him. 

Punt. But you do, in earnest, lady T 

Sav. Do I, sir! why, if you had any true court-judgment in the 
carriage of his eye, and ^t inward power that forms ius coun¬ 
tenance, you might perceive his counterfeiting as clear as the noon¬ 
day; aiiM—-nay, if you would have tried my wit, indeed, you 
should never have told me he was a gentleman, but presented him 
for a true clown indeed; and Uien have seen if I could have de¬ 
ciphered him. 

Fast. ’Fore God, her ladyship says true, knight: but does he not 
affect the clown most naturally, mistress T 

Punt. O, she cannot but affirm that, out of the bounty of her 
ju^ment. 

Sav. Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a gentleman to imitate: 
but I warrant you. he becomes his natural carriage of the gentle¬ 
man, much better than his clownery. 

Fast. 'Tis strange, in trutli, her ladyship should see so far into him! 

Punt. Ay, iaitnott 

Sav. Faith, aa easily as may be; not decipher him, quoth you! 

Fung. Gocxl aadneas, I woMer at it. 
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MaeL Why, has she deoiidierad him , gentlemeoT 

Punk O, moat mirsooloudy, and beyond edmintion. 

MaeL Is it posaiblet 

FasL She hath gather'd most infallible signs of the gentleman in 
him, that’s certain. 

8av. Why, gallants, let me laugh at you a little: was this your 
device^ to tiy my judgment in a gentleman? 

Man. Nay, lady, do not scorn us, though you have this gift of 
perspioaoy above others. What if he should be no gentleman now, 
but a clown indeed, lady ? 

PufU. How think you of that? would not your ladyship be Out 
of your Humour? 

Fa^. O, but she knows it is not so. 

8av. What if he were not a man, ye may as weil say ? Nay, if 
your worships could gull me so, indeed, you were wiser than you 
are taken for. 

MaeL In good faith, lady, he is a very perfect clown, both by 
father and mother; that I’ll assure you. 

8av. O, sir, you are very pleoaurabie. 

Maei. Nay, do but look on his hand, and that shall resolve you; 
look you, lady, what a palm here is. 

Sag. Tut, that was with holding the plough. 

MaeL The plough! did you discern any such thing in him, 
madam ? 

FaM. Faith no. she saw the gentleman as bright as noon-day, 
she; she deciphered him at first. 

MaeL Trotn, I am sorry your ladyship’s sight should be so 
suddenly struck. 

Sav. O, you are goodly beagles! 

Foal. Wnat, is she gone ? 

Sag. Nay, stay, sweet lady: gue novellea f gue novellm ? 

Sav. Out, you fool, you! [KxU in anger. 

Fung. She's Out of her Humour, i'faith. 

FaaL Nay, let’s follow it while ’tis hot, gentlemen. 

Punf. Come, on mine honour we shall make her blush in the 
presence; my spleen is great wdth laughter. 

Mad. Your laughter will be a child of a feeble life, I believe, sir. 
lAdde.] —Come, signior, your looks are too dejected, methinks; 
why mix jmu not mirth with the rest ? 

Fung. Od’s will, this suit frets me at the souL I’ll have it 
alter'd to-morrow, sore. 

SCENE III.—TAc Palaee Staira. 

Enter Shut. 

Shift. I am come to the court, to meet with my Countenance, 
Soghardo; poor men must be glad of snob countenance, when they 
can get no better. Well, need may insult moon a man, but it shaU 
never moke him deepeir of consequence. ’The world will say, ’tie 
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bMe: tush, basal ’tis baae to live under the earth, not base to live 
above it bj any meana. 


Enter Fastidioc8, Puntabvolo, Soouabdo, Funooso, 
and MAClJ:JI^rrB. 

Fad. The poor lady ia moat miaerably out of her humour, i’faith. 

Punt. There was never so witty a jeat broken, at the tilt of idl 
the eot^ wits ohriaton’d. 

Maei. O, this applause taints it foully. 

Sag. I think I did my part in courting.—O, Resolution! 

Punt. Ay me, mv dogi 

Maei. Where is he T 

Fad. 'Spreoioua, go seek for the fellow, good signior. 

[Exit Fungoen. 

Punt. Here, here 1 left him. 

Mad. Why, none was hero when we came in now, but cavalier 
Shift; enquire of him. 

Fad. Did you see air Puntarvolo’s dog here, cavalier, since you 

came? 

Shift. His dog, sir! he may look his dog, sir; I saw none of his 
dog, sir. 

Maei. Upon my life, he h.is stolon your dog, sir, and been hired 
to it by some that have ventured with you; you may guess by his 
peremptory answers. 

Punt. Not unlike; for he hath been a notorious thief by his own 
confession. Sirrah, whore is iny dogT 

Shift. CSiargo me with your «log, sir! I h.avo none of vour do", 
sir. 

Punt. Villain, thou liest. 

tihift. lue, sir! s'blood,—you are but a man, air. 

Punt. Rogue and thief, restore him. 

Sag. Take heed, sir Puntarvolo, wliat you do; he’ll bear no coals, 
f can tell you, o’ my word. 

Mad. This is rare. 


Sag. It’s marie he stabs you not; By this light, he hath stabbed 
forty, for fortv times less matter, I can tell you of my knowledge. 
Ihint. I will moke tlico stoop, thou abject. 

Sag. Make him stoop, sir! Gentlemen, pacify him, or he’ll be 
kill’d. 


Mad. Is he so tall a manf 

Sag. Tall a man! if you love his life, stand betwixt them, hlake 
him stoop! 

PmnL Siy dog, villain, or I will hang thee; thou hast confeet 
robberies, and other felonious aots, to this gentleman, thy Goun> 


Sog. I’ll bear no witness. 

Peal. And witiiout my dog, I will hang thee, for them. 


Bog. What! kned to thine enemies! 


kned*. 
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Shift. Pardon ma^ good nr; God ia my vitnom. I aorec did 
robb^ in oU my Ufa 

Re-enter Funooso. 

Fung. O, air Puntonrolo. your dog Um giving up the gboet in 
the wf^-yord. 

Maei. Heart, ia he not dead 3 ret! [Aeiie. 

Punt. 0, my dog. born to diaaatroiu fortune! jpray you conduot 
me, air. [Exit with Fungoto. 

Sag. How! did you never do any robl>cty in your lifeT 

Maei. O, thu is good! ao he awore, eir. 

Sag. Ay, I heard him: and did you swear true, sir? 

Shift. Ay, os 1 hope to be forgiven, sir, 1 never robbed any man; 
I never sto^ by the highwayaide. sir, but only said so, because I 
would i^t myscjf a name, and be counted a tall man. 

Sog. Now out, base viliaco! thou my Resolution! I thy Coun¬ 
tenance! By t^ light, gentlemen, he hath oonfest to me tlie 
moat inexorable company of robberies, and damn’d himself that he 
did ’eof: you never heard the like. Out, scoundrel, out! follow 
me no more, I command thee; out of my sight, go, hence, a|)eak 
not; I will not hear thee: away, camouccio! [Exit Shift, 

Mad. O, how I do feed upon this now. and fat myself! here were 
a couple unexpectedly dishumour’d. Well, by this time, I hope, 
air Puntarvolo and his dog are both out of humour to travel. 
[Amde.}—Nay, gmitlemen, why do you not sock out the knight, and 
comfort him? our supper at the Mitre must of necessity hold 
to-night, if you love your reputations. 

Fast. ’Fore God, I am so melancholy for his dog’s disaster—but 
I'll go. 

Sog. Faith, and I may go too, but I know I shall be so melancholy. 

Maei. 'iSjsh, melancholy! you must forget that now, and remem¬ 
ber you lie at the mercy of a fuiy: Carlo will rack your sinews 
asunder, and rail you to dust, if you come not. [Exeunt. 

Mit. O, then their fear of Carlo, belike, makee them hM their 
meeting. 

Cor. Ag, here he comes ; conceive him but to be enter'd the Mitre, 
and 'tie enough. 


SCENE IV.—A Room at the MUre. 

Enter Carlo. 

Car. Holla! where be these shot-sharks? 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. By and by; you are weloome, good master BufTone. 

Car. Where’s George? call me George hither, quickly. 

Druse. What wine please yon havrs idr? I’ll drew you that’s 
neat, mastsr Buflone^ 
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Car. Awmy, neophtte^ do u 1 bid thee^ bring my dear Gooigo to 
me:— 

£Wer GaoBOB. 

Mam, here he cornea. 

Otorge. Weloome^ maater Carlo. 

Car. Whatt ia anpper readv, GeorgeT 

Otorge. Ay, air, almoat: Will you have the cloth laid, maater 
Ckrlo? 

Oar. O, what riaet Are none of the gallanta come yetT 

Oeorge. None yet, air. 

Cor. Stay, take me witii you, George; let me have a good fat 
loin of pork laid to the fire, preaently. 

Qtargt, It ahall, rir. 

Car. And wiUuU, hear you, draw me the biggest shaft you have 
oat of the butt you wot of; away, you know my meaning, George; 
qnlokl 

Oearge. Done, sir. [EtcU. 

Car. I never hungered so much for anything in my life, as I do 
to know our gallants’ success at court: now is that lean, bald-rib 
Maoilente, that salt villain, plotting some mischievoua device, and 
lies a aoidting in their frothv humours like a dry crust, till he has 
drunk 'em all up: Could the pummice but hold up his eyes at 
other men’s happiness, in any reasonable proportion, ’slid, the slave 
were to be Iovm next heaven, above honour, wealth, rich fare, 
apparel, wenches, all the delights of the belly and the groin, what¬ 
ever. 

Rt~€tUer Gbobob taith two fug» of wine. 

Oeorgr. Here, master Carlo. 

Car. Is it right, boy? 

Oeorge. Ay, sir, I assure you ’tis right. 

Car. Well said, my dear George, depart: [£xt< Oeorge.'] —Come, 
my small gimblet, yon in the false scabbard, avrw, so! [Pvta forth 
the. Drawer, and ehute the door.] Now to you, sir Burgomaster, let’s 
taste of your bounty. 

Mit. What, will he deal upon eueh guantiHea of wine, alone t 

Cor. You will perceive that, eir. 

Car. [drinks.] Ay, marry, sir, here’s purity; O, George—I could 
Ute off his nose for this now, sweet rogue, he has drawn nectar, the 
very soul of the mpel I’ll wash my temples with some on’t 
premtlv, and driiu some half a score draughts; ’twill heat the 
brain, kindle my imagination, I shall talk notmng but crackers and 
fire-works to-night. sir I please you to be here, sir, and I here: sa 

[ffels the two eupe asunder, drinks with the one, and pledgee wQh 
the other, speaking for each ofths eupe, and drinking altemaUtg. 

Cor. This is worA the tAeervation, eignior. 

Car, 1 Cup. Now, air, here’s to yon; and 1 p r ese n t yaa with so 
mooh of my lov& 
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8 Owp. 1 tain it kindly feom yon, dr [drmJ»l and viB ntam 
joa tke like proportioo: but withal, nr, remembering the meny 
night we had at uie oonnteae'a, you know where^ air. 

1 Oup, heareo, you put me in mind now of a veiy neoemaiy 
office^ whioh I will propoae in your pledge, air; the heuth of that 
honomble eounteaa, and the aweet lady that aat by her, air. 

2 Oup. I do vail to it with reverenoe [dinnk$\ And now, ai^or, 
with theae iadiea, 1*11 be bold to mix Uie health of your oiTiae 
miatieaa 

1 Oup. Do you know her, air? 

2 Oup. O lord, air, ay; and in the reepeotful memory and mention 
of her, I could wish wine were tiie moat precious drug in the 
world. 

1 Cup. Good faith, sir, you do honour me in't exoeedingiy. 
[Driahs.] 

Ifik ITAom duuM he peraonate in Ihit, tignior t 

Gar. FaiSt, I know not, air; obatrve, obatnu Atm. 

2 Cup. If it were the baseet filth, or mud that runs in the channel, 
I am bound to pledge it reopMtively, air. [Drinka.] And now, sir, 
here is a replMiiiu’d bowl, which I will rooiprooaliy turn upon you, to 
the health of the count Frugale. 

1 Cun. The count Friigme’s health. airT I’ll pledge it on my 

knees, by this light. [Knatia. 

2 Cup. Will you, sir? I’ll drink it on my knees, then, by the light. 

Mit Why this ss arrange. 

Got. Have you heard a better drunken dialogue t 

2 Cup. Nay, do me right, air. 

1 Oup. Sol do, in faith. 

2 Cup. Good faith you do not; mine was fuller. 

1 Cup. Why, believe me, it was not. 

2 Cup. Believe me it was; and you do lia 

1 Oup Lia sir! 

2 Cup Ay, air. 

1 Oup. ’Swoundsl you raacall 

2 Oup. O, coma rtab it you have a mind to it 

1 Cup Stabt dost thou think I dare notT 

Car. [apeaka in hia own peraon.] Nay, I beseech you, gentlemea, 
what meant thiaf nay, look, for ahame reapeet your reputationa 

[Overtuma wine, pot, eupit, and att. 

Enter Maoimrri. 

Maei. Why, how now, Gariol what humour’s this? 

Car. O, my good misohiefl art thou comet when an the rest, 
nhen an tbs rest? 

Maei. Faith, three of our ordnanoe an bunk 

Oar. Bunt! how cornea thatt 

Maei Faith, ovaariiatged, ovenhaiged. 
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Car. But did not the tndn ^IdT 

Maei, O, yes, and the poor udy is irrecoverably blown up. 

Car. Why, but which cn the munition is miscarried, haT 

Mtui. Imprimia, sir Pnntarvolo; next, the Countenance and 
Resolution. 

Car. How, how, for the iove of wit T 

Mad. ^noth, the Resolution is proved recreant; the Countenance 
hath changed his copy; and the passionate knight is shedding 
funeral tears over his departed dog. 

Car. Whatl is his dog dead? 

Mad. Poison’d, ’to bought; marry, how, or by whom, that’s 
left for some cunning woman here o’ the Bank-side to resolve. For 
my part, I know nothing more than that we are like to have an 
sxceMing melancholy supper of it. 

Car. ’Siife, and I had purposed to be extraordinarily merry, I 
had drunk off a good preparative of old sock here; but will Uiey 
come, will they come? 

Mad. They will assuredly come; marry. Carlo, os thou lov’st 
me, run over ’em all freely to-night, and especially the knight; 
snare no sulphurous jest that may come out of that sweaty forge of 
thine; but ply thorn with all manner of shot, minion, saker, culverin, 
or anything, what thou wilt. 

Car. 1 warrant thee, my dear case of petrioncis; so 1 stand not in 
dread of thee, but that thou’lt second me. 

Mad. Why, my good German tapster, I will. 

Car. What George! Lomtero, LonUero, etc. [Singa and dawea. 

Re-enter Georok. 

Oeargr. Did you call, master Carlo? 

Car. More nectar, George: Lomtero, etc. 

Oeorge. Your meat’s roMy, sir, an your company were come. 

Car. Is the loin of pork enough T 

Oeorge. Ay, sir, it is enough. [Exit. 

Mad. Pork! heart, what dost thou with such a greasy dish? 1 
think thou dost varnish thy face with the fat on't. it looks so like a 
glue-pot. 

Car. True, my raw-boned rogue, and if thou wouldst farce thy 
lean rilm with it too, they would not, like ragged laths, rub out so 
manv doublets as they do; but thou know'st not a good dish, thou. 
O, ito the only nouriwing moat in the world. No marvel ^ough 
that saucy, stubborn generation, the Jews, were forbidden it; for 
what would they have done, well pamper’d with fat pork, that 
durst murmur at their Maker out of garlick and onions? ’Slight! 
fM with it, the whoreson strummet-patoh’d, goggled-eyed grumble- 
dories, would have gigantomacliised— 

Re-enter Gkoboi teith wine. 

Well said, my sweet George, fill, fill. 

Hit. Thia mvoura too mack of profanaiioK. 
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Oar. O -Serretor ad imam. 

Qualis ab incoeuto proceaBerit. at aibi conatet. 

The neeeeaitff of his vein ampeb • loleralibn. for ; bar this, and <kuh 
him ovt of hmmoMr before his lime. 

Car. ’Tie aw axiom in natund philosophy, what eomes nearest the 
nature of that itfeeda, converts ftiiaker to nourMAmani, and doth sooner 
essentiale. Now nothing in Aim and antraih aaaimilatea or reaemblea 
man more than a hog or swin& 

JUaei. True; end ha, to requite their courtoay, oftantimoa doffeth 
his own nature^ and puts on Uicira; as when he becomea as churlish 
as a hog. or as drunk aa a sow; but to your concluaion. [/MnAa. 

Car. Marty, I say, nothing resembling man more than a swine, 
it follows, nothing can bo more nourislii'- .;; for incleocl (but that it 
abhors from our nice nature) if wo fed upon one annlher, wo should 
shoot up a great deal faster, and thrive much better; 1 refer me 
to your usurous cannibals, or such like; but since it is so contrary, 
po^, pork, is your only feed. 

Mad. I take it, your devil be of the same diet; ho would nover 
have desired to have been incorporated into swino else.—(), here 
comes the melancholy mess; upon ’em. Carlo, charge, charge! 

Enter Puntarvolo, Fastihious Puisk, Soui.iAituo, and 
Ff.sooso. 

Car. 'Fore God, sir Ihintarvolo, I am sony for your heavinoKM; 
body o’ me, a shrew’d misrhance! wh 3 ', hod you no unicorn's horn, 
nor bcKoar’s stone al>out you, haT 

Punt. Sir, I would request you be silent. 

Mad. Nay, to him again. 

Car. Take comfort, good knight, if your cat have recovered her 
catarrh, fear nothing; your dog’s mischance may be holficn. 

FasL Say how, sweet Carlo; tor, so God mend mo. the (hxw 
knight’s moans draw me into fellowship of his misfurtunce. Itut 
be not discouraged, good sir Puntarvolo, I am content your adven¬ 
ture shall be performed upon your eat. 

Mad. I believe you, musk-cod. I believe you; for rather than 
thou would’st make present repayment, thou would'st take it upon 
his own bate return from Calais. [Aside. 

Car. Nay, 'slife, he’d be content, so he were well rid out of his 
company, to pay him five for one, at his next meeting him in Psul'a 
[AstM to Madlente .]—But for your dog. sir Puntarvolo. if ho be not 
out-right dead, there is a friera of mine, a quack-salver, shall put 
life in him again, that’s certain. 

Fang. O, no, that comee too late. 

Ifoci. 'Sprecioos! knight, will yon suffer this? 

Punt. Drawer, get me a candle and hard wax presently. 

[Exit Oeorge. 

8og. Ay, and bring up supper; for I am so melancholy. 

Cor. O, signior, where’s yoax Resolution f 
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8og. Rewlution! hang him, raaoal: 0, Carlo, if yon love do 
not mention him. 

Car. Why, how aoT 

8og. 0, toe arranteat crocodile that ever Christian waa acquainted 
with. By my ^ntry, I shall think the worse of tobacco wliiie I 
Uve, for hia aue; I md think him to be as tall a man- 

Maci. Nav, BuiTone, the knight, the knight. [Aside to Carlo. 

Car. ’Slud, he looks like an image cuved out of box, full of knots; 
his face is, for all the world, like a Dutch purse, with the mouth 
downward, his board the tassels; and he walks—let me sec—as 
melancholy as one o’ the master’s side in the Counter.—Do you 
hear, sir Buntarrolo f 

Punt. Sir, I do entreat you, no more, but enjoin you to silence, 
aa you affect vour peace. 

Car. Nay, but dear knight, understand here are none but friends, 
and such as wish you well, 1 would have you do this now; flay me 
your dog presently (but in any cose keep the head) and stuff his 
akin well with straw, os you see those dead monsters at Bartholomew 
fair. 

Punt. I siiall be sudden, I tell you. 

Car. O, if you like not that, sir, get me somewhat a less dog, and 
clan into the skin; here’s a slave about the town here, a .Jew, one 
Yonan: or a follow that makes perukes will glue it on artificially, 
it shall never be discern’d; besides, ’twill be so much the warmer 
for the hound to travel in, you know. 

Afoc*. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you be so patient! 

Car. Or thus, sir; you may have, as you come through Germany, 
a familiar for little or nothing, shall turn itself into the shape of 

your dog, or any thing, what you will, for certain hours- [Puniar- 

volo elri%e« A«m}——Ods my life, knight, what do you mean ? you’ll 
offer no violence, will you T hold, hold I 


Re-enter Gxobob, %oUh unx, and a lighted candle. 

Punt. ’Sdoath, you slave, you ban-dog, you I 

Car. As you love wit, stay the enraged knight, psntlemen. 

Punt. By my knighthood he that stirs in his rescue, dies.— 
Drawer, begone 1 [Exit Oeorge, 

Car. Muraer, murder, murdwt 

Punt. Ay, are you howling, you wolf?—Gentlemen, aa you tender 

S iur lives, suffer no man to enter till my revenge be perfect. Sirrah, 
uffone, lie down; make no exclamations, but down; down, you 
our, or I will make thy blood flow on my rapier hilts. 

Car. Sweet knight, hold in thy fury, and 'fore heaven I'll honour 
thee more than the 'Turk does Alabomet. 

Puid. Down, I sayl [Carlo ties dotcti.]—Who’s there f 

fAnocXtiig wiOUn. 

Cons. [wtAin.] Here’s the constalfle, open the doors. 

Cor. Good Macilente- 

Punt. Open no door; if the Adalantado of Spain were here he 
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diould not enter: one help me with the light* gentleman; yon 
knock in vain, air officer. 

Gar. Et In. BruU / 

PwU. Siniffi. cloee your lipii, or I will drop it in tliine eyee, by 
heaven. 

Car. O! OI 

Cana. [inYAm.] Open the door, or I will break it open. 

ilaei. Nay, pood constable, have patience a little; you shall 
come in presently; we have almost done. 

[PuntarvoUt srala up CarUt's lipa. 

Punt. So, now, are you Out of your Humour, sir? Shift, gentle* 
men. 

[They all draw, anti run out, except Fungoao, who eonceala himadj 
beneath the table. 

Enter Constable and Offeera, and seize Fastidious as he is 
rushing by. 

Cana. I^iy hold upon thia gallant, and pursue the rest. 

FaM. Lay hold on me, sir, for whatT 

Cana. Marry, for your riot here, sir, with the rest of your com¬ 
panions. 

Fas/t. My riot! master constable, take heed what you do. Carlo, 
did 1 offer any violence f 

Cana. O, air, you ace he is not in case to answer you, and that 
makes you so peremptory. , 

Re-enter Ceoroe and Drawer. 

Fast. 1‘eremptory! ’Slife, I appeal to the drawers, if I did him 
any hard measure. 

Otorge. They are all gone, there’s none of them will be laid any 
hold on. 

Cana. Well, sir, you are like to answer till the rest can be found 
out. 

Foot. ’Slid, I appeal to George here. 

Cona. Tut, George was not here: away with him to the Counter, 
sirs.—Come, sir, you were best get yourself drest somewhere. 

[Exeunt Const, and Officers, with Fast, and Car. 

Otorge. Good lord, that master Carlo could not take hoed, and 
knowing what a gentleman the knight is, if he be angry. 

Drawer. A pox on ’em, they have left all the meat on our hands; 
would they srere choaked with it for me! 

Re-enter Maciiju«tb. 

Jf act. What, are they gone, airs T 

Otorge. O, here’s master Macilente. 

Mata, [pointing to Fungoao.] Sirrah, Georm, do yon see that 
concealmeot there, that napkin under the table T 

Oeorge. ’Ods so, signior Fungoao I 

Ifact. He’s good pawn for the reckoning; be sure you keep him 

•ps<9 
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lun^ and let him not go Away till I oome a^n, thongti he offer to 
dlMhoi^all; rU return presently. 

Qtorge. Sirrah, we have a pawn for the reckoning. 

Dnw. What, of MadlenteT 

Oeorge. No; look undw the table. 

Fung, {creeping ouL] I hope all be quiet now; if I can get but 
forth of thia street, I eare not: maatera, I pray you tell me, is the 
constable roneT 

Qeorge. What, master Fungoso I 

Fung. Was’t not a good device this same of me, sirs? 

Oeorge. Yea, faith; have you been here nil tliis while? 

Fung. 0 lo^, ay; good sir, look nn the coast be clear. I'd fain 
be going. 

Oeorge. All’s clear, sir, but the reckoning; and tliat you must 
clear and pay before ^ou go, I assure you. 

Fung. 1 pay I 'Slight, I eat not a bit since I came into the 
house, yet. 

Draw. Why, you may when yon please, 'tis all ready below that 
was bespoken. 

Fung, Bespoken I not by me, I hope? 

Oeorge. By you, air I I know not that; but 'twaa for you and 
your oompnny, 1 am sure. 

Fung. My company I 'Slid. I was nn invited guest, so I was. 

Draw. Faith we have nothing to do with that, sir: they are nil 
. TOne but you, and we must be answered; that’s the short and the 
foag on't. 

Fung. Nay, if you will grow to extremities, my masters, then 
would this pot, cup, and nil were in my belly, if I have a cross 
about mo. 

Qeorge. What, and have such apparel I do not say so, signior; 
that mightily disoredita your clothes. 

Fung, As I am an honest man, my tailor had all my money this 
morning, and yet I must be fain to alter my suit too. Good sirs, let 
me go, 'tis Friday night, and in good trutli 1 have no stomach in the 
world to eat any thing. 

Draw. That’s no matter, so you pay, sir. 

Fung, 'Slight, with what conscience can you ask me to pay that 
I never drank for? 

Oeorge, Yes, sir, I did see you drink once 

Fung, By tliia onp, which is silver, but you did not; you do me 
Inftiffte wroim: 1 looked in the pot once, indeed, but 1 did not 
drink. 

Draw. Well, sir, if you can satisfy our master, it shall be all one 
to us. 

WUhin. Georgol 

Qeorge. By and by. 

Oor. Loae not goureelf now, eignior. 


[Exeunt, 
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8CEXE V.— A Room in Dkubo’s House, 

Enter Haciuo:tk and Dkubo. 

MaeL^ Tat, air, you did bear too hard a conceit of me in that; 
but 1 will now mtwe my love to you most transparent, in spite of 
any dust of suspicion that may be raised to cloud it; and nenoe- 
forth, since I see it is so against your humour, I will never labour 
to persuade you. 

Deli. Why, 1 thank you. signior; but what is that you tell me may 
ooncem my peace so much? 

Mod. Faith, sir, ’tlst hus. Your wife’s brother, signior Fungoso, 
being at supper to-night at a tavern, with a sort of gn Hants, there 
happened some division amongst them, and he is left in pawn for 
the reckoning. Now, if over you look that time shall present you 
with an happy occasion to do your wife some gracious and accept¬ 
able service, take hold of this opportunity, and presently go and 
redeem him; for, being her brother, and his credit so amftly eiigagi^ 
os now it is, when she shall hear, (as he cannot himself, but he must 
out of extremity report it,) that you came, and oifer^ yourself so 
kindly, and with that respect of his reputation; why, the benefit 
cannot but make her dote, and grow mM of your ailections. 

Dtii. Now, by heaven, .Mocilcnte, I acknowledge myself exceed¬ 
ingly indebt^ to you, by this kind tender of your love; and I am 
sorry to remember that I was ever so rude, to neglect a friend of 
your im|)ortance.—Bring me shoos and a clonk here.—I was going 
to bed, if you had not come. Wliat tavern is it? 

Mad. The Mitre, sir. 

Ddi. O! Why, Ficio! my shoos.—Oond faith, it cannot but 
please her exceedingly. 

Enter Fau.ACE. 

Fal. Come, 1 marie what niece of night-work you have in hand 
now, that you call for a cloak, and your shoes; What, is this your 
pander? 

Ddi. O, sweet wife, speak lower, I would not he should hear 
thee for a world- 

Fal. Hang him, rascal, I cannot abide him for his treachery, 
with his wild quick-set beard there. Whither go you now with him T 

Ddi. No, whither with him, dear wife; 1 go alone to a plsoe, 
from whence I will return instantly.—Good Macilentc. acquaint not 
her with it by any means, it may come so much the more accepted; 
frame some oUier answer.—I'll come bock immediately. [Exit, 

FaL Nay. an I be not worthy to know whithre you go, stay till 
I take knowledge of your coming back. 

Mad. Hear you, mistress Deliro. 

Fal. So, sir. and what say you ? 

MaeL Faith, lady, my intents will not deserve this slight respeot, 
when you shall know them. 
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FdL Yonr intentol why, what may your intents for Gkxl’s 

sskeT 

Maei. Troth, the time allows no oircnmstance, lady, therefore 
know this was but a device to remove your husband hence, and 
beetlw him securely, whilst, with more oonvenioncy, I might reTOit 

to you a misfortune that hath happened to monsieur Brisk-Nay, 

comfort, sweet lodv. This nigh^ being at sup[wr, a sort of young 
gallants committea a riot, for the which he only is apprehendra and 
carried to tiie Counter, where, if your husband, and other creditors, 
should but have knowledge of him, the poor gentleman were undone 
for ever. 

FaL Ah met that he wore. 

ifoct. Now, therefore, if you can think upon any present means 
for his delivery, do not foreslow it. A bribe to the officer that 
committed him will do it. 

FaL 01ord,Blrl he shall not want for a bribe; pray you. will you 
commend me to him, and say I’ll visit him presently. 

Had. No, lady, I shall do you better service, in protracting your 
husband's return, that you may go with more safety. 

Fat. Good truth, so you may; farewell, goexi sir. [Exit Mad .]— 
Lord, how a woman may be mistaken in a man! I would have 
sworn upon all the Testaments in the world he hod not loved master 
Brisk. Bring me my keys there, maid. Alas, good gentleman, if 
oil 1 have in this earthly world will pleasure him, it shall be at his 
service. [Exit. 

Mit. How Madlente awtala in this budnesM, if you mark him t 

Cor. Ay, you shall see the true picture of spile, anon: here comes 
the pawn and his redeemer. 

SCMNR VI.— A Hoorn at the Mitbk. 

Enter Dsliho, Funooso, and Georos. 

Delu Come, brother, be not discouraged for this, man; what I 

Fung. No, truly, I am not discouraged; but I protest to you, 
brother, I have done imitating any more gallants either in purse or 
appwel, but os shall become a gentleman, for good carriage, or so. 

belL You say well.—^Tbis is all in the bill here, is it notT 

Oeorge. Ay, sir. 

DelL There’s your money, tell it: and, brother, 1 am glad I met 
with so good occasion to shew my love to you. 

Fung. 1 will study to deserve it in good truth an I live. 

DelL What, is it right? 

Oeorge. Ay, sir, and 1 thank you. 

Fmg. Let me have a capon’s leg saved, now the reckoning is p^ 

Oeaiife. You shall, sir. [£xil. 

Enter MaoiUBNn. 

Mad. Where’s signior Oeliror 

Deli. Hen, Mocilente. 
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Maei. Haik yon. air, hava you dispatoh’d this samet 

Ddi. Ayv many have L 

Mad. Well then, 1 can tell yon ne«s; Brisk is in the Ooanter. 

DdL In the Counter! 

Mad. 'Tis true, sir, committed for the stir here to-nig^t. Wow 
would I have you send your brother home afore him, with the 
report of this your kindness done him, to his sister, which will so 
pleasingly possess her, and out of his mouth too, that in the mean¬ 
time you may clap your action on Brisk, and your wife, being in so 
happy a mood, cannot entertain it ill, by am means. 

Deli. ’Tis very true, she cannot, indoM, I think. 

Mad. Think! why ’tis |Miat thought; you shall never meet the 
like opportunity, I assure you. 

Deli. I will do it.—Brother, pray you go home afore (this gentle¬ 
man and I have some private business), and tell my sweet wife I’ll 
come presently. 

Fung. 1 will, brother. 

Mad. And, signior, acquaint yonr sister, how liberally, and out 
of his bounty, your brother has used you (do you see T), made you a 
man of good reckoning; redeem’d that you never were |>oHHeHt of, 
credit; gave you as gentlemanlike terms as might be; found no 
fault wi& your coming behind the fashion; nor nothing. 

Fung. Nay, I am out of t hose humours now. 

Mad. Well, if you be out, keep your di.stance, and i)o not made 
a shot-clog any more.—Come, signior, let’s make haate. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—TAs Counter. 

Enter Faijjick and Fa.stidious Brisk. 

Fat. O, master Fastidious, wlwt pity is it to see so sweet a man 
as you are, in so sour a place! [Kiaaca hint. 

Cor. Aa upon her lipa, does ahe mean r 

klit. O, Ihia ia to be imagined the Counter, belike. 

Foal. Troth, fair lady, ’tis first the pleasure of the fates, and next 
of the constable, to have it so: but 1 am patient, and indeed com¬ 
forted the more in your kind visit. 

Fat. Nay, you shall be comforted in me more than this, if you 
please, sir. I sent you word by my brother, sir, that my husband 
laid to ’rest you this morning; I know not whether you received it 
or no. 

Faat. No, believe it, sweet creature, your brother gave me no 
such intelligence. 

FaL O, uie lord! 

Faat But has your husband any such purpose? 

Fat. O, sweet master Brisk, yes: and the^ore be presently dis¬ 
charged, for if he come with his actions upon you, Lmn deliver vout 
you are in for one half-a-score yw; he kmt a poor man in Lnd^te 
onoe twdve year for sixteea shillinge. Where's your keeper? for 
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lov«r« lake osll him, let him taka a Inlbe, and deapatoh yon. Lord, 
how my heart trembleal here are no api^ are thweT 

J^oat. No, Bweet miatreaa. Why an yon in thia paaaiont 

Fdl. O lord, maater Faatidioua, if you knew how I took np my 
hnaband to^y, when he aaid he would arreat you; and how 1 
railed at him that peranaded him to it, the aoholwr then (who, on 
my oonaoienae, loves you now), and iriiat can I took to send you 
inteUigenoe by my brother; and how I gave him four soveroigns for 
his paanst and now, how I oame running out hither without man or 
bov witii me^ so soon as I heard on’t; you’d aay I w«e in a panion 
inoeed. Your keeper, for God’s sakol O, master Brisk, as ’tis in 
EwpkvM, Hard m ^ choice, when one ia compelled either by eilenee to 
die with grief, or by apeaking to live with ahatne. 

Faat. BUr lady, 1 oonoeive yoa, and may this kiss anun you, 
that when adversity hath, as it were, contracted, prosperity shall 
not——Od’s me! your husband. 

ErUer Duuao and Macilsntb. 

Fal, O mel 

Dell. Ay I Is it thus? 

Ifoei. Why, how now, aignior Deliru! has the wolf seen you, haT 
Hhth Gorgon’s head made marble of you T 

Dell. Some planet strike me dead 1 

JHaei. Why, look you, sir, I told you, you might have suspected 
tbis long afore, hod you pleased, and have saved tiiis labour of 
admira^n now, and passion, and such extremities as thia frail lump 
of flesh is subject unto. Nay, why do you not doat now, signiorT 
methinks you should say it were some enchantment, deeeptio vieua, 
or so, hat If you could persuade yourself it were a dream now, 
*twen excellent: faith, try what you can do. signior: it may be 
your imagination will be brought to it in time; there’s nothing 
Impossible. 

J^ul. Sweet husband 1 

Deli. Out, lascivioua otrumpetl [Exit. 

Mod. What I did you see how ill that stale vein became him 
afore, of sieeel tci/e, and dear heart; and are you fallen just into the 
same now, with aweei huaband / Away, follow him, go, keep state: 
what I remember you are a woman, turn impudent; give him not 
^0 head, thoush you give him the horns. Away. And yet, 
methinks. you uiouid take your leave of enfant perdu hero, your 
forlorn hope. [l?xi( Fol.]—How now, monsieur Brisk? what I 
Friday night, and in affliction Uto, and yet your pulpamento, your 
deUoate morsels I 1 perceive the affection of ladies and gentle* 
woman pursues you wheresoevw you go, monsieur. 

Faat. Now, in good foith, and os I am gentle, there could not 
have come a thing in this world to have distreoted me more^ than 
the wrinkled fortunes of this poor dame. 

Man. O yes, air; 1 can toll you a thing will distraot you much 
better, believe it: Signkw Oeliro has entered three sotionB against 
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yon. three eotioiu, monrienrl merty, one of them (FU put you in 
comfort) ia but three thousand, aod the other two, some five thou- 
■and pound together: trifles, trifles. 

FaaL 0,1 am undone. 

Maei. Nay, not altomther so, sir; the knight must have his 
hundred pound repaid, that will help too; and then six score fiounds 
for a diamond, you know where. These be things will weigh, 
monsieur, they wDl weigh. 

FaaL O heaven 1 

Mad. Whatl do you sigh? this is to ki»» the hand of a nnin/eas, 
to have her coach sent Jbr you, to hang poniarda in leuliee' garlera, to 
wear braeelela of their hair, an<l for every one of these groat favours 
to oil* aome dight jewd of five hundred crouma, or ao ; why, 'Us 
notliing. Now, monsieur, you see the plague that tiwls on the 
heels o’ your foppery: well, go your ways in, remove yourself to 
the two-penny ward quickly, to save charges, and there set up your 
rest to spend sir I’untarvulo's hundred |x>und fur him. Away, 
good pomander, go! [Exit Faalidioua. 

Why, here’s a change! now is my soul at peace: 

1 am as empty of all envy now, 

As they of merit to be envied at. 

My humour, like a (lame, no longer lasts 
Than it hath stuff to feed it; and their folly 
Being now raked up in their repentant ashes, 

Affow no ampler subject to my spleen. 

I am so far from malicing their states. 

That I begin to pity them. It grieves mo 
To think they have a being. 1 could wish 
They might turn wise u|>on it, and be saved now. 

So heaven were pleased: but let them vaniali, vapours!— 
Gentlemen, how like you itT has’t not been tedious f 

Cor. Nay, tee have done cenauring now. 

Mit. Yea,faith. 

Maei. How ao T 

Cor. Marry, beeauae tee'U imitate your attara, and be out of our 
humoura. Beaidea, here are thoae round about you of more ability in 
eenaure than we, tdtoae judgmenta can give it a more aatiafying aUow- 
ancs ; wdtt refer you to them. [Exeunt Cordalua and Mitia. 

Jfaei. [comingforward.] Ay, is it even so?—Well, gentlemen, I 
should have gone in, and return’d to you as I was Asper at the 
first; but by reason the shift would have been somewhat long, and 
we are loth to draw your patience farther, we’ll entreat you to 
imagine it. And now, that you ma^ see I will be out of humour for 
company, I stand wholly to your kind api^bation, and indeed am 
nothing ao pmemptoiy as I was in the be^nning: marry, I will not 
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do M Flaatos in hb Ampi^irio, for all thii, mmmi JovU oomS 
• plandite for Qod’s nln; but if you, out of tho 
. Doanty of your gm*liking, will bostow it^ why, you may in time 
make lean Aiaoilente aa fat aa air John Fabtaff. [FouL 


THE EPILOGUE 

AT TH> 

PRESENTATION BEFORE QUEEN ELI2ABETH 
BY HAOItBNTB. 

Narer till now did object greet mine eyoe 
With any light oontent: but in her graces 
All my malioioua powers have lost their stings. 

SoTy is fled from mv soul at sight of her. 

And she hath ohaaea all black Uioughto from my bosom, 
like aa the sun doth darkness from the world, 
stream of humour is run out of me. 

And aa our city’s torrent, bent t’infect 
^e hallow’d wwols of the silver Thames, 
la obeok’d by strength and olearneas of the river, 

1111 it hath spent itself even at the shore; 

^ in Ike ample and unmeasured flood 
Of her perfections, are my passions drown’d; 

And I have now a spirit ns sweet and clear 
Aa the more rarefied and subtle air:— 

With which, and with a heart aa pure aa fire. 

Yet humble as the earth, do I implore, [Kneels. 

O heaven, that She, whose presence hath effected 
This change in me, may suffer moat late change 
In her admired and happy m>vemmont: 

May still this Island be call’d Fortunate, 

And ruraed Treason tremble at the sound. 

When Iwe shall speak it with an empharis. 

Let foreign polity be dull as lead, 

And pale Invasion come with half a heart, 

When he but looks upon her blessed soU. 
llM throat of War be stopl within her land. 

And turtle-footed Peace nance fairy rings 
Abont her court; where never may there come 
Snqtect w danger, but all trust aim safety. 

Let Flattery be dumb, and Envy blind 

Id her dread presence: Death hunself admire her; 

And may her virtues make him to forget 
The use of his inevitable hand. 

Fly from h«r. Age; sleep, ’Kme^ hefrae her throne; 

Our ationgart wall falls down, when she is gon& 



CYNTHIA’S REVELS: 

OR, THE FOUNTAIN OF SELF-LOVE 


TO THB SPECIAL FOUNTAIN OP HANNBES 

THE COURT 

Thou art a bountiful and brave wring, and waterett all the noble plants 
of tbit island. In thee the whole kingdom dressetb Itself, and Is ambllious 
to use thee as her glass. Beware then tlinu render men's figures truly, 
sod teach them no less to bate their deformities, than to love their forma; 
for, to nacc, there should come reverence; and no man can call that lovely, 
which IS not also venerable. It is not powdering, perfuming, and every 
day smelling of the tailor, that convertetb to a beautiful object; but a 
mind shining through any suit, which needs no false light, either of riches 
or honours, to help it. Such shait thou find some here, even In the reini 
of Cynthia,—a Crites and an Arete. Now, under thy Phabus, It will Be 
thy province to make more; eicept thou deairest to have thy source mis 
with the spring of self-love, and so wilt draw upon thee at weloone a 
discovery ot thy da}-s, as was then made of her nights. 

Thy servant, but not slave, Ben Jonson. 

DRAMATIS PERSONiG 

Cynthia. 

Mercury. 

Hesperus. 

Crites. 

Auorphus. 

Asotus. 

Heoon, 

Anaides. 

Morphides. 

Prosaites. 

Horus. 

Cupio. 

SCENE,— Caeca PHIS 


INDUCTION. 

TUB STAOB. 

A/Ur Ihe teeond mmmdmg. 

Ejnter Uu«e of the Children, struggling. 

1 Child. Pray yon away ; why, /dlows / Coda to, do yon 

mem/ 

S Child. Marry, that you thaU not tpeak the yndognt, eir. 
a Child. Why, do you hope to tpeak iff 
*49 


Echo. 

Arete. 

Phantaste. 

Arcurion. 

Philautia. 

Moria. 

Cos. 

Gelaia. 

Phronesis, \ 
Thauma, I Uulet . 
Time, > 
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2 CSuId. Ay, and I think I have most right to it: I am awe I 
atvdied it first. 

3 Child. That's aU one, if the author think / can sprak it better. 

1 Child. / plead possession of the cloak: gerUles, your suffrages, / 
pray you. 

[\Vithin.] Why, children/ are you not ashamed ? come in there. 

3 Child. Slid. FU pday nothing in the play, unless I speak it. 

1 Child. Why, will you stand to moat voices of the gentlemen/ let 
that decide it. ' 

3 Child. O, no, sir gallant; you presume to have the start of us 
there, and t/uU makes you offer so prodigally. 

1 Child. No, would I were whipped if I had any such thought ; try 
it by lots either. 

2 Child. Faith, / dare tempt my fortune in a greater venture than 
Ms. 

3 Child. Well said, resolute Jack / I am content too, so we draw 
first. Make the mtls. 

1 Cliild. But will you not snatch my cUmk while I am stooping ? 

3 Child. No, we scorn treachery. 

2 Oiild. Which cut shall apeak it / 

3 Chilli. The shorten. 

1 Cliild. Agreed ; draw. [They draw cnts-l The shortest is come to 
the shortest. Fortune tvas not altogether blind in this. Now, sir, / 
hope I shall go forward without your entyy. 

2 Child. A spite of all mischievous luck / I teas once plucking at 
the other. 

3 Cliild. Stay, Jack : 'slid. I'll do somewhat now afore I go in. 
though it be nothing but to revenge myself on the author : since I speak 
not his prologue. I'll go tell all the argument of his jday afore-hand, 
and so stale his invention to the auditory, before it eoinc forth. 

1 Child. O, do not so. 

2 Child. By no means. 

3 Child. [Advancing to the front of the Stage.] First, the title of 
his play is Cynthia's Revels, as any man that hath hojw to be saved 
by his hook can witness ; the, scene ijargaphie, which I do vehemently 
suspect for some fustian country ; but let that mnish. Here is the 
court of Cynthia, whither he brings Cupid travelling on fool, resnlvcd 
to turn page. By the way Cupid meets with Mercury (im that's a 
Mng to be noted); take any of our play-bmtks without a Cupid or a 
Mercury in it, and bum it for an heretic in jxtefry .—[In these and 
the aub^uont siiecclies, at every break, the other two interrupt, 
and endeavour to stop him.] Pray Ihre, let me alone. Mercury, he 
in the nature of a conjuror, raises up Echo, who weeps over her Itwe, or 
daffodil. Narcissus, a little ; sings; curses the spring wherein the 
vretty fxdish gentleman melted himself away : and there's an end of 

ner. -.Vow I am to inform you, that Cupid and Mercury do both 

become pages. Cupid attends on Philaulia, or Self-love, a court lady : 
Mercury follows Iledon, the Voluptuous, and a courtier; one that 
ranks himself even with Anaidcs, or the Impudent, a gallant, and that's 
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qty part ; one that keepa LaughUr, Odaia, the daughter tf FoQy, a 

weaeh m hoy'a attire, to teait on him. - Theae, in the court, meet with 

Amorphna, or the deformed, a traveUer that hath drunk of the fountain, 
and there tdh the wondera of the water. They presenUy diapateh away 
their pagta with botOea to fetch of it, and themaehee go to xoait the 
ktdiea. Bui I ahould have told you — Look, theae emmeta put me out 
here—that with thia Amorphua, there cornea along a citixen'a heir, 
Aaotua, or the Prodigcd, who, in imitation of the traveller, who hath the 

Whetalone following him, entertaina the Beggar, to be hia attendant - 

Now, the nymjdia who are miatreaaea to these gallanta, are Philautia, 
Self-love; Phantaate, a light Wittineaa; Argurion, Money; and 
their guardian, mother Maria, or miatreaa Folly. 

1 Oiild. Pray thee, no more. 

3 Child. There Cupid strikes Money in love with the Pmdigat, 
makes her dote upon him, give him jewrla. bracthta, eareanets, etc. 
All which he moat ingeniously departs with<d to be made known to the 
other ladies and gallanta ; and tn the heat of thia, inerraara hia train 

with the Fool to follow him, as well aa the Beggar - By this time, your 

Beggar begins to teait close, who ia returned with the rest of hia felloto 
boUlemen.——There they all drink, save Argurian, who ia fallen into 
a sudden apoplexy - 

1 Child. Stop hia mouth. 

3 Child. And then, there's a rehretl scholar there, you would not 
wiA a thing to be better contemn’d of a society of gallanta, than it ia ; 
and he applies hia service, good gentleman, to the. lady Arete, or Virtue, 
a poor nymph of Cynthia’s train, that’s scarce able to buy herself a 
gown ; you shall see her play in a Mark robe anon : a creature that, I 
assure you, is no less scorn'd than himstlf. H'hrre am I now? at a 
stand / 

2 Child. Come, leave at last, yet. 

3 Child. O, the night is come [’tuns sorrauduU dark, meJhought). and 
Cynthia intends to rorne forth ; that help* it a little yet. All the 
courtiers must provide for revels ; they conclude upon a maai/ue, the 

device of which ia - What, will you ravish me f - - that each of these 

Vices, being to appear before Cynthia, would seem other than indeed 
they are : and therefore assume the most neighlxjuring Virtues aa their 
masking habit - Fd cry a rape, but that you are children. 

2 Cliild. Come, we’ll hare no more, of this antieipaliem; to give 
them the inventory of the.ir cates aforehand, tcere the discipline of a 
tavern, and not fitting this presence. 

1 Child. Tut, this was but to shew us the happiness of hia memory. 
I thought at first he would have plaid the ignorant critic with everything 
along aa he had gone ; / expected some ouch device. 

3 Child. O, jfou shall seems do that rarefy ; lend me thy cloak. 

1 Child. Soft, air, you'll apeak my prologue in it, 

3 ^ild. No, would I might never stir then. 

2 Child. Lend it him, lend it him. 

1 Child. Well, you have sworn. [Gives him the cloak. 

3 Child. I have. Now, air, suppose I am one of your genteel 
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amdUort, that am come in, having paid my money at the door, toUh 
muck ado, and here I take my plaoe and sit down; I have my Oeree 
eortt of tobacco in my pocket, my light by me, and thua I begin. [At 
the breaks he takes ms tobacco.] By Uiia light, / wonder that any 

man it to mad, to come to tee these raaeally tits “fday here - They So 

act like to many wrens or pismires - not the fifth pe^ of a good face 

amongst them all. - And then their music is abominable——able to 

stretch a man's ears worse than ten - pillories and their ditties - 

most lamenbAle things, like the pitiful fellows that make them - poets. 

By this vapour, an 'twere not for tobacco -/ think - the very 

stench of 'em would poison me, 1 should not dare to come in at their 

gales - A man were belter visit fifteen jaUs -or a dozen or two oj 

hospitals——than once adventure to come near them. How is't f well t 

1 Child. Excellent; give me my cloak. 

3 Child. Stay ; you shall see me do another now, but a more sober, 
or beUer.gatherd gaUant; that is, as U may be thought, some friend, 
or weU-tvidher to the house : and here I enter. 

1 Child. What, upon the stage too f 

2 Cliild. Yes ; and / step forth like one of the children, and ask 
you. Would you have a stool, sir ? 

3 (%ild. A stoid, boy I 

2 Child. Ay, sir, if you'll give me sixpence I'll fetch you one. 

3 Child. For what, 1 pray thee ? what shall I do with it ? 

2 Child. O lord, sir / wUl you betray your ignorance so much f 
why throne yourself in state on the Stage, as other gentlemen use, sir. 

3 Child. Away, wag ; what, wouldst thou make an implemetd of 
me t 'Slid, the boy takes me for a piece of perspective, I hold my 
life, or some silk curtain, come to hang the Oage here ! Sir crack, I 
am rxone of yonr fresh pictures, that use to beautify the decayed dead 
arras in a public theatre. 

2 Child. 'Tis a sign, sir, you put not that confidence in your good 
clothes, and your better face, that a gentleman should do, sir. But I 
pray you, sir, let me he a suitor to you, that t/ou tvill quit our stage 
then, and take a place ; the play is instantly to begin. 

3 Cliild. Most willingly, my good wag ; but / tcould speak with 
your author : where is he f 

2 Cliild. Not this way, I assure you, sir ; tee are not so officioudy 
befriended by ktm, as to have his presence in the tiring-house., to prompt 
us ttkmd, stamp at the btwk-hold 'r, stoear for our properties, curse me 
poor tireman, rail the music out of tune, and sweat for every venial 
trespass we commit, as some author would, if he had such fine enghles 
as we. Well, 'tis but our hard fortune ! 

3 Giild. Nay, crack, be not dishearten'd. 

2 Child. Nr^ I, sir ; but if you please to confer with our author, by 
attorney, you may, sir ; our proper self here, stands for him. 

3 Clula. Troth, 1 have no such serious a^ir to negotiate mth him, 
but what may very safely he turn'd upon thy trust. It is m the general 
hehdf of this fair society here that 1 am to speak, ol least the more 
^udmous part of it, which seems much distasted with Ike immodest and 
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oSweiu writing of many in their flaya. Beeukt, Iheg emM wish 
yow poets would leave to be promoters of other mm’* jeMs, and to 
way-lay aU,ihe stale apothegms, or old books they can hear of, in print, 
or otherwise, to farce their scenes uithal. That they would not so 
penuriously glean wit from ewy laundress or hackney-man, or derive 
their best grace, with servile imitation, from common stages, or observa¬ 
tion of t^ company they converse u^ ; as if their invention lived 
wholly upon another man's trencher, Again, that feeding their 
friends with nothing of their own, but what they Aai« twice or thrice 
cooked, they should not wantonly give out, how soon they had drest it; 
nor how many coaches came to carry away the broken meat, besides 
hobby-horses and foot-cloth nags, 

2 Child. So, sir, this is all the reformation you seek t 

3 Child. It is; do not you think it necessary to be practised, my 
little wag ? 

2 Child. Yes, where any such ill-habittd custom is received, 

3 Child. 0 (/ had almost forgcA tl too), they say, the iimbra or 
ghosts of some three or four ^ys departed a dozen years since, have 
been seen walking on your stage here ; take, heed, boy, if your house 
be haunted with such hobgoblins, 'twill fright away all your spectators 
guicldy. 

2 Child. Good, sir; hut what will you say now, if a poet, untouch'd 
with any breath of this disease, find the tokens upon you, that are of 
the auditory t As some one eutet-wil among you, that knows no other 
learning, than the price of satin and vchrts: nor cdher perfection than 
the wearing of a neat suit; and yet will censtire as desperately as the 
most profess'd critic in the house, presuming his dolhes should bear 
him in it. Another, whom it hath pleased nature to furnish with 
more beard than brain, prunes his mustuccio, lisps, and, with some 
score of affected oaths, swears dmm all that sii about him; “ That the 
old IJieronimo, as it uvs first acted, was the only fjest, and judiciously 
penn’d play of Europe,” A third great-bellied juggle tsdks of twenty 
years since, and when Monsieur was here, and would enforce all wits 
to be of that fashion, because his dtatblet is stilt so. A fourth miscalls 
all by the name of fustian, that his grounded capacity cannot aspire 
to. A fifUt only shakes his bottle head, and out of his corky frrain 
mpueietk out a pitiful learned face, and is silent. 

3 Child. By my faith, Jack, you have put me down; / would I 
knew how to get off with any indifferent grace / here, take your cloak, 
and promise some satisfaction in your prologue, or. I'll be sworn we 
have marr'd all. 

2 CJiild. Tut, fear not, child, this will never distaste a true sense: 

, be not out, and good enough. I would thou hadst eome sugar candied 
to Sweden tky mouA. 



*54 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 


Tht Third Sounding. 

PHOLoaca. 

I/graeious tiUnee, tweet attention. 

Quick eight, and quicker appreheneion, 

The lights of judgment's throne, thine any where. 
Our doubtfid author hopes this it their sphere ; 

And therefore opens he himself to those. 

To other weaker beams his labours close. 

At lath to prostitute their virgin-strain, 

To every vulgar and adultercUe brain. 

In this alone, his Afuse her sweetness hath, 

She shuns the print of any beaten path ; 

And proves new ways to come to learned ears : 

Pied ignorance she neither loves nor fears. 

Nor hunts she after popular applause. 

Or foamy praise, that drops from common jaws 
The garland that she wears, their hands must twine. 
Who can both censure, understand, define 
What merit is : then cast Ihise piercing rays. 
Round as a crown, instead of honour'd bays. 

About his poesy ; which, he knows, affords 
Words, above action ; matter, above words. 


ACT I 

SCR\E r.. —.'I Grove arvi Fountain 

Bttler COPID, arui Mkacuky with his caduceus, on different sides. 

Cup. Who gooa there f 

Mer. ’Tie I, blind archer. 

Cup. Who, Mercury? 

Jf«r. Ay. 

Oup. Farewell. 

Mer. Stay, Cupid. 

Cup Not in vour company, Ilenncs, except your hands were 
rivetM at your back. 

Mer. Why so, my little rover ? 

Cup Because 1 know you have not a linger, but is as long as my 
quiver, cousin Mercury, when you please to extend it. 

Mer. Whenoe derive you this speech, boy T 

Cup 01 ’tis your b<Mt polity to bo ignorant. You did never 
steal Mars his sword out of t he dioath, you I nor Neptune's trident I 
nor Apollo's bowl no. not you! Alas, your nslms, Jupiter knows^ 
they ore os tender as the foot of a foundered nog, or a lady's face 
new mercuried, they'll touch nothing. 

itfsr. Go to, infant, you’ll be daring stilL 
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Cup. Daringl O Janual what a word is thenT why. my light 
feather>heel’d cor, what ue you any more Uian mv nncla Jove'a 
paoderT a.lacquay that niiu on vranda for him, ana can whisper s 
light measage to a loose wench with some round volubility T wait 
mannerly at a table with a trencher, warble upon a crowd a little, 
and fill out nectar when Ganymede’s away ? one that sweeps the 
gods’ drinking-room eveiy morning, and sets the cushions in order 
again, wliich they threw one at another's head over night: can 
brush the carpets, call the stools again to their places, play the criar 
of the court with an audible voice, and take state of a president upon 
vou at wrestlings, pleadings, negociations, etc. Here’s the cata¬ 
logue of your wnployments, now! O, no, 1 err; you have the 
marslmlling of all the ghosts too that pass the Stygian ferry, and I 
suspect you for a share with the old sculler there, if the truth were 
known; but lot that scape. One other lavuliar virtue you (Kwseas, 
in lifting, or leiger.du.main, which few of the house of heaven have 
else besides, I must confess. But, methinks, that should not make 
you put that extreme distance ’twixt yourself and others, that we 
should be said to ** over-dare ” in spo-iking to your nimble deity. 
So Hercules might challenge priority of us both, bceauae he can 
throw the bar fartlier, nr lift more join’d 8tis>ls at the arm’s end, 
than we. If this might carry it, then we, who have made the whole 
body of divinity tremble at the twang of our bow. and enforc’d 
Saturnius himself to lay by his ourlixl front, thunder, and throe- 
fork’d fires, and put on a masking suit, too light for a reveller of 
eighteen to be seen in- 

Mer. How now! my dancing braggart in deeimo atiio ! charm 
your skipping tongue, or I'll- 

Cup. VVhat! use the virtue of your snaky tip-staff there utK>n usf 

Met. No, boy, but the smart vigour of iny palm about your ears. 
You have forgot since I took your heels up into air, on the very 
hour I was born, in sight of all the bench of deities, when the silver 
roof of the Olympian palace rung again with applause of the fact. 

Cup. O no, I remember it freshly, and by a particular instance; 
for my mother Venus, at the same Ume, but stoop’d to embrace you, 
and, to speak by metaphor, you borrow’d a mrdle of her’s, as you 
did Jove’s sceptre while he was laughing; and would have done his 
thunder too, but that ’twas too hot for your itching fingers. 

Mer. "Ks well, sir. 

Cup. I hoard, you but look’d in at Vulcan’s forge the other day, 
and entreated a pair of his new tongs along with you for company: 
’tis joy on you, i’ faith, that you will keep your hook’d talons in 
praotice with any thing. ’Slight, now you are on earth, we shall 
tukve you filch spoons and candlesticks rather than fail: pray Jove 
the plum’d courtiers keep their casting-bottles, pick-tootlis, and 
shitUe-oocks horn you, or our more ordinary mllanta their tobaeoo- 
boxes; for I am stran^yJealous of your naifs. 

Mer. Never trust me^ Cupid, but you are turn’d a moet acute 
gallant of latet the edge of my wit is clean taken off with the fine 
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•ad nibtUe atroke of yoar tliin-BKmiid tongue; you with too 
polnient aphnae, for me to deu with. 

Oup. O Hermea, your oraft cannot make me confident 1 know 
my own steel to almost spent and therefore entreat my peace 
with you, in Ume: you are too cunning for me to encounter at 
ieo^, and I think it my safest wud to close. 

Juer. Well, for once. I’ll suffer you to win upon me, wag; but 
use not these strains too often, they’ll stretoh my patience. WUther 
might you march, nowT 


Cup. Faith, to recover thy good thoughts. I’ll discover my whole 
project The huntress and queen of these groves, Diana, in regard 
of some black and envious slanden hourly breathed against her, 
for her divine jusUoe on Aoteon, as she pretends, hath here in the 
vale of Gargaphie, proclaim’d a solemn revels, which (her godhead 
put off) she will descend to grace, with tiie full and royal expense 
of one of her clearest moons: in which time it shall be lawful for all 


sorts of ingenious persons to visit her palace, to court her nymphs, 
to exercise ail variety of generous ana noble pastimes; as well to 
intimate how far she treads such malicious imputations beneath her, 
aa also to shew bow clear her beauties are from the least wrinkle of 


austerity they may be charged with. 

Mer. But, what is all this to Cupid T 

Oup. Here do I mean to put off the title of a pod, and take the 
habit of a page, in which disguise, during the interim of these reveh, 
I will get to follow some one of Diana’s maids, where; if my bow 
hold, and my shafts fly but with half the willingness and aim they 
ate directed, I doubt not but I shall really redeem the minutes I have 
lost, by their so long and over nice proscription of my deity from 
th^ court. 


Ifer. Pursue it, divine Cupid, it will be rare. 

Cup. But will Hermes second meT 

Mer. I am now to put in sot an especial designment from my 
fathw Jove; but, that perform’d, I am for any fresh action Uiat 
offm itself. 

Cup. Well, than we part. lEjtit. 

Mer. FarewdI, good wag. 

Now to my charge.—Echo, fair Echo, speak, 

'Tis Mercury that calls thee; sorrowful nymph. 

Salute me with thy reperoussive voice. 

That 1 may know what cavern of the earth 
Contains thy airy spirit, how, or where 
I may direct my sp^li. that thou may’st hoar. 

NeXo. [Mots.] Here, 

Mer. So ni^l 

MeMo. Ay. 

Mer. Know, gentle soul, then, I am srat from Jove, 

Who, pitying the sad burthen of thy woes. 

Still growing on thee, in thy want of wmds 
Xb vani thy pasHon tor NaroisBaB’ death. 
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O omm a n da , that mw, after time thoaaend jeen^ 

Which heve been exetciaed in Jono’e spite. 

Thou t^ke e corpwal fiouie end eeoeiK^ 

Enrich’d with vocal and articulate power. 

Make haste, sad i^rmph, thrice shall my winged rod 
Strike the obsequious earth, to give thee way. 

Arise, and speak thy sorrows. Echo, rise^ 

Here, by this fountain, where thv love did pine. 

Whose memory lives fresh to vulgar fame. 

Shrined in this yellow flower, that bears his name. 

ErAo. [ascend*.] His name revives, and lifts me up from earth, 
O, which way shall I first convert myself. 

Or in what mood shall I essay to speak. 

That, in a moment, I may be deliver’d 

Of the prodigious grief 1 go withid T 

See, see, the mourning fount, whose springs weep yet 

Hi’ untimely fate of that too beauteous boy. 

That trophy of self-lov^ and spoil of nature. 

Who, now transform’d into this drooping flower. 

Hangs the repentant head, back from the stream. 

As if it wish’d, Would I had never loot’d 
In muh a flattering mirror / O Narcissus, 

Hiou that wast once, and yet art, my Narcissus, 

Hod E<oho but been private with thy thoughts. 

She would have dropt away herself in tears. 

Till she had all turn’d water; that in her. 

As in a truer glass, thou might’st have gared 
And seen thy beauties by more kind reflection. 

But selMove never yet could look on truth 
But with blear’d beams; slick flattery and she 
Are twin-bom sisters, a^ so mix their eyes. 

As if you sew one, ^e other dies. 

Whv did the gods give thee a heavenly form. 

And earthly thoughts to make thee proud of itT 
Why do I ask T ’Tis now the known disease 
That beauty hath, to bear too deep a sense 
Of her own self-conceived excellenceu 
O, hadst thou known the worth of heaven’s rich gift» 

Thou wouidst have turn’d it to a truer use. 

And not with starv'd and covetous ignorance, 

Pined in continual ^eing that bright gem. 

Hw glance whereof to others had been more, 

Than to thy famish’d mind the wide world’s store: 

So wretched is it to be merely rich! 

Witness thy youth’s dear sweets here spent untastm^ 

Like a fair taper, with his own flame wasted. 

Mer. Echo, be brief, Saturoia is abroad. 

And if she hror, she’ll storm at Jove's high wilL 
Eeha. 1 will, kind Mareniy, be brief os time. 
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Vouchsafe rae, I may do him these last rites. 

But kiss his flower, and sing some mourning strain 
Over his wat’ry hearae. 

Mer. Thou dost obtain; 

I were no son to Jove, should I deny thee. 

Begin, and more to grace tliy cunning voice. 

The humorous air shall mix her solemn tunes 
With thy sad words: strike, music, from the spheres. 
And with your golden raptures swell our ears. 

Echo \_accompanied\. 

Slow, aUno, fresh fount, keep time with my aa't tears 
Yet, a/ower, yet ; O faintly, geiUle apringa : 

List to the heavy part the music hears. 

Woe weeps out her division, when she sings. 
Jtroup herbs and ftouiers. 

Fall grief and slunvera. 

Our beauties arc not ours ; 

O, I could still. 

Like melting snow upon some craggy hill, 

Ihrop, drop, drop, drop. 

Since nature's pride is now a wither'd daffodil .— 
Mer. N«iw, have you dmio? 

Fcho. Done presently, g<x>d Hermes: bide a little; 
Suiter my tliir.sty eye to gaze awhile. 

But e’en to taste the place, and I am vanish'd. 

Mer. Forego tliv use and liberty of t'Oiigiie, 

An<l thou mayst dwell on earth, and n|m>m theo there. 

Krho. Here young Actcon fell, pursued and torn 
By Cynthia's wrath, more eager tiian his hounds; 

.And here—ah mo, the plivee is fatal!—see 

The weeping Niube, tran-slatcd hither 

From i*hrygian mountains; and by l*hn>be rear'd. 

As the proud trophy of her sharp revenge. 

Mer. Nny, but hear— 

Echo. But here, D 'icre, the fountain of sclf-lo\' 0 . 

In which I.Atona, and her careh'ss ny 111 pits. 

Regardless of my sorrows, bathe themselves 
Jn hourly pleasures. 

J/er. Stint tliy babbling tongue! 

Fond Echo, tho:i profan’st the gnu^e is dune thee. 

So idle worldlini^ merely mn<lo of voice. 

Censure the powers above them. Come, away, 

.Tove calls thee hence; and his w'ill brooks no stay. 

Echo. O, stay: I have but one poor thought to clothe 
In airy garments, and then, faith. I go. 

HoncMorth, thou tjreaoherous and murdering spring. 

Be evw call’d the fountain of skut-lovb: 
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And with thy water let this curae remain. 

As an inseparate plague, that who but taste 
A drop thereof, may, with the instant touch. 

Grow dotingly enamour’d on theniselvos. 

Now, Hermes, I have finish’d. 

Mer. Then thy speech 
Must here forsake thee. Echo, and thy voice. 

As it was wont, rebound but the last wonia. 

Farewell. 

Echo, [reiiring.} Well. 

Met. Now, Cupid, I am for you, and your mirth. 

To make me light before I leave the earth. 

Enter Amori’IU's, IumHUj. 

Amo. Dear spark of beauty, make not so fiuot away. 

Echo. Away. 

Mer. Stay, let me observe this |H)rteiil yet. 

Amo. I am neither your Minotaur, nor your Centaur, nor your 
satyr, nor yotir hya>na, nor your bubion. but your mere traveller, 
believe mo. 

Echo. Leave me. 

Mer. I giKfut’d it should be sonic travelling motion puniuetl 
Echo BO. 

Amo. Know you from whom you fly ? or whence T 

Echo. Hence. [Exit. 

Amo. This is somewhat above Htnuige: .\ nymph of her feature 
and lineament, to he so nreposterously rude! well, 1 Mill hut cool 
myself at yon spring, ancl follow her. 

3Ier. Nay, then, 1 am familiar with the issue; I'll leave you trs). 

[ Exit. 

Amor. 1 am a rhinoceros, if I had thought a creature of her 
symmetry could have dared so impro]tortionahle and nhru]>t a 
digression.—Lihcr.al and divine fount, suffer my profane hand to 
take of thy bounties. [Takea up ar/mc of the u-nter.] By the purity of 
my taste, here is most ambrosiac water; I will sup of it again. By 
thy favour, sweet fount. See. the water, a more running, subtile, 
and humorous nymph than she, [permits me to touch, and handle 
her. What should I infer? if my l>ehnviourH hmi been of a cheap 
or customary garb; my accent or (dirase vulgar; my garments 
trite; my countenance illiterate, or unpractised in the encounter 
of a beautiful and bravo attired piece; then I might, with some 
change of colour, have suspected my faculties; But, kii'iwing myself 
an essence so sublimated and refined W travel; of so studied and 
well exercised a gesture; so alone in fashion; able to render the 
face of any statesman living; and to speak thA mere extraction of 
language, one that hath now made the sixth return upon venture; 
and was your first that ever enrich’d his country with the true laws 
<d the duello; whose optics have drunk the spirit of beauty in soow 
sight score and eif^teen prince’s courts, where I have resided, and 
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been there fortunate in the amours of three hundred and forty and 
five ladies, all nobly, if not princely descended; whose names I 
have in catalogue: To conclude, in all so happy, as even admiration 
herself doth seem to fasten her kisses upon me:—oertes, 1 do neither 
see, nor feel, nor taste, nor savour the least steam or fume of a 
reason, that should invite this foolish, fastidious nymph, so peevishly 
to abandon me. Well, let the memory of her fleet into air; my 
thoughts and I am for tliis other element, water. 

Eriiar CarrEs and Asorus. 

Cri. What, the well dieted Amorphus become a water drinker! 
1 see he means not to write verses then. 

Aao. No, Crites! why? 

Cri. Beoauso— 

Nulla plncere diu, nee vivere earmina poamnl. 

Qua acribuntur aqua potoribua. 

Amo. What say you to your Helicon ? 

Cri. O, the Muses’ well I that’s over excepted. 

Amo. Sir, your Muses have no such water, I assure you; your 
nectar, or the juice of your nepenthe, is nothing to it; ’tis above 
your mothoglin, hcliovo it. 

Aao. Metheglin; what’s that, sir? may I be so audacious to 
demand ? 

Amo. A kind of Greek wine I have met with. sir. in my travels; 
it is the same that Demosthenes usually drunk, in the com|)o8ure of 
all his exquisite and mellifluous orations. 

Cri. That’s to be argued. Amorphus. if wo may credit Lucian, 
who, in his ETtcomio Demoalhenia, affirms, he never drunk but 
water in any of his compositions. 

Amo. Lucian is absurd, ho knew nothing: I will believe mine 
own travels before all the Lucians of Euroi>e. He doth feed you 
with flttons, figments, and leasings. 

Cri. Indeed, I think, next a traveller, he docs prettily well. 

Amo. I assure you it was wine, I have tasted it, and from the 
hand of an Italian antiquary, who derives it authentically from the 
dt^e of Ferrara’s bottles. How name you the gentleman you are 
in rank there with, sir? 

Cri. ’Tis Asotus, son to the late deceased Philargyrus, the dtixen. 

Amo. Was his father of any eminent place or means? 

Cbri, He was to have been orator next year. 

Amo. Hal a pretty formal young mllant, in good sooth; pity he 
is not mote mnteelty propagated. Hark you, (Mtes. you may say 
to him what I am, if vou please; though I affect not polarity, yut 
I would loth to stantl out to arty, whom you shall vouchsafe to call 
. friend. 

Cri. Sir, I fear 1 may do wrong to your sufficiencies in the report¬ 
ing them, by fmgetting (» misplacing some oim: yourself can best 
Inform htaa of yourself, sir; except you had some catalogue or list 
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of your faonltieB ready drawn, wliioh you would request me to show 
him for you, and him to take notice of. 

Amo. lliis Ckitee ia sour: [Aatde .]—will think, sir. 

Cri. Do BO, sir.—0 heareni that anything in the likeness of man 
should suffer these rack’d extremities, for the uttering of his 
sophisticate good parts. [Aoide. 

Ato. Crite^ I have a suit to you; but you must not deny me; 
prOT you make this gentleman and I friends. 

Cri. Friends! why, is there any difference between youf 

Aso. No; I mean acquaintance, to know one another. 

Cri. O, now I apprehend you; your phrase was without me 
before. 

Asu. In good faith, he’s a most excellent rare man, I warrant him. 

Cri. 'Slight, they are mutually enamour'd by this time. [Atide. 

A 00 . Will you, sweet CritesT 

Cri. Yes, yes. 

Aoo. Nay, but when ? you'll defer it now, and forget it, 

Cri. Why, is it a thing of such present necessity, that it requires 
so violent a dispatch I 

Aso. No, but would I might never stir, he’s a most ravishing man I 
Good Crites, you shall endear mo to you. in g^l faith; la! 

Cri. Well, your longing shall bo satislicd, sir. 

Ato. And withal, you may tell him what my father was, and how 
well he left me, and that I am his heir. 

Cri. Leave it to me. I’ll forget none of your dear graces, 1 warrant 
you. 

Ato. Nay, I know you can better marshal thcee affairs than I 

can-O g^s! I’d give all the world, if I hud it., for abundance of 

such acquaintance. 

Cri. What ridiculous circumstance might I devise now to bestow 
this reciprocal brace of butterflies one upon another? [Aiide. 

Amo. Since I Uod on this side the Alps, I was not so frozen 
in my invention. I.ot me see: to accost him with some choice 
remnant of Spanish, or Italian! th.it would indifferently exprsM 
my languages now; many, tiicn, if he shall fall out to be ignorant, 
it were TOtn hard and harsh. How else? step into some rafioni del 
stato, and so make my induction! that were above him too; and 
out of his element, I fear. Feign to have seen him in Venice or 
Padua! or some face near his in similitude! 'tis too pointed and 

open. No, it must be a more quaint and collateral device, ss- 

stay: to frame some encomiastic speech upon this our metropolis, 
or the wise magistrates thereof, in which politic number, 'tis odds 
but his father fill’d up a room ? descend into a particular admiration 
of their justice, for the due measuring of coals, burning of cans, and 
such like? as also their religion, in pulling down a superatitious 
cross, and advancing a Venus, or Priapus, in place of it? ha! ’twill 
do w^ Or to talk of some hospital, whose walls rec«wd his father 
a benefactor? or of so many buckets bestoar’d on his parish churoh 
in luB lifetime^ with his name at length, for want of arms, trickt upon 
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themT any of these. Or to priuse the cleanness of the street 
wherein he dwelt? or the provident painting of his posts, against 
he should have been pra>torT or, leaving his parent, come to some 
special ornament about himself, as his rapier, or some other of his 
accoutrements? I have it: thanks, gracious Minerva! 

Aso. Would I had but once spoke to him, and then-He comes 

to mel 

Amo. ’Tis a most curious and neatly wrought band this same, as 
I have seen, sir. 

Aso. O lord, sirl 

Amo. You forgive the humour of mine eye, in observing it. 

Cri. His eye waters after it, it socms. [Aside. 

Aso. O lora, sir! there needs no such apology, 1 assure you. 

Cri. I am anticipated; they’ll moke a solemn deed of gift of 
themselves, you shall see. [Aside. 

Amo. Your riband too does most gracefully in truth. 

Aso. ’Tis the moat genteel and received wear now, sir. 

Amo. Believe me, sir, 1 speak it not to humour you—I have not 
seen a young gentleman, generally, put on his clothes with more 
judgment. 

Aso. O, ’tis your pleasure to say so, sir. 

Amo. No, as I am virtuous, being altogether untravcll’d, it 
strikes me into wonder. 

Aso. I do purpose to travel, sir, at spring. 

Amo. I tliink I shall affect you, sir. This last speech of yours 
hath begun to make you dear to me. 

Aso. O lord, sirl I would there were any thing in me, sir, that 
might appear worthy the least worthiness of yoiu: worth, sir. 1 
protest, sir, 1 should endeavour to shew it, sir, with more than 
common regard, sir. 

Gri. O, here’s rare motley, sir. [Aside. 

Amo. Both your desert, and your endeavours ore plentiful, 
suspect them not: but your sweet disposition to travel, I assure 
you, hath made you another m3rBeIf in mine eye, and struck me 
enamour’d on your beauties. 

Aso. I would I were the fairest lady of France for your sake, sir! 
and yet I would travel too. 

Amo. O, you should digress from yourself else: for, believe it, 
your travel is your only thing that rectifies, or, as the Italian says, 
vi rendi pronto alF attioni, makes you fit for action. 

Aso. 1 think it be great charge though, sir. 

Amo. Charge! why’tis nothing for a gentleman that goes private, 
as yourself, or so; my intelligence shall quit my chsirge at all time. 
Go^ faith, this hat hath posscst mine eye exceedingly; ’tis so 
pretty and fantastic: what! is it a beaver? 

Aso. Ay, sir. I’ll assure you ’tis a beaver, it cost me eight crowns 
but this morning. 

Amo. After your French account ? 

Aso. Yes, sir. 
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Cri. And bo near his head! heshrew me, dangerous. [AMde. 

Amo. A very pretty fashion, believe me, and a moat novel kind 
of trim: your band is conceited too! 

Aao. Sir, it is all at your service. 

Amo. O, pardon me. 

Aao. 1 beseech you, sir, if you please to wear it, you shall do me 
a most infinite grace. 

Cri. ’Slight, will he be prais’d out of his clothes ? 

Aso. By heaven, sir, I do not oiler it you after tlie Italian manner; 
I would you should conceive so of me. 

Amo. Sir, I shall fear to apjiear rude in denying your courtesies, 
especially being invited by so proper a distinction: May I pray your 
name, sir? 

Aso. My name is Asotus, sir. 

Amo. I take your love, gentle Asotus; but let me win you to 
receive this, in exchange— [Thei/ exchange beavers. 

Cri. Heart! they’ll change doublets anon. [Aside. 

Amo. And, from this time esteem yourself in the first rank of 
those few whom I profess to love. What make you in company of 
this scholar here? I will bring you known to gallants, as Anaides 
of the ordinary, Hedon tlie courtier, and others, whose society shall 
render you graced and respected: this is a trivial fellow, too mean, 
too cheap, too coarse for you to converse with. 

Aso. ’Slid, this is not worth a crown, and mine cost me eight but 
this morning. 

Cri. I looked when be would repent him, ho has begun to bo sad 
a good u hile. 

Amo. Sir, shall I say to you for that hat? Be not so sad, be not 
BO sad; It is a relic I could not so easily have departed with, but 
08 the hieroglyphic of my affection; you shall alter it to what form 
you please, it will take any block; I have received it varied on 
record to the three thousandth time, and not so few: It hath these 
virtues beside: your head shall not ache under it, nor your brain 
leave you, without license; it will preserve your complexion to 
eternity; for no beam of the sun, should you wear it under zoTia 
torrida, hath power to approach it by two ells. It is proof i^ainst 
thunder, and enchantment; and was given me by a great man in 
Russia, as an especial prized present; and constantly alTirm’d to 
be the hat that accompanied ^e politic Ulyases in bis tedious and 
ien years’ travels. 

Aso. By Jove, I will not depart withal, whosoever would give mo 
s million. 

ErUer Cos and Prosattes. 

Cos. Save you, sweet bloods! does any of you want a creature, or 
a dependent? 

Cri. Beshrew me, a fine blunt slave! 

Amo. A page of good timber! it 'will now be my grace to entertain 
him first, though 1 cashier him again in private.—How art thou 
caU’d? 
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Cm. Cos, sir. Coo. 

Cri. Coal how happUy hath fortune furnish’d him with a whet¬ 
stone? 

Amo. I do entertain you, Cos; conceal your quality till we be 
priyate; if your parts be worthy of me, I will countenance you; if 
not, cateohim you.—Gentles, shall we go? 

Abo. Stay, sir: I’ll but entertain this other fellow, and then- 

I have a great humour to taste of this water too, but I’ll come again 
alone for that-^mark the place.—^What’s your name, youth ? 

Proa. Prosaites, sir. 

Abo. Prosaites 1 a very fine name; Crites, is it not? 

Cri. Yes, and a very ancient one, sir, the Beggar. 

Abo. Follow me, good Prosaites; let’s talk. \Kxeuni all but Critea. 

Cri. He will rank even with you, ere’t be long; 

If you hold on your course. O, vanity. 

How are thy painted beauties doted on. 

By light and empty idiots 1 how pursu^ 

With open and extended appetite! 

How they do sweat, and run themselves from breath. 

Raised on their toes, to catch thy airy forms. 

Still turning giddy, till they reel like drunkards. 

That buy the merry madness of one hour 
With the long irksomeness of following timel 
O, how despised and base a thing is man. 

If he not sMve t’erect his grovelling thoughts 
Above the strain of flesh 1 but how more cheap. 

When, ov’n his best and understanding part. 

The crown and strength of all his faculties. 

Floats, like a dead drown’d body, on the stream 
Of vulgar humour, mixt with common’st dregs I 
I suffer for their s^t now, and my soul. 

Like one that looks on ill-affected eyes. 

Is hurt with mere intention on their follies. 

Why will I view them then, my sense might ask mo ? 

Or is’t a rarity, or some new object, 

^at strains my strict observance to this point? 

O, would it werel therein I could afford 
My spirit should draw a little near to theirs, 

To gaze on novelties; so vice were one. 

Tut, she is stale, rank, foul; and were it not 
That those that woo her greet her with lock’d eyes. 

In spight of all th’ impostures, paintings, drugs. 

Which her bawd. Custom, dawbs her cheeks withal. 

She would betray her loth’d and leprous face. 

And fright the enamour’d dotards from themselves: 

But non is the mrverseness of our nature. 

That if we once but fancy levity, 

Hm antic and ridiculous soe’er 
R iuit with us, yet will our muffled thought 
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Oiooae rather not to eee it^ than avoid it: 

And if we can but banish our own sense. 

We aot our mimio tricks with that free license. 

That lust, that pleasure, that security. 

As if we praotisM in a paste-board case, 

And no one saw the motion, but the motion. 

Well, check thy passion, lest it grow too loud: 

While fools are pitied, tb^ wax fat and proud. 

ACT II 

SCEXE I .—The Court, 

Enter CtrpiD and Mercury, diaguiaed aa Pages. 

Cv/p. Why, tliia was most unexpectedly followed, my divine 
delicate Mercury; by the boaid of Jove, thou art a precious deity. 

Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to speak improperly; since we are turn’d 
cracks, let’s study to be like cracks; practise their language and 
behaviours, and not with a dead imitation: Aot freely, carelessly, 
and capriciously, as if our veins ran with quick^ver, and not utter 
a phrase, but what shall come forth steep’d in the very brine of 
conceit, and sparkle like salt in fire. 

Cup. That’s not every one’s happiness, Hermes: Though you 
can presume upon the easiness and dexterity of your wit, you 
shall give me leave to be a little jealous of mine; and not desperately 
to hazard it after your capering humour. 

Mer. Nay, tlion, Cupid, I tmnk we must have you hood-wink’d 
again; for you are grown too provident since your eyes were at 
liberty. 

Cup. Not so. Mercury, I am still blind Cupid to thee. 

Mer. And what to the lady nymph you serve ? 

Cup. Troth, page, boy, and sirrah: these are ail my titles. 

Mer. Then thou hast not altered thy name, with thy Hia giiiiiA ; 

Cup. O, no, that had been supererogation; you shall never hear 
your courtior call but bv one of these three. 

Mer. Faith, then both our fortunes are the same. 

Cup. Why, what parcel of man hast thou lighted on for a master T 

Mer. Such a one as, before I begin to decipher him, I dare not 
afiBrm to be any thing less than a courtier. So much he is during 
this open time of revels, and would be longer, but that his means 
ore to leave him shortly after. His name is Hedon, a gallant wholly 
oonseorated to his pleasures. 

Cup. Hedon! he uses much to my lady’s chamber, I think. 

Mer. How is she call’d, and then 1 can shew theeT 

Cup. Madam Philautia. 

Mer. O ay, he adeots her vary particularly indeed. These are 
his grat^ He doth (besides me) keep a barim and a monkey; he 
has a rich wrought waistcoat to entertain his visitants in, with a 

C 489 
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eap almost suitable. His curtains and bedding are thought to be 
his own; his balhing-tub is not suspected. He loves to have a 
fencer, a pedant^ and a musician seen in his lodging a-mornings. 

Cup. And not a poet? 

jifer. Fie, no: mmself is a rhymer, and that’s thought better 
than a poet He is not lightly within to his mercer, no, though he 
come wnen he tahes physic, which is commonly after his play. He 
beats a tailor very well, but a stocking-seller admirably: and so 
consequently any one he owes money to, that dares not resist him. 
He never makes general invitement, but against the publishing of 
a new suit; marry, then you shall have more drawn to his lodging, 
than come to the launching of some three ships; especially if he be 
furnish’d with supplies for the retiring of his old wsjxlrobe from 
pawn: if not, he does hire a stock of apparel, and some forty or fifty 
pound in gold, for that forenoon, to shew. He is thought a very 
necessary perfume for the presence, and for that only cause welcome 
thither: six milliners’ shops afford you not the like scent. He 
courts ladies with how many great horse he hath rid that morning, 
or how oft he hath done the whole, or half the pommado in a 
,seven-night before: and sometime ventures so far upon the virtue of 
his pomander, that he dares tell ’em how many shirts he has sweat 
at tennis that week; but wisely conceals so many dozen of balls 
he is on the score. Here he cames, that is all this. 

Enter Hbdok, Anaidbs, and Gelaia. 

Hed. Boy I 

Mer. Sir. 

Hed. Are any of the ladies in the presence? 

Mer. None yet, sir. 

Hed. Give me some gold,—more. 

Ana. Is that thy boy, Hedon? 

Hed. Ay, what think’st thou of him? 

Ana. I’d geld him; I warrant he has the philosopher’s stone. 

Hed. Well said, my good melancholy devil: sirrah, I have devised 
one or two of toe prettiest oaths, this morning in my bed, as ever 
thou heard’st, to protest withal in the presence. 

Ana. Prithee, let’s hear them. 

Hed. Soft, thou’lt use them afore me. 

Ana, No, d—mn me then—have more oaths than I know how 
to utter, by this air. 

Hed. Faith, one ia. By the tip of your ear, sweet lady. Is it not 
pretty, and genteel ? 

Ana. Yes, for toe person ’tis applied to, a lady. It should be 
light and— 

Hed. Nay, toe other is better, exceeds it much: toe invention is 
farther fet too. By the white valley that lies between the alpine hiUs 
qfyour bosom, I protea .— 

Ana. Well, you travell’d for toat, Hedon. 
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Mer, Ay, in a map, where his eyea were but blind guides to hia 
understanding, it seems. 

Hed. And then I have a salutation will nick all, by this caper: 
hayl 

Ana. How is that? 

Hed. You know I oall madam Philautia, my Honour; and she 
calls me, her Ambition. Now, when I meet her in the presence anon, 
I wiU oome to her, and say, Sioeet Honour, I have hitherto contented 
my eenee with the Idiee of your hand, but now 1 will taste the rosea of 
your lip ; and, withal, ki« her: to which she cannot but biushms 
answer. Nay, now you are too ambitious. And then do 1 reply: 1 
cannot be too Ambitious of Honour, sweet lady. Will’t not be good? 
ha? hat 

Ana. O, assure your soul. 

Hed. By heaven, I think ’twill be excellent: and a very politic 
achievement of a kiss. 

Ana. I have thought upon one for Moria of a sudden too, if it take. 

Hed. What is’t, my dear Invention T 

Ana. Marry, I will oome to her, (and she always wears a mu£F, if 
you be remembered,) and I will tell her. Madam, your whole sdf 
cannot but be perfectly wise ; for your hands have enough to keep 
ihemsdves warm. 

Hed. Now, before Jove, admirable I [Oelaia laughs.'] Look, thy 
page takes it, too. By Phoebus, my sweet facetious rascal, I could 
eat water-gruel with thee a month for this jest, my dear rogue. 

Ana. O, Hercules, ’tL your only dish; above all your potatoes or 
oyster-pies in the world. 

Hed. 1 have ruminated npon a most rare wish too, and the 
prophe^ to it; but I'll have some friend to be the prophet; as 
thus: 1 do wish myself one of my mistress’s cioppini. Another 
demands. Why would he be one of his mistress’s cioppini ? a third 
answers. Because he would make her higher: a fourth shall say. 
That will make her proud: and a fifth Mall conclude. Then do I 
prophesy pride will have a fall;—and he shall give it her. 

Ana. 1 will be your prophet. Gods so, it «^1 be most exquisite; 
thou art a fine inventious rogue, sirrah. 

Hed. Nay, and I have posies for rings, too, and riddles that they 
dream not of. 

_ Ana. Tut, thejr’ll do that, when they come to sleep on them, 
time enough: But were thy devices never in tiie presence yet, 
Hedon T 

Hed. O, no, I disdain that. 

Ana. "twere good we went afore then, and brought them ac¬ 
quainted with the room where they shall act, lest the strangeness of 
it put them out of countenance, when they should oome forth. 

[Exeunt Hedon and Anaidea. 

Cup. Is that a courtier, toot 

Mer. Troth, no; he has two essential parts of the courtier, ptkle 
and ignorance; marry, the rest oome somewhat after the ordinary 
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gallant. Imwoenoe itself, Anaidea; one that speaks all that 
comes in his cheeks, and arill blush no more than a saokbut. He 
lightly occupies the jester’s room at the table, and keeps laughter, 
Geloia, a wench ia page’s attire, following lum in place of a squire, 
whom be now and then tickles with some stranTO ridiculous stufF, 
utter’d as his land came to him, by chance. He will censure or 
discourse of any thing, but as absuraly as you would wish. His 
fashion is not to take knowledge of mm that ia beneath him in 
clothes. He never drinks below the salt. He does naturally 
admire his wit that wears gold lace, or tissue: stabs any man that 
speaks more contemptibly of the scholar than he. He is a great 
proficient in all the illiberal sciences, as cheating, drinking, swagger¬ 
ing, whoring, and such like: never kneels but to pledge healths, 
nor prays but for a pipe of pudding-tobacco. He will blaspheme in 
his snirt. The oaths which ne vomits at one supper would maintain 
a town of mrrison in good swearing a twelvemonth. One other 
genuine qu^ty he has which crowns all these, and that is this: to 
a friend in want, he will not depart with the weight of a soldered 
groat, lest the world might censure him prodigal, or report him a 
gull: marry, to his cockatrice or punquetto, half a dozen taffata 
gowns or satin turtles in a pair or two of months, why, they are 
nothing. 

Cup. I commend him, he ia one of my clients. 

[Thet/ retire to the back of the stage. 

Enter Ahobphus, Asotus, and Cos. 

Amo. Come, sir. You are now within regard of the presence, and 
see, the privacy of this room how sweetly it offers itself to our 
retired intendments.—Page, cast a vigilant and enquiring eye about, 
that we be not rudely surprised by the approach of some ruder 
stremger. 

Cos. I warrant you, sir. I’ll tell you when the wolf enters, fear 
nothing. 

Mer. O what a mass of benefit shall we possess, in being the 
invisible spectators of this strange show now to be acted I 

Amo. Plant yourself there, sir; and observe me. You shall now, 
as well be the ocular, as tlie ear-witness, how clearly I can refel that 
paradox, or rather pseudodox, of those, which hold the face to be 
the index of the mind, which, I assure you, is not so in any politic 
creature: fur instance; 1 will now give you the particular and 
distinct face of every your most noted species of persons, as your 
merchant, your scholar, your soldier, your laager, courtier, etc., 
and each of these so truly, as you would swear, but that your eye 
slrall see the variation of the lineament, it were my most proper and 
genuine aspent. First, for your merchant, or city-face, ’tds thru; 
a dull, plodding-face, still looking^in a direct line, forward: there is 
no great matter in this face. Then have you your student’s, or 
academic face, which is here an honest, simple, and methorUcal 
face; but somewhat more spread than the former. The third ia 
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your soldier’s face, a menacing and astounding face^ that looks 
broad and big: the grace of hu face consisteth much in a beaid. 
The anti-face to this, is your lawyer’s face, a contracted, subtile^ 
and intricate face, full of Quirks and turnings, a labyrinthean fk^ 
now angularly, now circularly, every way aspected. Next is your 
statist’s face, a serious, solemn, and supercilious face, full of form^ 
and square gravity; the eye, for the most part, deeply and artificially 
shadow’d: there is great judgment required in the making of t^ 
face. But now, to come to your face of faces, or courtier’s face; 
’tis of three sorts, according to our subdivisioa of a courtier, ele¬ 
mentary, practic, and theorio. Your courtier theorio, is he that 
hath arrived to hL farthest, and doth now know the court rather 
by speculation than practice; and this ia his face: a fastidious and 
oblique face; that looks as it went with a vice, and were screw’d 
thus. Your courtier practic, is he that is yet in his path, his course, 
his way, and hath not touch’d the punctilio or point of his hopes; 
his face is here: a most promising, open, smooto, and overflowing 
face, that seems as it would run and pour itself into you: somewhat 
a northerly face. Your courtier elementary, is one but newly 
enter’d, or as it were in the alphabet, or ut-re-mi-fa-sol-la of court¬ 
ship. Note well ttus face, for it is this you must piactiBe. 

Aao. m practise them ^1, if you please, sir. 

Amo, Ay, hereafter you may: and it will not be altogether an 
ungrateful stud^. For, let your soul be assured of this, in any 
rai^ or profession whatever, the more general or major part of 
opinion goes with the face and simply respects nothing else. There¬ 
fore, if that can be made exactly, curiously, exquisitely, thoroughly, 
it is enough: but for the present you shall only apply yourself to 
this face of the elementary courtier, a light, revelling, and protesting 
face, now blushing, now smiling, which you may help much wi^ a 
wanton t^ging of your head, thus, (a feather will teach you,) or 
with kissing your finger that hath the ruby, or playing with some 
string of your band, which is a most quaint kind of melancholy 
b^des: or, if among ladies, laughii^ loud, and crying up your own 
wit, though perhaps borrow’d, it is not amiss. Where is your page T 
call for your costing-bottle, and place your mirror in your hat, as 
I told you: so! Come, look not pale, observe me, set your face, 
and enter. 

Mer, O, for some excellent painter, to have taken the copy of all 
these faces I [Aaide, 

Aao. Prosaiteel 

Amo. He! I premonish you ot that: in the court, boy, lacquey, 
hr sirrah. 

Coa. Master, lupua tti-O, ’tie Prosaites. 

Enter Pbosaitks. 

Aao. Sirrah, prepare my casting-bottle; I think I must be 
enforced to purchoM me another pa«; you see how at hand Cos 
waits here. [Exeunt AmarjAua, Aaotua, Coa, and ProaaAea. 
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Met. So will he too, in time. 

Cup. What’s he, MerooiyT 

Mer. A notable smelt. One that hath newly entertain’d the 
b^gar to follow him, but oannot get him to wait near enough. 
”riB Asotus, the heir of Philargptu; but first I’ll give ye the other’s 
oharaoter, which may make ms the clearer. He that is with him 
is Amorphus, a traveller, one so made out of the mixture of shreds 
of forms, tiiat himself is truly deform’d. He walks most commonly 
with a clove or pick-tooth in his mouth, he is the veiy mint of 
compliment, all his behaviours are printed, his face is another 
volume of eesam and his beard is an Aristarohus. He speaks all 
cream skimm’a, and more affected than a dozen waiting women. 
He is his own promoter in every place. The wife of the ordinary 
gives him bis diet to maintain her table in discourse; which, indeed, 
is a mere tyrannv over her other guests, for he will usurp all the 
talk: ten constables are not so t^oua He is no great shifter; 
once a year his apparel is ready to revolt. He doth use much to 
arbitrate quarrels, and fights himself, exceeding well, out at a 
window. He will lie cheaper than any beggar, and louder than 
most clocks; for which he is right prop^ly accommodated to the 
Whetstone, his page. The other gallant is his zany, and doth most 
of tiiese tricks after him; sweats to imitate him in every thing to a 
hair, except a beard, which is not yet extant. He doth learn to 
make strange sauces, to eat anchovies, maccaroni, bovoli, fagioli, 
and caviare, because he loves them; speaks as he speaks, looks, 
walks, goes so in clothes and fashion: is in all as if he were moulded 
of him. Marrv, before they met, he had other very pretty 
sufficiencies, which yet he retains some light impression of; as 
freouentinjg a dancing-school, and ^evously torturing strangers 
witn inquisition after his grace in his galliard. He bu^’s a fresh 
acquaintance at a.ny rate. His eyes and his raiment confer much 
to;^ther as he goes in the street. He treads nicely like the fellow 
that walks upon ropes, especially the first Sunday of his silk stock¬ 
ings; and when he is most neat and new, you shall strip liim with 
commendationa 

Cup. Here comes another. [CrUes passes over the stage. 

Mer. Ay, but one of another strain, Cupid; this fellow weighs 
somewhat. 

Cup. His name, Hermes? 

Mer. Crites. A creature of a most perfect and divine temper: 
one, in whom the humours and elements are peaceably met, without 
emulation of precedency; he is neither too fantastically melancholy, 
too slowly pmegmatio, too lightly sanguine, or tod rashly choleric; 
but in all BO composed and oraered, as it is clear Nature went about 
some full work, she did more than make a man when she made him. 
His discourse is like his behaviour, uncommon, but not unpleasing; 
he is prodigal of neither. He strives rather to be that which men 
oaU indicious, than to be thought so; and is so truly learned, that 
he affects not to shew it. He will thi^ and speak his thought lx>th 
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fredv; but as distant from depraving another man’s merit, as 
proolaimiim his own. For his valour, ^tis such, that he dares as 
uttle to o^ any injury ^ receive one. In sum, he hath a most 
ingenuous and sweet spirit, a sharp and season’d wit, a straight 
judgment and a strong mind. Fortune could never break him, nor 
make him less. He counts it his pleasure to despise pleasures, and 
is more delighted with good deeds than goods. It is a competency 
to him that he can be virtuoua He doth neither covet nor fear; 
he hath too much reason to do eitlier; and that commends all things 
to him. 

Cv/p. Not better than Mercury commends him. 

Mer. O, Cupid, ’tis beyond my deity to give him his due praises: 
I could leave my place in heaven to live among mortals, so I were 
sure to be no other than he. 

Cup. ’Slight, I believe he is your minion, you seem to be so 
ravish’d with him. 

Mer. He’s one 1 would not have a wry thought darted against, 
willingly. 

Cup. No, but a straight shaft in his bosom I’ll promise him, if I 
am C^therea’s son. 

Mer. Shall we go, Cupid? 

Cup. Stay, and see the ladies now: they’ll come presently. I’ll 
help to paint them. 

Mer. What, lay colour upon colour I that affords but on ill 
blazon. 

Cup. Here comes metal to help it, the lady Argurion. 

[Arffttrion pasaea over the stage. 

Mer. Money, money. 

Cup. The same. A nymph of a most wandering and giddy 
disposition, humorous as the air, she’ll run from gallant to gallant, 
as they sit at primero in the presence, most strangely, and seldom 
stays with any. She spreads as she goes. To-day you shall have 
her look os clear and fresh as the morning, and to-morrow as 
melancholic os midnight. She takes special pleasure in a close 
obscure lodging, and for that cause visits the city so often, where 
she has many secret true concealing favourites. When she oomee 
abroad, she’s more loose and scattering than dust, and will fly from 
place to place, as she were wrapped with a whirlwind. Your young 
student, for tbe most part, she affects not, only salutes him, and 
sway: a poet, nor a philosopher, she is hardly brought to take any 
notice of; no, though he be some part of an alchemist. She loves 
.aplwer well, and a lawyer inflnitely; but your fool above all. She 
can do much in court for the obtaining of any suit whatsoever, no 
door but flies open to her, her presence is above a charm. The 
worst in her is want of keeping state, and too much descending into 
inferior and base offices; we’s for any coarse employment you will 
put upon her, as to be your procurer, or pander. 

M». Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for you, another 
charaoter or two. 
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Enter Phahtastb, Mobia. and PHiiAimA. 

Pha. Stay, sweet Philautia, I’ll but change my fan, and go 
presently. 

Jfor. Now, in very good serious, ladies, I will have this older 
revers’d, the presence must be better maintain’d from you: a 
quarter past eleven, and ne’er a nymph in prospective! Beshrew 
my hand, tiiere must be a reform’d discipline. Is that your new 
ruff, sweet lady-bird? By my troth, ’tis most intricately rare. 

Mer. Qood Jove, what reverend gentlewoman in years might 
this be? 

Cup. ’Tis madam Moria, guardian of the nymphs; one that is 
not now to be persuaded of her wit; she will think herself wise 
against all the judgments that come. A lady made all of voice and 
air, talks any &ing of any thing. She is like one of your ignorant 
poetasters of the time, who, when they have got acquaint^ with 
a stranra word, never rest till they have wrung it in, though it 
loosen me whole fabric of their sense. 

Mer. That was pretty and sharply noted, Cupid. 

Cup. She will tell you. Philosophy was a fine reveller, when she 
' was young, and a gallant, and that then, though she say it, she 
was thought to be the dame Dido and Helen of the court: as also, 
what a sweet dog she hod this time four years, and how it was 
called Fortune; and that, if the Fates had not out his thread, he 
had been a dog to have given entertainment to any gallant in this 
kingdom; and unless she had whelp’d it herself, she could not 
have lov^ a thing better in this world. 

Mer. O, I prithee no more; I am full of her. 

Cup. Yes, 1 must needs tell you she composes a sack-posset well; 
and would court a young page sweetly, but that her breath is 
against it. 

Mer. Now, her breath or something more strong protect me from 
her I The other, the other, Cupid? 

Cup, O, that’s my lady and mistress, madam Philautia. She 
admires not herself for any one particularity, but for all: she 
is fair, and she knows it; she has a pretiy light wit too, and 
she knows it; she can dance, and she knows trat too; play at 
shuttle-cock, and that too: no quality she has, but she shall take a 
very particular knowledge of, and most lady-like commend it to you. 
You shall have her at any time read you the history of herself, and 
vary subtilely run over another lady’s sufficiencies to come to her 
own. She has a good superficial judgment in painting, and would 
seem to have so in poetry. A most complete lady in the opinion 
of some iluree beside horself. 

Phi. Faith, how liked you my quip to Hedon, about the garter? 
Was’t not witty ? 

Mor, Exceemng witty and integrate: you did so aggravate the 
Jest withaL 

Phi. And did I not dance movingly the last nig^t? 
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Mar. Movingly 1 ont of meunro, in troth, sweet onaige. 

Met. A happy commendation, to dance out of measure! 

Mar. ^ve omy you wanted the swiin in the turn: 01 when I 
was at fourteen- 

Phi. Nay, that’s mine own from any nvmph in the court, I’m 
sure on’t; therefore you mistake me in tha^ guardian: both the 
swim and the trip are properly mine; every bc^y will affirm it that 
has any judgment in dancing, 1 assure you. 

Pha. Come now, Philautia, I am for you; shall we got 

Phi. Ay, good Pbantaste: What! have you chang^ your head* 
tireT 

Pha. Yes, faith, the other was so near the common, it had no 
extraordinary grace; besides, I had worn it almost a day, in good 
troth. 

Phi. I’ll be sworn, this is most excellent for the device, and rare; 
’tis after the Italian print we look’d on t’other night. 

Pha. ’Tis so: by this fan, I cannot abide any thing that savours 
the poor over-worn out, that has any kindred with it; I must have 
variety, I: this mixing in fashion, I hate it worse than to bum 
juniper in my chamber, I protest. 

Phi. And yet we cannot have a now peculiar court-tire, but these 
retainers will have it; these suburb Sunday-waiters; these courtiers 
for high days; I know not what I should call ’em- 

Pha. O, ay, thev do most pitifully imitate; but 1 have a tire 
a coming, i’mith, shall- 

Mar, In good certain, madam, it makes you look most heavenly; 
but, lay your hand on your heart, you never skinn’d a new beauty 
more prosperously in your life, nor more metaphysioally: look, 
good lady; sweet lady, look. 

Phi. ’'w very clear and well, believe mo. But if you had seen 

mine yesterday, when ’twas young, you would have-Who’s your 

doctor, PhantasteT 

Pha. Nay, that’s counsel, Philautia; you shall pardon me: yet 
I’ll assure you he’s the most dainty, sweet, absolute, rare man of 
the whole college. 01 his very looks, his discourse, his behaviour, 
all he does is physio, I protest 

PA». For heaven’s sake, his name, good dear Phantaste ? 

Pha. No, no, no, no, no, no, believe me, not for a million of 

heavens: I will not make him cheap. Fie- 

\ExeuMt PharUaste, Maria, and PhUauHa. 

Cup. There is a nymph too of a most curious and elaborate strain, 
light, all motion, an ubiquitary, she is every where, Phantaste- 

Mer. Her very name speaks her, let her pass. But are these, 
C^pid, the stitrs of pynthia’s court? Do these nymphs attend upon 
Diana? 

Cup. They are in her court Mercury, but not os stars; these 
never come in the presence of C^thia. Hie OTmphs that make 
her train ore the divine Arete, Timk, PhronesiB, l^nma, and others 
of that hig^ smrt These are privately brought in by Moria in this 

*G 1>9 
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lioentioua time, against her knowledge: and, like so many meteors, 
will ▼anish when she appears. 

Enter Fsosattxs singing, fottowed by Gelata and Cos, voUh 
bolUea. 

Corns foUow ms, my wags, and say, as I say. 

Therms no riches hut in rags, hey day, hey Siy : 

You that profess this art, come away, come away. 

And help to hear a part. Hey day, hey day, etc. 

[Mercury and Cupid come forward. 

Mer. What, those that were oiir fellow pages but now, so soon 
preferr’d to bo yeomen of the bottles! The mystery, the mystery, 
good wags? 

Cup, Some diet-drink they have the guard of. 

Pro. No, sir, we are going in quest of a strange fountain, lately 
found out. 

Cup. By whom f 

Cos. My master, or the great discoverer, Amorphus. 

Mer. Thou host well entitled him, Cos, for he will discover all he 
knows. 

Gel. Ay, and a little more too, when the spirit is upon him. 

Pro, O, the good travelling gentleman yonder has caused such a 
drought in the presence, with reporting the wonders of this new 
water, that all the ladies and gallants lie languishing upon the 
rushes, like so many pounded cattle in the midst of harvest, sighing 
one to another, and gasping, as if each of them expected a cock 
from the fountain to be brought into his mouth; and without we 
return quickly, they are all, as a youth would say, no better than a 
few trouts oast ashore or a dish of eels in a sand-bag. 

Mer. Well then, you were best dispatch, and have a care of them. 
Come, Cupi4 I’U go peruse tins dry wonder. [ExeurU. 


ACT III 

SCENE I.— An Apartment at the Court. 

Enter Amobfhus and Asoxtrs. 

Amo. Sir, let not this discountenance or disgallant you a whit; 
you must not sink under the first disaster. It is with your young 
grammatical ooiutier, as with your neophyte player, a {thing usual 
to be daunted at the first presence or interview: you saw, there 
was Hedon, and Anaides, far more practised gallants than yourself, 
who were both out, to comfort vou. It is no disgra^ no more 
(ban for your adventurous reveller to fall by some inauspicious 
ohanoe 10 *^ galliard, or for some subtile politic to undertake the 
bastinado, t^t the state might think worthily of him, and resist 
him as a man well beaten to the world. Whatl hath your twor 
provided the property we spake of at your chamber, or no? 
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Am, I think he has. 

Atno, Nay, I entreat you, be not go flat and melancholic. Erect 
your mind: you shall redeem this with the courtship 1 will teach 
you against the afternoon. Where eat you to-day T 

Am. Where you please, sir; any where, I. 

Amo. Come, let us go and taste some light dinner, a dish of sliced 
caviare, or so; and after, you shall practise an hour at your lodging 
some few forms that I have recall’d. If you hod but so far gathered 
your spirits to you, as to have taken up a rush when you were out, 
and wag^d it thus, or cleansed your teeth with it; or but turn’d 
aside, a^ feign’d some business to whisper with your page, till you 
had recovered yourself, or but found some slight stain in your 
stocking, or any other pretty invention, so it had been sadden, you 
m^ht have come off with a most clear and courtly grace. 

Am. a poison of all! I think I was forespoke, I. 

Amo. No, I must tell you, you are not audacious enough; you 
must frequent ordinaries a month more, to initiate yourself: in 
which time, it will not be amiss, if, in private, you keep good your 
acquaintance with Crites, or some other of his poor coat; visit his 
lodging secretly and often; become an earn^t suitor to hear some 
of his labours. 

Am. O Jove! sir, I could never get him to read a line to me. 

Amo. You must then wisely mix yourself in rank with such os 
you know can; and, as your ears do meet with a new phrase, or an 
acute jest, take it in: a quick nimble memory will lift it away, and, 
at your next public meal, it is your own. 

Am. But I shall never utter it perfectly, sir. 

Amo. No matter, let it come lame. In ordinary talk you shall 
play it away, as you do your light crowns at primero: it will pass. 

Am. I shall attempt, sir. 

Amo. Do. It is your shifting age for wit, and, I assure you, men 
must be prudent. After this you may to court^ and there fall in, 
first with the waiting-woman, then with the lady. Put cose they 
do retain you there, as a fit property, to hire coaches some pair of 
months, or so; or to read them asleep in afternoons upon some 
pretty pamphlet, to breathe you; why, it shall in time embolden 
you to some farther achievement: in the interim, you may fashion 
yourself to be careless and impudent. 

Am. How if they would have me to moke verses? I heard 
Hedon sroke to for some. 

Amo. Why, you must prove the aptitude of your genius; if yon 
find none, you must hearken out a vein, and buy; provided vom 
pay for the silence os for the work, then you may securely call it 
your own. 

Am. Yes, and I’ll give out my acquaintance with all the beet 
writers, to countenance me the more. 

Amo. Rather seem not to know them, it is your best. Ay, be 
wise, that you never so much as mention the name of one, nor 
remember it mentioned; but if they be offer’d to you in discourse^ 
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■hake your light head, make between a sad and a smiling face, 
pity some, rafl at all, and commend youraelf: *tis your only safe 
and unsuspected course. Come, you shall look back upon the 
court again to-day, and be restored to your colours: I do now 
partly aim at the cause of your repulse—which was ominous indeed 
—^for as you enter at the door, there is opposed to you the frame of 
a wolf in the hangings, which, surprising your eye suddenly, gare a 
false alarm to the heart; and that was it called your blora out of 
your face, and so routed the whole rank of your spirits: I beseech 
you labour to forget it. And remember, as I inculcated to you 
before^ for your comfort, Hedon and Anaddes. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II .—Another Apartment tn the same. 

Enter Hbdow and Anaides. 

Hedon. Heart, was there ever so prosperous an invention thus 
unluckily perverted and spoiled by a whoreson book-worm, a 
candle-waster? 

Ana. Nay, be not impatient, Hedon. 

Hed. ’Slight, I would fain know his name. 

Ana. Hang him, poor mogan rascal 1 prithee think not of him: 
ril send for him to my lodging, and have him blanketed when thou 
wilt, man. 

Hed. Ods so, I would thou couldst. Look, here he comes. 

Enter Cbites, and walks in a musing posture at the hack of 
the Mage. 

Laugh at him, laugh at him; ha, ha, ha! 

Ana. Fough! he smells all lamp-oil with studying by candle¬ 
light. 

Hed. How confidently he went by us, and carelessly! Never 
moved, nor stirred at any thing! Did you observe him? 

Ana. Ay, a pox on him, let him go, dormouse; he is in a dream 
now. He has no other time to sleep, but thus when he walks abroad 
to take the air, 

Hed. ’Spreoious, this afflicts me more than all the rest, that we 
should so particularly direct our hate and contempt against him, 
and he to carry it thus without wound or passion! ’tis insufferable. 

Ana. 'Slid, my dear Envy, if thou but say’st the word now. I’ll 
undo him eternally for thee. 

Hed. How, sweet Anaides T 

Ana. Many, half a score of us get him in, one night, and make 
him pawn his wit for a supper. 

H^ Away, thou hast such unseasonable jests I By this heaven, 
I wonder at nothing more than our gentlemen ushers, that will 
■nffer a piece of serge or perpetuana to come into the presence: 
methinks thqy should, out of their experience, better diafeingiiiah 
the silken disjxMition of courtiers, than to let such terrible coarse 
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rags mix vith ns, able to £ret any smooth or genUe sooiety to the 
threads with their rubbing devices. 

Ana. Unless 'twere Lent^ Ember-weeks^ or fasting days, when 
the place is most TOnuriously empty of all other good oatddes. 
D— — n me, if 1 would adventure on his company once more, 
without a suit of buff to defend my wit! he does no thing but stab, 
the slave! How mischievously he cross’d thy device of the 
prophecy, there? and Motia, she comes without her muff too, and 
there my invention wm lost. 

Hed. Well, I am resolved what I’ll do. 

Ana. What, my good spirituous spark? 

Hed. Marry, speak all the venom I can of him; and poison his 
reputation in eveiy place where I come. 

Ana. ’Fore Go<C most courtly. 

H^. And if I chance to be present where any question is made 
of his sufficiencies, or of any thing he hath done private or public, 
m censure it slightly and ridiculously. 

Ana. At any hand beware of that; so thou may’st draw thine 
own judgment in suspect. No, I’ll instruct thee what thou shalt do, 
and by a safer means: approve any thing thou hearest of his, to 
the received opinion of it; but if it be extraordinary, give it from 
him to some other whom thou more particularly affect’st; that’s 
the way to plague him, and he shall never come to defend himself. 
|Slud, I’ll give out all he does is dictated from other men, and swear 
it too, if thou’lt have me, and that I know the time and place 
where he stole it, though my soul be guilty of no such thing; and 
that I think, out of my heart, he hates such barren shifts: yet to 
do thee a pleasure, and him a disgrace. I’ll damn myself, or do any 
thing. 

., Grammercy, my dear devil; we’ll put it seriously in practice^ 

i’fait^ [Exeunt Hedon and Anaidea. 

Cri. [coining foneatd.] Do, good Detraction, do, and I the while 
Shall shake thy spight off with a careless smile. 

Poor piteous gallants! what lean idle slights 
Their thoughts suggest to flatter Weir starv’d hopes! 

As if 1 knew not how to entertain 

These straw-devices; but, of force must yield 

To the weak stroke of their calumnious tongues. 

What should | care what every dor doth buz 
In credulous ears ? It is a crown to me 
That the best judgments can report me wrong’d; 

Them liars, and their slanders impudent. 

' Perhaps, upon the rumour of their speeches. 

Some grieved friend will whisper to me; Orites, 

Men speak ill of thee. So they be ill men. 

If they spake worse, ’twere better: for of such 
To be dispraiBed, is the most perfect praise. 

What can his censure hurt me, whom the world 
Hath censured vile before me! If good C%restus, 
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EuthuB, or PhronimuB, had spoke the words. 

They would have moved me, and I diould have call’d 
My thoughts and aotions to a strict account 
Upon the hearing: but when I remember, 

Hedon and Anaides, alas, then 
I think but what they are, and am not stirr’d. 

The one a light voluptuous reveller. 

The other, a strange airogating puff. 

Both impudent, and ignorant enough; 

That talk as they are wont, not as I merit; 

Traduce by custom, as moat dogs do bark. 

Do nothing out of judgment, but disease. 

Speak ill, because they never could speak well. 

And who’d be angry with this race of creatures? 

What wise physician have we ever seen 
Moved with a frantic man? the same affects 
That he doth bear to his sick patient. 

Should a right mind carry to such as these; 

And I do count it a most rare revenge. 

That I can thus, with such a sweet neglect. 

Pluck from them all the pleasure of their malice; 

For that’s the mark of all their enginous drifts. 

To wound mv patience, howsoe’er th^ seem 
To aim at otner objects; which if miss’d. 

Their envy’s like an arrow shot upright, 

That, in tne fall, endangers their own heads. 

Unier Abbtb. 

Are. What, CritesI where have you drawn forth the day. 
You have not visited your jealous friends ? 

Cri. Where I have seen, most honour’d Arete. 

Tlie strangest pageant, fa^on’d like a court, 

^t least I dreamt I saw it) so diffused, 
iw painted, pied, and full of rainbow strains. 

As never ye^ either by time, or place. 

Was made the food to my distasted sense; 

Nor can my weak imperfect memory 
Now render half the forms unto my tongue. 

That were convolved within this thrifty room 
Here stalks me by a proud and spangled sir. 

That looks three handfuls higher than his fbretop; 

Savours himself alone, is only kind 
And loving to himself; one that will speak 
More dad: and doubtM than six oraclesl 
Salutes a friend, as if he had a stitch; 

Is his own chronicle, and scarce can eat 
For regist’ring hims^; is waited on 
By miminii, jestcTB, panders, parasites 
AIm other such like prodigtos of men. 
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He pastv appears some mincing marmoset 
Made all of clothes and faoe; bis limbs so set 
As if they had some Toluntaiy act 
Without man’s motion, and must more just so 
In spight of thw oreationt one that weighs 
His breath between his teeth, and dares not smile 
Beyond a point, for fear t’Unstaroh his look; 

Hath travell’d to make legs, and seen the cringe 
Of several courts, and courtiers; knows the time 
Of giving titles, and of taking walls; 

Hath read court common-places; made them his: 
Studied the grammar of stat^ and all the rules 
Each formal usher in that politic school 
Can teach a man. A third comes, giving nods 
To his repenting creditors, protests 
To weeping suitors, takes the coming gold 
Of insolent and base ambition. 

That hourly rubs his dry and itchv palms; 

Which grip^, like burning coals, ne hurls away 
Into the laM of bawds, and buffoons’ mouths. 

With him were meets some subtle E^teus, one 
Can change, and vaiy with all forms he sees; 

Be any thing but honest; serves the time; 

Hovers betwixt two factions, and explores 

The drifts of both; which, with cross face, he bears 

To the divided heads, and is received 

With mutual grace of either: one that dares 

Do deeds worthy the hurdle or the wheel. 

To be thought somebody; and is in soot^ 

Such as the satirist points riuly forth. 

That only to his crimes owes all his worth. 

Are. You tell us wonders, Crites. 

Cri. This is nothing. 

There stands a neoplute glazing of his face. 

Pruning his clothes, perfuming of his hair, 

A^nst his idol enters; and repeats. 

Like an unperfect prologue, at third music. 

His part of speeches, and confederate jests. 

In passion to himself. AnoUier swears 
His scene of courtship over; bids, believe him. 
Twenty times ere th^ will; anon, doth seem 
As he w(Mild kiss away his hand in kindness; 

Then walks off melancholic, and stands wreath’d. 

As he were pinn’d up to the anas, thus. 

A tiiird is most in action, swims and frisks. 

Plays with his mistress’s paps, salutes her pump^ 
Adores her hems, her aki^ her knota^ her ourl^ 
Will spend his patrimony for a garter. 

Or the least feather in her bounteous hui. 
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A fourth, he only oomes in for a mate; 

Divides the act with a dumb diow, and exit. 

Then must the ladies laugl^ straight comes their sooie^ 

A sixth times worse oonfodon than the rest. 

Where you shall heur one talk ci this man’s eye^ 

Another of his lip, a third, his nose, 

A fourih commend his leg, a fifth, his foot, 

A sixth, his hand, and every one a limb; 

That you would think the poor distorted gallant 
Must there expire. Then fall they in discourse 
Of tires and fashions, how they must take place, 

Where th^ may kiss, and whom, when to sit down. 

And with what grace to rise; if they salute. 

What court’sy they must use: such cobweb stuff 
As would enforce the oommon’st sense abhor 
Th’ Araohnean workers. 

Are. Patience, gentle Crites. 

This knot of spiders will be soon dissolved. 

And all their webs swept out of pynthia’s court. 

When once her glorious deity appears. 

And but presents itself in h«r fuH light: 

’Till when, go in, and spend your hours with us. 

Your honoiu’d friends, Time and Phronesis, 

In contemplation of our goddess’ name. 

Think on some sweet and choice invention now. 

Worthy her serious and illustrious eyes. 

That from the merit of it we may take 
Desired occasion to prefer your worth. 

And make ^our service known to C! 3 rnthia. 

It is the pride of Arete to grace 

Her studious lovers; and, in scorn of tim^ 

Envy, and ignorance, to lift their state 
Above a vulgar height. True happiness 
Consists not in the multitude of friends. 

But in their worib and choioa Nor would I have 
Virtue a popular regard pursue: 

Let them be good ibat love me, though but few. 

Cri. I kiss thy hands, divinest Arete^ 

And vow myself to thee, and Qynthia. ^Exeunt. 


SCENE III .—Another Apartment in the name. 

Enter AxoBPBXJa,/bUov>ed by Asorns and hie Tailor. 

Amo. A little more forward: so, air. Now go in, discloak your* 
self, and come forth. [Exit Aaotue."] Tailor, bestow thy absence 
upon us; and be not prodigal of this secret, but to a dear customw. 

{Exit Taihr. 
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Re-enitr Asoros. 

• Till well rater’d, Stay, you come on too fast; your pane is too 
impetuous. Imagine this to be the palace of your pleasure, or. 
place 'where your lady is pleased to be seen. First, yon present 
yourself, thus: and spying her, vou fall off, and wallc soma two 
turns; in which time, it is to oe supposed, your passion hath 
sufficiently whited your face, thmi, stifling a sigh or two, and closing 
your lips, wi& a trembling boldness, ana bold terror, you advance 
youiseR forward. Prove^us much, I pray you. 

Aao. Yes, sir;—pray Jove 1 can light on it! Here, I come in. 
you say, and present myself? 

Amo. Good. 

Aao. And then 1 spy her, and walk off? 

Amo. Very good. 

Aao. Now, sir, I stifle, and advance forward? 

Amo. Trembling. 

Aao. Yes, sir, trembling; I shall do it better when I come to it. 
And what must I speak now? 

Amo. Marry, you shall say; Dear Bcaviy, or aweet Honour (or 
by what other title you please to remember her), methinka you ore 
melancholy. This is, if she be alone now, and discompanied. 

Aao. Well, sir. I’ll enter again; her title shall be, My dear 
Lindabridea. 

Amo. Lindabrides! 

Aao. Ay, sir, the emperor Alicandroe’s daughter, and the prince 
Meridian’s sister, in (As Knight of the Sun ; she should have been 
married to him, but that the princess C3aridiana- 

Amo. O, you betray your reading. 

Aao. Nay, sir, I have read history, 1 am a little humanitian. 
Interrupt me not, good sir. My dear Lindabridea,—my dear Linda- 
hridea,—my dear Lindabridea, methinka you are mdawihady, 

Amo. Ay, and t^e her by the rosy finger’d hand. 

Aao. Must I so: O!— My dear Lindabridea, methinka you are 
melancholy. 

Amo. Or thus, air. AU variety of divine jdeaaurea, choice aporta, 
aweet muaie, rick fare, brave attire, aoft beda, and aUken thoughta, 
attend Aia dear beauty. 

Aao. Believe me, that’s pretty. AU vari^ of divine pleoaurea, 
choice aporta, aweet muaie, rich fare, brave attire, aoft beda, and ailken 
thoughta, eUtend thia dear beauty. 

t Amo. And then, offering to kiss her hand, if she shall ooily 
reooU. and rignify your repulse, you are to re-enforce youtself with, 
Ifore than moat fair lady, 

Lat not the rigour of your faat diadain 
Thua eoaraely eenaure of your aervanta teat. 

AnH withal, protest hw to be the only and absolute unparallel’d 
creature you do adore; and admire, aim respect, and reverence, in 
thia court, comer of the world, or l^gdom. 
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Aao. Tliis is hard, by my faith. FU begin it all again. 

Amo. Do 80, and I will aot it for your lady. 

Aao. Will you vouchsafe, sirT All variky of divitie pkaatirea, 
choice aporta, aweet muaie, ri^fare, brave attire, aoft beda, and aUken 
(houghta, attend thia dear beauty. 

Amo. So, sir, pray you, away. 

Aso. More than moat fair lady. 

Let not the rigour of your juat dimhiin 
Thus coarady cenaure of your aervant'a zeal; 

I protest you are the oky, and abaolute, uruippardTd - 

Amo. unparallel’d. 

Aso. UnparatteTd creature, I do adore, and admire, and respect, 
and reverence, in thia comer of the world or kingdom. 

Amo. This is, if she abide you. But now, put the case she should 
be passant when you enter, as thus: you are to frame your gait 
thereafter, and call upon her, lady, nymph, aweet refuge, star of our 
court. Then, if she be guardant, here; you are to come on, and, 
laterally dispraing yourself, swear by her blushing and well-coloured 
cheek, the bright dye of her hair, her ivory teeth, though they be 
ebony), or some such white and innocent oath, to induce you. If 
reganlant, then maintain your station, brisk and irpe, show the 
supple motion of your pliant body, but in chief of your knee, and 
^nd, which cannot but arride her proud humour exceedingly. 

Aso. I conceive you, sir. I shall perform all these things in good 
time, 1 doubt not» they do so hit me. 

Amo. Well, sir, I am your lady; make use of any of these begin* 
nings, or some other out of your own invention; and prove how 
you can hold up, and follow it. Say, say. 

Aao. Yes, sir. My dear Linddbrides. 

Amo. No, you affect that IJIndabrides too much; and let me tell 
you it is not so courtly. Your pedant should provide you some 
parcels of French, or some pretty commodity oi Italian, to com¬ 
mence with, if you would be exorio and exquisite. 

Aao. Yes, sir, he was at my lodging t’other morning, I gave him 
a doublet. 

Amo. Double your benevolence, and give him the hose too; 
clothe you his body, he will help to apparel your mind. But now, 
see what your proper genius can perform alone, without adjection of 
any other Minerva. 

Aao. I comprehend you, sir. 

Amo. I do stand you, sir; fall back to your first place. Good, 
passing well: veiy properly pursued. 

Aso. Beautiful, anAiguoua, and aufjpoient lady, what! are you aM 
alone t 

Amo. We would be, air, if you would leave us. 

Aso. / am at your beatUy'a appointment, bright angel; but - 

Amo. What but t 

Aso. No harm, more than moat fair feature. 

Amo. That touch relish’d well. 
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Aso. Bvt, / protest - 

Amo. And why dunJd you protest t 

Aao. For good wiU, dear esteem'd madam, and I hope your Jadyahip 
will so conceive of it; 

And wiU, in time, return from your disdain. 

And rue the suff'rance of our friendly pain. 

Amo. O, that piece was excellent I If you could pick out more 
of these play-particles, and, as occasion shall salute you, embroider 
or damaak your discourse with them, persuade your soul, it would 
most judiciously commend you. Como, this was a well-discharged 
and auspicious bout. Pro-ve the second. 

Aso. Lady, / cannot ruffle it in red and yellow. 

Amo. Why, if you can revel it in white, air, 'tia aufflcient. 

Aso. Say you so, sweet lady / Lan, tede, de, de, de, dant, dant, dant, 
dante. [Sings and dances.] No, in good faith, madam, whosoever 
told your ladyship so, abused you ; but I would be glad to meet your 
ladyship in a measure. 

Amo. Me, sir / Bdike you measure me by yourself, then t 

Aso. Would I might, fair feature. 

Amo. And what were you the better, if you might ? 

Aso. The better it please you to ask, fair lady. 

Amo. Why, this was ravishing, and most acutely continued. 
Well, spend not your humour too much, you have now competently 
exercised your conceit: this, once or twice a day, will render you 
an accomplish’d, elaborate, and wcll-levell’d gallant. Convey in 
your courting-stock, we will in the heat of this go visit the nvmphs* 
chamber. [Bxeunt. 


ACT IV 

SCENE I .—An Apartment tn the Palace. 

Enter Phantastk, Phtladtia, AsotraiON, Mokia, and CiOTD. 

Pha. 1 would this water would arrive once, our travelling friend 
so commended to us. 

Arg. So would I, for be has left all us in travail with expectation 
of it. 

Pha. Pray Jove, I never rise from this couch, if ever I thirsted 
more for a thing in my whole time of being a courtier. 

Phi. Nor I, I’ll be sworn; the very mention of it sets my lips in 
a worse heat, than if he had sprinklM them with mercury. Beach 
me the glass, sirrah, 

Cup. Here, lady. 

Mor. They do not peel, sweet charge^ do th^T 

Phi. Yes, a little, guardian. 

Mor. O, ’tis an eminent good sign. Ever when my lips do bo» 1 
am sore to have some delicious good drink or other approaching. 

Arg. Marry, and this may be good for ns ladies, for it seems ’Us 
frt by their stay. 
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Mot. Mj palate for youi^ dear Honour, it eball prove most 
elegant, I warrant yon. O, 1 do fancy tb|s gear tnat’e long a 
ooming, with an unmeasurable strain. 

PAo. Pray thee sit down, Philautia; that rebatu becomes thee 
singularly. 

Phi. la it not quaint? 

Pha.^ Yea, faith. Methinks, thy servant Hedon is nothing so 
obsequious to thee, as he was wont to be: I know not how, he is 
grown out of his garb a-late, he*s warp’d. 

Mor. In truenoss, and so methinks too; he is much converted. 

Phi. Tut, let him be what he will, ’tis an animal I dream not of. 
Hiis tire, methinks, makes me look very ingeniously, quick, and 
spirited; I should be some Laura, or some Delia, mewinks. 

Jfor. As I am wise, fair Honours, that title she gave him, to be 
her Ambition, spoil’d him: before, he was the most propitious and 
observant young novice— 

Pha. No, no, you are the whole heaven awry, guardian; ’tis 
the swaggering coach-horse Anaides draws with him there, has been 
the diverter of him. 

Phi. For Cupid’s sake speak no more of him; would I might 
never dare to look in a mirror again, if I respect ever a marmoset of 
’em all, otherwise than I would a feather, or my shuttle-cock, to 
moke sport with now and then. 

Pha. Come, sit down; troth, an you be good beauties, let’s run 
over (hem all now: Which is the properest man amongst them? 
I say, the traveller, Amorphus. 

Phi. O, fie on him, he looks like a Venetian trumpeter in the 
battle of Lepanto, in the gallery yonder; and speaks to the tune of 
a country lady that comes ever in the rearward or train of a fashion. 

Mor. I should have judgment in a feature, sweet beauties. 

Pha. A body would thii& so, at these years. 

Mor. And I prefer another now, far before him, a million, at least. 

Pha. Who might that be, guardian ? 

Mor. Marry, fair charge, Anaides. 

Pha. Anaides 1 you talk’d of a tune, Philautia; there’s one speaks 
in a key, like the opening of some justice’s gate, or a postboy’s horn, 
as if his voice fearra an arrest for some ill words it should give, and 
were loth to come forth. 

Phi. Ay, and he has a very imperfect face. 

Pha. like a sea-monster, that were to ravish Andromeda from 
the rock. 

Phi. His hands too great too, by at least a straw’s breadth. 

Pha, Nay, he has a worse fault than that too. 

Phi. A long heel ? 

Pha. That were a fault in a lady, rather than him: no, they say 
he puts off the calves of his legs, with his stockings, evwy night. 

Phi. Out upon him 1 Turn to another of the pictures, for love’s 
sake. What says Argurion? Wliom does she commend afore the 

rest? 
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Cup. I hope 1 have inatruoted her aufSoiently for an answer. 

[Aside. 

Mor. Troth, I made the motion to her ladyship for one to-day, 
i’the presence, but it app^’d she was otlterways furnished before: 
she would nona 

Pha. Who was that, Argurion? 

Mor. Many, the poor plain gentleman in the black there. 

Pha, Who, Crites? 

Arg. Ay, ay, he: a fellow that nobody so much as look’d upon, 
or regardra; and she would have had me done him particular grace. 

Pha. That was a true trick of yourself, Moria, to persuade 
Argurion to affect the scholar. 

Arg. Tut, but she shall be no chooser for me. In good faith, I 
like the citizen’s son there, Asotus; methinks none of them all 
come near him. 

Pha. Not Hodon T 

Arg. Hedonl In troth, no. Hedon’s a pretty slight courtier, 
and he wears his clothes well, and sometimes in falcon; marry, his 
face is but indifferent, and he has no such excellent body. No, the 
other is a most delicate youth; a sweet face, a straight body, a 
well-proix>rtion’d leg and foot, a white hand, a tender voice. 

Phi. How now, Ar^rion! 

Pha. O, you should have let her alone, she was bestowing a copy 
of him upon us. Such a nose were enough to make me love a man, 
now. 

Phi. And then his several colours he wears; wherein he flourisheth 
changeably, every day. 

PIm. O, but his short hair, and his narrow eyes! 

Phi. Why she doats more palpably upon him than ever his father 
did upon her. 

Pha. Believe me^ the young gentleman deserves it. If she could 
doat more, ’twere not amiss. He is an exceeding proper youth, 
and would have made a moat neat barber surgeon, if he had been 
put to it in time. 

Phi. Say you sol Methinks he looks like a tailor already. 

Pha. Ay, that had sayed on one of his customer’s suits. His 
face is like a squeezed orange, or— 

Arg. Well, ladies, jest on: the best of you both would be glad of 
such a servant. 

Mor. Ay, I’ll be sworn would they, though he be a little shame¬ 
faced. 

Phi. Shame-faced, Moria! out upon him. Your shame-faced 
BOTvant is your only gull. 

Mor. Go to, beauties, make much of time, and place, and occasion, 
and opportunity, and favourites, and thii^ tiiat belong to them, 
for ril ensure you they will all relihquish; they cannot endure above 
anothw year; 1 know it out of future experience; and therefore 
take exhibition and warning. I was once a revdler myself, and 
though I speak it, os mine own trumpet, I was then esteem’d— 
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Phi. Hie very maieh-pane of the oonrti I warrant you. 

Pha. And all the gallants oame about you like flies, did they not ? 

Mor. Go to, they did somewhat; tbet’s no matter now. 

Pha. Nay, ^Kxl Moiia, be not angry, ^t case, that we four 
now had the ^ant from Juno, to wish ourselves into what happy 
estate we could, what would you wish to be, MoriaT 

Mor. Who, 11 let me see now. I would wish to be a wise woman, 
and know all the secrets of court, city, and country. I would know 
'^at were done behind the arras, what upon the stairs, what in the 
garden, what in the nymphs’ chamber, what by bar^ and what by 
coach, I would tell you which courtier were scabbed and which not; 
which lady had her own face to lie with her a-nights and which not; 
who put off their teeth with their clothes in court, who their hair, 
who their complexion: and in which box ^ey put it. There 
should not a nymph, or a widow, be got with child in the verge, but 
I would guess, within one or two, who was the right father, and in 
what month it was TOtten; with what words, and which way. I 
would tell you which madam loved a monsieur, which a player, 
which a page; who slept with her husband, who with her friend, 
who with her gentleman-usher, who with her horse-keeper, who 
with her monkey, and who with all; yes, and who ji^’d the 
cook too. 

Pha. Fie, you’d tell all, Moria! K I should wish now, t should 
be to have your tongue out. But what says PhiiautiaT Who 
should she be T 

Phi. Troth, the very same I am. Only I would wish myself a little 
more command and sovereignty; that all the court were subject 
to my absolute beck, and all things in it depending on my look; 
as if there were no other heaven but in my smile, nor other hell but 
In iny frown; that I might send for any man I list, and have his 
head out off when I have done with him, or made an eunuch if he 
denied me; and if I saw a better face than mine own, I might have 
my doctor to poison it. What would you wi^, PhantasteT 

Pha. Faith, I cannot readily toll you what: but methinks I 
should wish myself all manner of creatures. Now I would be an 
empress, and by and by a duchess; then a great lady of state, then 
one of your miscellany madams, then a waiting-woman, then your 
citizen’s wife, then a coarse country gentlewoman, then a dairy¬ 
maid, then a shepherd’s lass, then an empress again, or the queen 
of fairies: and thus I would prove the vicissitudes and whirl of 
pleasures about and again. As I were a shepherdess, I would be 
piped and sung to; as a dairy-wench, I would dance at maypoles, 
and make syll^ubs; as a country gentlewoman, keep a good house, 
a«4; oolhe up to term to see motions; as a citizen’s wif^ to be 
troubled with a jealous husband, and put to my shifts; others’ 
miseries should m my pleasures. As a waiting-woman, I would 
taste my lady’s delights to her; as a misoellany madam, invent new 
tires, and go visit courtiers: as a great lady, lie a-be^ and have 
courtiers visit me; as a duchess, I would keep my state; and as an 
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empraao, I would do anv tiling. And, in all these shapes, I would 
ever be follow’d with the affections of all tiiat see me. Marry, I 
myself would affect none; or if I did, it should not be heartily, but 
so as I might save myself in them still, and take pride in tormenting 
the poor wretches. Or, now I think on’t, I would, for one year, 
wish myself one woman; but the richest, fairest, and delicatest in 
a kingdom, the very centre of wealth and beauty, wherein all lines 
of love should meet; and in that person I would prove all manner of 
suitors, of all humours, and of all complexions, and never have any 
two of a sort. I would see how love, by the power of his object, 
could work inwardly alike, in a choleric man and a sanguine, in a 
melancholic and a phlegmatic, in a fool and a wise man, in a clown 
and a courtier, in a valiant man and a coward; and how he could 
vary outward, by lotting this gallant express himself in dumb gaze; 
another with sighing and rubbing his fingers; a third with ftlay-ends 
and pitiful verses; a fourth, with stabbing himself, and drinking 
faealtiu, or writing languishing letters in his blood; a fifth, in 
colour’d ribands and good clothes; with this lord to smile, and that 
lord to court, and the t’other lord to dote, and one lord to hang 
himself. And, then, I to have a book made of all this, which I would 
call the Book of Humours, and every night read a little piece ere 1 
slept, and laugh at it.—Here comes Hedon. 

Etder Hkdon, ANAroisa, and Mbbcitby, who retires with Cupid 
to the back of the stage, where they converse together. 

Bed. Save you sweet and clear beauties I By the spirit that 
moves in me, you are all most pleasingly bestow’d, ladies. Only 
I can take it for no good omen, to find mine Honour so dejected. 

Phi. You need not fear, sir; I did of purpose humble myself 
against your coming, to decline the pride of my Ambition. 

Ued. Fair Honour, Ambition dares not stoop; but if it be your 
sweet pleasure I shidl lose that title, I will, as I am Hedon, apply 
myself to your bounties. 

Phi. Tbiat were the next way to dis-title myself of honour. O, 
no, rather bo still Ambitious, I pray you. 

Hei. I will be any thing that you please, whilst it pleaseth you 
to be yourself, lady. Sweet Phantosto dear Moria, most beautiful 
Atgurion— 

Ana. Farewell, Hedon. 

Bed. Anaides, stay, wliither go you T 

Ana. ’Slight, what should I do here? an you engross tliem all for 
your own use, 'tis time for me to seek out. 

Bed. I engross theml Away, mischief; this is one of your 
extravagant jests now, because I began to salute them by their 
names. 

Ana. Faith, you might have spared ns madam Prudence, the 
guardian there, though you had more covetously aim’d at the rest. 

Bed. 'Sheart, take them aU, man: what speak you to me of 
awning or COVetOUS? 
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Ana. Ay, aay you sol nay, then, have at them:—^Ladies, here’s 
one hath distinguish’d yon by your names already: It sh^ only 
become me to au how you do. 

Hed. Oda so, was this the design yon travail’d with 7 

PAa. Who answers the brazen head? it spoke to somebody. 

Ana. Lady Wisdom, do you interpret for these puppets? 

Mor. In trath and sadness, honours, you are in great offence for 
this. Go to; the gentleman (I’ll undertake with him) is a man of 
fair living, and able to maintain a lady in her two coaches a day, 
besides page^ monkeys, and paraquettoes, with such attendants as 
she shall think meet for her turn; and therefore there is more 
respect requirable, howsoe’er you seem to connive. Hark you, sir, 
let me discourse a syllable with you. I am to say to you, ^ese 
ladles are not of that close and open behaviour as haply you may 
suspend; their carriage is well known to be such as it should be, 
both gentle and extraordinary. 

3fer. O, here comes the other pair. 

Xnter Amobphits and Asoxus. 

Amo. That was your father’s love, the nymph Argurion. I 
would have you direct all your courtship thither; if you could but 
endear yourself to her affection, you were eternally engallanted. 

Am. In truth, sir! pray Phoebus I prove favoursome in her fair 
eyes. 

Amo. All divine mixture, and increase of beauty to this bright 
bevy of ladies; and to the male courtiers, compliment and courtesy. 

/fed. In the behalf of the moles, I gratify you, Amorphus. 

PAa. And I of the females. 

Amo. Succinctly return’d. I do vail to both your thanks, and 
kiss them; but primarily to yours, most ingenious, acute, and polite 
lady. 

PAi. Ods my life, how he does all-to-bequalify her! inffenioua, 
acute, and polite / as if there was not others in place as ingenious, 
acut^ and polite as she. 

Bed. Yes, but vou must know, lady, he cannot speak out of a 
dictionary methodl 

PAa. Sit down, sweet Amorphus. When will this water corner 
think you T 

Amo. It cannot now be long, fair lady. 

Cup. Now observe. Mercury. 

Am. .How, moat ambiguous beauty 1 love you? that I will, by 
handkerchief. 

’Slid, he draws his oaths out of his pocket. 

Afg. But will you be constant? 

Am. Constant, madam! I will not say for oonstantness; but 
this punsb which I would be loth to swear by, unless it were em- 
broioered, I protest, more than most fair lady, you are the only 
absolutSb and nnpai^el’d creature; I do adore, and admire, and 
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respect, and reverence in this court, corner of the world, or kingdom. 
Methinks-you are melancholy; 

Arg. your heart speu all thisT 

Am. Say you T 

Mer. O, he is groping for another oath. 

Am. Now by this watch—I marie how forward the day is—do 
unfeignedly avow myself—’slight, ’tis deeper than I took it, past 
five—yours entirely ^dieted, madam. 

Arg. I require no more, dearest Asotus; hcncefortli let me call 
yon mine, and in remembrance of me, vouchsafe to wear this chain 
and this ^amond. 

Am. O lord, sweet lady I 

Cup. There are new oaths for him. What! doth Hermes taste 
no alteration in all this ? 

Mer. Yes, thou host strook Argurion enamour’d on Asotus, 
methinks. 

Cup. Alas, no; I am nobody, 1; I can do nothing in this disguise. 

Mer. But thou hast not wounded any of the rest, Cupid. 

Cup. Not yet; it is enough that I have begun so pros|)erouBly. 

Arg. Nay, these are nothing to the gems I will hourlv bestow 
upon thee; be but faithful and kind to me, and I will lade thee 
with my richest bounties: behold, here my bracelets from mine 
arms. 

Am! Not BO, good lady, by this diamond. 

Arg. Take ’em, wear ’em; my jewels, chain of pearl pendants, all 
I have. 

Am. Nay then, by this pearl vou make me a wanton. 

Cup. Shall she not answer tor this, to maintain him thus in 
swearing? 

Mer. O no, there is a way to wean him from this, the gentleman 
may be reclaim’d. 

Cup. Ay, if you had the airing of his apparel, coz, I think. 

Am. Loving! ’twere pity an I should be living else, believe me. 
Save you, sir, save you, sweet lady, save you, monsieur Anaides, 
save you, dear madam. 

Ana. Dost thou know him that saluted thee, Hedon ? 

Hed. No. some idle Fungoso, that hath got above the cupboard 
since yesterday. 

Ana. ’Slud, I never saw him till this morning, and he salutes me 
as familiar ly as if we had known together since the deluge, or the 
first year of Troy action. 

Amo. A most right-handed and auspicious encounter. Confine 
yourself to your fortunes. 

Phi. For sport’s sake let’s have some Riddles or Purposes, ho! 

Plui. No, mith, your I^ophecies are best, the t’other are stale. 

Phi. Prophecies! we cannot all sit in at them; we shall make a 
confusion. No; what call’d you that we had in the forenoon? 

Pha. Substantives and adjectivee, Is it not, Hedon? 

Phi. Ay, t^t. Who begins? 
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Pha. I have thought; q>eak vonr adjeolave^ airs. 

Phi. But do not you change then. 

PAa. NotL Who says t 
Mor. Odoriferous. 

Phi. Popular. 

Arg. Humble. 

Ana. White-liver’d. 

Sed. Barbarous. 

Amo. Z*ythagorical. 

Ned. Yours, signior. 

Aao. WThat must I do, sir T 

Amo. Give forth your adjective with the rest; as prospmous, 
good, fair, sweet, well— 

Any thing that hath not been spoken. 

Aeo. Yes, sir, well spoken shall be mine. 

Pha. What, have you all done T 
All. 

Pha. Then the substantive is Breeches. Wliy odoriferous breeches, 
guardian T 

Mor. Odoriferous,—because odoriferous: that which oontainB 
most variety of savour and smell we say is most odoriferous; now 
breeches, 1 presume, are incident to that variety, and therefore 
odoriferous breeches. 

Pha. Well, we must take it howsoever. Who’s next f Philautia T 
Phi. Popular. 

Pha. Wny popular breeches T 

Pha. Many, that is, when they are not content to be generally 
noted in court, but will press forth on common stages and brokers’ 
stalls, to the public view of the world. 

Pha. Good. Why humble breeches, Arguiion 7 
Arg. Humble! because they use to be sat upon; besides, if you 
tie them not up, their property is to fall down about your 
heels. 

Mer. She has worn the breeches, it seems, which have done so. 
Pha. But why udiite-Kver'd t 

Ana. Why! are not their linings white? Besides, when they 
come in swaggering company, and will pocket up any thing, may 
thw not properly be said to be white-liver’d 7 

Pha. O yes, we must not deny it. And why barbarmia, Hedon 7 
Hed. Barbarous 1 because commonly, when you have worn your 
breeches siifficienUy, you give them to your barber. 

Amo. That’s goM; but how Pylhagorical t 
Phi. Ay, Amorphns, why Pythagorical breeches? 

*Amo. O most mndly of all; ’tis a conceit of that fortune, I am 
bold to hug my brain for. 

Pha. How is it, exquisite Amorphns? 

Amo. O, I am rapt with it, ’tis so fit, so proper, so happy— 

Phi. Nay, do not rack us ^us. 

Amo. I ,never truly relish’d myself before. Give me your ears. 
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Breeches I^rthsgorioal, by reason of their transmigration into 
several shapes. 

Mar. Most rare, in sweet troth. Many this young gentleman, 
for his well-spoken— 

Pha. Ay, why wdl-apolun breeches t 

Aao. Well-spoken! Many, well-spoken, because—whatsoever 
thOT speak is weU-taken; and whatsoever is well-taken is weU> 
spoken. 

iifor. Excellent! believe me. 

Aao. Not BO, ladies, neither. 

Had. But why breeches, now? 

Pha. Breeches, quasi bear-riches; when a gallant bears all his 
riches in his breeches. 

Amo. Most fortunately etymologised. 

Pha. ’Nay, wo have another sport afore this, of A thing done, 
and who did it, etc. 

Phi. Ay, go^ Phantaste, let’s have that: distribute the places. 
Pha. Why, I imagine, A thing done; Hedon thinks, who did 
it; Moria, with what it was done; Anaides, where it was done; 
Argurion, when it was done; Amorphus, for what cause was it 
done; you, Philautia, what followed upon the doing of it; and this 
gentleman, who would have done it better. What T is it conceived 
aboutT 
AU. Yes, yes. 

Pha. Then speak you, sir. Who teould have done it better r 
Aao. How! does it begin at me? 

Pha.- Yes, sir: this play is called the Crab, it goes backward. 
Aao. May I not name myself T 

Phi. If yon please, sir, and dare abide the venture of it. 

Aao. Then I would have done it better, whatever it is. 

Pha. No doubt on’t, sir: a good confidence. What foUotoed upon 
the act, Philautia? 

Phi. A few heat drops, and a month’s mirth. 

Pha. For vahat cause, Amorphus? 

Amo. For the delight of ladies. 

Pha. When, Argurion? 

Arg. Last progress. 

Pha. Where, Anaides? 

Ana. Why, in a pair of pain’d slops. 

Pha. With what, Moria? 

Mar. With a glyster. 

Pha. Who, Hedon? 

Bed. A traveller. 

Pha. Then the thing done was. An oration was made. Rehea^. 
An oration was made— 

Bed. By a traveller— 

Mor. With a glyster— 

Ana. In a pair of pain’d dope— 

Arg. Last progress— 
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Amo. For the delight of ladies— 

PM. A few heat drops, and a month’s mirth followed. 

PAo. And, this silent gentleman would have done it better. 

Ato, This was not so good, now. 

PAf. In good faith, roese unhappy pages would be whipp’d for 
staying thus. 

Ifor. fieshrew my hand and my heart else. 

Amo. I do wonder at their protraction. 

Atm. Pray Venus my whore have not discover’d herself to the 
rascally boys, and that be the cause of their stay. 

Ato. I must suit myself with another page: this idle Frosaites 
will never be brought to wait well. 

JIfor. Sir, I have a kinsman I could willingly wish to your service, 
if you will deign to accept of him. 

Aso. And I shall be glad, most sweet lady, to embrace him: 
Where is heT 

Mor. I can fetch him, sir, but I would be loth to make you to 
turn away your other page. 

Aso. You shall not, most sufficient lady; I will keep both: pray 
'you let’s ro see him. 

Ary. Whither goes my love? 

Aso. I’ll return presently, I go but to see a page with this lady. 

[Exeunt Asolus and Moria. 

Ana. As sure as fate, ’tis so: she has opened all: a pox of all 
oookatrioesl D—n me, if she have play’d loose with me, Fll out 
W throat, within a hair’s breadth, so it may be heal’d again. 

Mer, What, is he jealous of his hermaphr^te? 

Cup. 0, ay, this will be excellent sport. 

Phi. Phantsste, ArgurionI what, you are suddenly struck, 
methinksl For love’s sake let’s have some muaio till they come: 
Ambition, reach the lyra, I pray you. 

Bed. Anything to which my Honour shall direct ma 

Phi. Come, Amorphus, cheer up Phantaste. 

Amo. It shall be my pride, fair lady, to attempt all that is in my 
powrer. But h«e is an instrument that alone is able to infuse sou 
into the most melancholic and dull-disposed creature upon earth. 
0, let me kiss thy fair knees. Beauteous ears, attend it. 

J?ed. Will you have “ the Biss, ” Honour? 

Phi. Ay, good Ambition. 

Hsdok sinffs. 

O, that joy so soon should waste / 

Or so sweet a bliss 
As a kiss 

Might not far ever last l 

8o sugared, so mdUng, so soft, so delieious. 

The dew that lies on roses. 

When the mom hsr^f discloses. 

Is no< so precious. 
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0 rather than I Would U emothert 
Were I to ta^ weft another ; 

It ehduld be my viehing 
That I night die with hieaing. 

Hed. I made this ditty, and tiie note to it, upon a kies that my 
Honour gaye me; bow like yon it^ sir 7 

Amo. A pretty air; in ^neral, I like it well: but in particular, 
your long dte-note did arride me most, but it was somewhat too 
long. I can show one almost of the some nature, but much before 
it, and not so long, in a composition of mine own. I think I hare 
boih the note and ditty about me. 

Hed. Pray you, sir, see. 

Amo. Yes, there b the note; and aU the parts, if I mbthink not. 
I Trill read the ditty to your beauties here; but first I am to make 
you familiar Tiith the occasion, which presents itself thus. Upon 
a time, ming to take my leave of the emperor, and kiss hu great 
hands, mere being then present the kings of France and Arragon, 
the dukes of Savoy, Florence, Orleans, Bourbon, BrunsTrick, the 
Landgrave, count Palatine; all which had severally feasted me; 
besides infinite more of inferior persons, as counts and others; it 
was my chance (the emperor detained by some exorbitant affair) to 
wait hLn the fifm part of an hour, or much near it. In which time, 
retiring myself into a bay-window, the beauteous lady Annabel, 
niece to the empress, and suter to the king of Arragon, who having 
never before eyed me, but only heard the common report of my 
virtue, learning, and travel, fell into that extremity of passion for 
my love, that she there immediately swooned: physicians Trare 
sent for, she had to her chamber, so to her bed; where, languishing 
some few days, after many times cailing upon me, -with my name 
in her lips, we expired. As that (I must mourningly say) b the 
only fault of my fortune, that, as it hath ever been my hap to be 
sued to, by all ladies and beauties, where I have come; so 1 never 
vet sojourn’d or rested in that place or part of the world, where some 
high-born, admirable, fair feature died not for my love. 

Mer. 0, the sweet power of travel!—Are you guilty of this, 
Cupid? 

Cup. No, Mercury, and that hu page Cos knows, if he srere here 
present to be sworn. 

Phi. But how doth this draw on the ditty, sir 7 

Mer. 0, she b too quick srith him; he hath not devised that vet. 

Amo. Mmry, some hour before she departed, she bequeath'd to 
me thb glove: which golden Iwacy, the emperor himself took care 
to send after me, in six coacnes, cover’d all with black velvet, 
attended by &e state of hb empire; oil which he freely presented 
me irith: and I redprooally (out of the same bounty) gave to the 
lords that brought it: only reserving the gift of the dewssed la^, 
upon which I composed uus ode^ and set it to my most affected 
instrument, the ly^ 
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Thou more than moot noeet glove. 

Unto my more moett love. 

Suffer me to store with hisses 
This empty lodging, Oiat now misses 
The pure rosy ham, that wear thee. 

Whiter than the kid that bare thee. 

Thou art soft, but that was softer ; 

OupicPs sdf hath kiss’d it after 
Than e’er he did his mother’s doves. 

Supposing her the queen of loves. 

That was thy mistress, bust of olovks. 

Mer. Blasphemy, blasphemy, Cupid! 

Oup. m revenge it time enough, Hermes. 

Phi. Good Amorphus, let’s hear it sung. 

Amo. I care not to admit that, slnoe it pleoseth Philautia to 
remiestit. 

Bed. Here, sir. 

Amo. Not, play it, I pray you; you do well, you do well .—[Be 
sings tl(.l—How like you it, sir T 

Bed. Very well, in troth. 

Amo. But very well I 0, you are a mere mammothrept in judg¬ 
ment, then. Why, do you not observe how excellently the ditty 
is afieoted in every place? that I do not many a word of short 
quantity to a long note ? nor an ascending syllable to a descending 
tone? Besides, upon the word best there, you see how I do enter 
with an odd minum, and drive it through the brief; which no 
intelligent musician, I know, but will afiSrm to be very rare, ex¬ 
traordinary, and pleasing. 

Mer. And yet not fit to lament the death of a lady, for all thin- 

Cup. Tut, here be they will swallow anything. 

Pha. Pray you, let me have a copy of it, Amorphua 

Phi. And me too; in troth, I like it exceedingly. 

Amo. I have denied it to princes; nevertheless, to yon, the true 
female twins of perfection, I am won to depart withaL 

Bed. I hope, 1 shall have my Honour’s copy. 

Pha. Yon are Ambitious in that, Hedon. 

Be-enter AuAiDxa. 

Amo. How now, Anaidesl what is it hath conjured up this dis- 
temperature in the circle of your face? 

Ana. Why, what have you to do? A pox upon your filthy 
travelling fi^ I hold your tongue. 

Bed. my, dost hear. Mischief? 

Ana, Away, musk-oat 1 

Amo. I say to thee thou art rude, debauch’d, impudent, coarse^ 
unMlish’d, a frapler, and base. 

Bed. Heart of my father, what a strange alteration has half a 
year’s h aunting of ordinaries wrought in this fellow! that came with 
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a tiiffta£Fata jerkia to town bat toe otoer day, and a pair of penny* 
leas hoseu end now he is tam’d Hecculea, he wants but a dub. 

Ana. you with the pencil on your chin; I will garter my hoM 
with your guts, and that' shall .be all. [JSixit, 

Mer. ’Slid, what rare fireworks be here? flash, flash. 

Pha. What’s the matter, Hedon T can you tell! 

Hed. Nothing, but that he lacks crowns, and thinks we’ll lend 
him some to be Mends. 

Ee-enter Asorus and Moria, vriA Monus. 

Aao. CSome, sweet lady, in good truth I’ll bam it, you shall not 
deny me. Morus, persui^e yoiu- aunt I may have her picture, by 
any means. 

Morus, Yea, Sir: good aunt now, let him have it, he will use me 
toe better; if you love me doi good aunt. 

Mar. Well, tell him he shall have it. 

Morus. Master, you shall have it, she says. 

Aso. Shall 1T thank her, good page. 

C«p. What, has be entertain’d the fool T 

Mtr. Ay, he’ll wait close, you shall see, though the b^gar hang 
off a while. 

Morus. Aunt, my master thanks you. 

Mor, Call him hither. 

Morus. Yes; master. 

Mor. Yes, in verity, and mve me this purse, and he has promised 
me a most fine dog; which he will have drawn with my picture, he 
says: and desires most vehemently to be known to your ladyships. 

Pha. Coll him hither, ’tis good groping such a gull. 

Morus. Master Asotus, master Asotusl 

Aso. For love’s sake, let me go: you see I am call’d to the ladies. 

Arg. Wilt thou forsake me, then 7 

Aso. Od so! what would you have me do7 

Mor. Come hither, master Asotus.—I do ensure your ladytoips, 
he is a gentleman of a very worthy desert: and of a most bountiful 
nature.—You must shew and insinuate yourself responsibly and 
equivalent now to my commendment.—Good honours grace him. 

Aso. I protest, more than most fair ladies, I do wish all varUltf of . 
divine pleasures, choice sports, sweet music, rich fare, brave attire, 
soft beds, and silken thoughts, attend these fair beauties. Will it please 
your ladyship to wear this chain of pearl, and this diamond, for my 
aake7 

Arg. O! 

Aso. And you, madam, this jewel and pendants? 

Arg. OI 

Plia. We know not how to deserve these bounties, out of so slight 
merit, Asotus. 

Phi. No, in f^th, but there’s my glove for a favour. 

Pha. And soon after the revely I will bestow a garter on yon. 

Asa, Olord, ladiesl it is more grace than ever 1 could have hoped. 



Im* that it pleaaeth your ladyshiiia to oxteud. I proteot it ; k 
■wmigh, that you but take knowledge of my—:—^if your ladyehipe 
want embroider'd gowns, tires of any fashion, rebatues, jewels, or 
oaroanets, any thing whateoevar, if you Touohsafe to accept— 

Ovp. And for it wey will help you to shoe-ties, and devices. 

Aao. I cannot utter myself, dW beauties, but you can conceive— 

Arg. OI 

/*&». Sir, wo will acknowledge your service, doubt not—^henoe- 
forth, you shall be no more Asotus to us, but our goldfinch, and we 
your osgw. 

Aao. O Venus I madams! how shall I deserve this? if 1 were but 
made acquainted with Hcdon, now,—^I’ll try: pray you, away. 

[To Argurion. 

Mer. How he prays money to go away from him. 

Aao, Amorphus, a word with you; here’s a watch I would bestow 
upon you, pray you moke me known to that gallant. 

Amo. That I will, sir.—Monsieur Hedon, 1 must entreat you to 
exchange knowledge with this gentleman. 

Htd. 'Tis a thing, next to the water, we expect, I thirst after, sir. 
'Good monsieur Asotus. 

Aao. Good monsieur Hedon, I would be glad to be loved of men 
of vour rank and spirit, I protest. Please you to accept this pair 
of bracelets, sir; they are not worth the bestowing— 

Mer. O Hercules, how the gentleman purchases, this must needs 
bring Argurion to a consumption. 

Hed. Sr, 1 shall never stand in the merit of such bounty, I fear. 

Aao, O Venus, sir; your aoquaintanoe shall be sufficient. And, 
if at any time you need my bill, or my bond— 

Arg. OI 01 ISvxxma. 

Amo. Help the lady there! 

Mor. Gods-dear, Argurion! madam, how do yon? 

Arg. Sick. 

Pha, Have her forth, and give her air. 

Aao. I come again straight ladies. 

[Exeunt Aaotua, Morua,~attd Argurion. 

Mer. Well, I doubt all the physio he has will scarce recover her; 
> die’s too far spent. 

Re-enter Anaidbs wOh Gbi.aia, PBOsarras, and Cos, with 
ike botUea. 

Phi. 0 here’s the water come; fetch glasses, page. 

Oel. Heart of my body, here’s a coil, indeed, with your jealous 
humours! nothing but whore and bitch, and all the villainous 
sw a g ge ring names yon can think on! ’Slid, take your bottle^ and 
put it in your guts for me. I’ll see yon pox’d ere I follow you any 
longer. 

Ana. Nay, good punk, sweet rascal; d-n mo, if I am jealous 

qbw. 

' OeL That’s true, indeed; pray let’s go. 
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Jfor. What’a the matter there T 

’Slights he hae me npon interrogatoiiee. (nay, my mother shall 
know how you nee me^) where I have been T and why I ahoold stay 
so long, and, how is’t poaaibleT and withal calls me at hia pleasure 
I know not how many cockatrices, and things. 

Mor. In truth and sadness, these are no good epitaphs, Anaides, 
to bestow upon any gentlewoman; and ensure you if I had 
known you would ^ve dealt thus with my daughter, she should 
never have fancied you so deeply as she has done. Go to. 

Ana. Why, do you hear, mo&er MoriaT hearti 

JHor. Nay, I pray you, sir, do not swear. 

Ana. Swear! why? ’sblood, I have sworn afore now, I hope. 
Both yon and your daughter mistake me. I have not honour’d 
Arete, that is held the worthiest lady in court, next to Qynthia, with 
half that observance and respect, as I have done her in private, 
howsoever outwardly I have carried myself careless, and negligent. 
Gome^ you are a foolish punk, and know not when you well 
employed. Kiss me, come on; do it, I say. 

Mor, Nay, indeed, 1 must confess, she is apt to misprision. But 
I must have yon leave it, minion. 

Re-enter Asorus. 

Amo. How now, Asotus! how does the lady? 

Aso. Faith, ill. 1 have loft my page with her, at her lodging. 

Hei. O, here’s the rarest water that ever was tasted: fill him 
some. 

Pro. What! has my master a now page? 

Mer. Yes, a kinsman of the lady Moria’s: you must wait better 
now, or you are cashiered, Prosaites. 

Ana. Come, gallants, you must pardon my foolish humour; when 
I am angi^, tlmt any thing crosses me, I grow impatient straight. 
Here, I mmk to you. 

Phi. O, that we had five or six bottles more of this liquorl 

Pha. Now I commend your judgment, Amorphus :—[Jenoeking 
within.] Who’s that knocks T look, page. [Exit Cos. 

Mor. O, most delicious; a little of this would make Afgurion well. 

Pha. O, no, mve her no cold drink, by any means. 

Ana. ’Sblo^ this water is the spirit of wine. I’ll be hang’d else. 

Re-enter Cos with Ahkts. 

Coe. Here’s the lady Arete^ madam. 

Are. What, at your bever, gallants? 

Mor. Will’t please your ladyship to drink? ’tis of the New 
Fountain water. 

Are. Not I, Moiia, I thank you.—GaUants, you are for this night 
free to your peculiar delights; Qynthia will have no sports: when 
she is pleased to come forth, yon riiall have knowledgei In tiie 
mean &ne, I could wish yon did provido for solemn revels, and 
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some nnlooked for device of wit, to entertain her, against she should 
vouolisafe to grace your pastimes with her presence. 

Amo, What say you to a masque? 

Hed. Nothing better, if the project were new and rare. 

Are. Why, I’ll send for Crites, and have his advice: be you 
ready in your endeavours: he sh^l discharge you of the inventive 
part. 

Pha. But will not your ladyship stay ? 

Are. Not now, Phantaste. [Exit. 

Phi. Ijct her go, I pray you, good lady Sobriety, I am glad we 
are rid of her. 

Pha. What a sot face the gentlewoman has, as she were still going 
to a sacrifice! 

Phi. O, she is the extraction of a dozen of Puritans, for a look. 

Mor. Of all nymphs i’ the court, I cannot away with her; ’tis 
the coarsest thing! 

Phi. I wonder how Cynthia can aflect her so above the rest. 
Here be they are every way as fair as she, and a thought fairer, I 
trow. 

Pha. Ay, and as ingenious and conceited as she. 

Mor. Ay, and as politic as she, for all she sets such a forehead on’t. 

Phi. Would I were dead, if I would change to be Cynthia. 

Pha. Orl. 

Mor. Or I. 

Amo. And there’s her minion, Crites: why his advice more than 
AmorphusT Have not I invention afore liim? learning to better 
that invention above him T and infanted with pleasant travel— 

Ana. Death, what talk you of his learning? he understands no 
more than a schoolboy; I have put him down myself a thousand 
times, by this air, and yet I never talk’d with him but twice in my 
life: you never saw his like. I could never get him to argue with 
me but once; and then because I could not construe an author 
I quoted at first sight, he went away, and laughed at me. By 
Hercules, I scorn him, as I do the sodden nymph that was here even 
now, his mistress. Arete: and I love myself for nothing else. 

Hed. I wonder the fellow does not hang himself, being thus 
scorn’d and contemn’d of us that are held the most accomplish’d 
society of gallants. 

Mer. By yourselves, none else. 

Hed. I protest, if I had no music in me, no courtship, that I were 
not a reveller and could dance, or had not those excellent qualities 
that give a man life and perfection, but a mere poor scholar as he is, 
I think I should make some desperate way with myself; whereas 
now,—would I might never breathe more, if I do know that creature 
in this kingdom with whom I would change. 

Cup, Tl^ is excellent! Well, I must ^ter all this soon. 

Mer. Look you do, Cupid. Ihe bottles have wrought, it seems. 

Aao. O, I am sorry the revels are crost. I should have tickled it 
soon. 1 did never appear till then. ’Slid, I am the neatliest-made 
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mllant i* the company, and have the best presence; and my 
dancing-^—well, I imow what our usher said to me last time I 
was at the school: Would I might have led Philautia in the measures, 
an it had been tiie gods’ will! I am moat worthy, 1 am sure. 

iie-enfer Mobus. 

Moms. Master, I can tell you news; the lady kissed me yonder, 
and played wi(^ me, and says she loved you once as well as ^e does 
me, but that you cost her off. 

Aao. Peace, my most esteemed page. 

Moms. Yes. 

Aso. What luck is this, that our revels are dash’d, now was I 
beginning to glister in the very highway of preferment. An Cynthia 
had but seen me dance a strain, or do but one trick, I had been 
kept in court, I should never have needed to look towards my 
friends again. 

Amo. Contain yourself, you were a fortunate young man, if you 
knew your own good; which I have now projected, and will pre¬ 
sently multiply upon you. Beauties and valours, your vouchsafed 
applause to a motion. The humorous Cynthia hath, for this night, 
withdrawn the light of your delight. 

Pha. ’Tis true, Amorphus: what may wo do to redeem itf 

Amo. Redeem that we cannot, but to create a new flame is in 
our power. Here is a gentleman, my scholar, whom, for some 
private reasons me specially moving, I am covetous to gratify with 
title of master in the noble and subtile science of courtship: for 
which grace, he shall this night, in court, and in the long galleiy, 
hold his public act. by open challenge, to all masters of the mystery 
whatsoever, to play at the four choice and principal weapons thereof, 
viz., the Bare Accost, the Better Regard, the. Solemn Address, and the 
Perfect Close. What say you 1 

All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphus. 

Amo. Well, let us then take our time by the forehead: 1 will 
instantly have bills drawn, and advanced in every angle of the 
court.—Sir, betray not your too much joy.—Anaides, we must mix 
this gentleman with you in acquaintance, monsieur Asotus. 

Ana. I am easily entreat^ to grace any of your friends, 
Amorphus. 

Aso. Sir, and his friends shall likewise grace you, sir. Nay, I 
begin to know myself now. 

Amo. O, you must continue your bounties. 

Aso. Must IT Why, I’ll give him this ruby on my Anger. Do 
vou hear, sir? I do heartily wish your acquaintance, and I partly 
know myself worthy of it; please you, sir, to accept this poor ruby 
in a ring, sir. 'l^e poesy is of my own device. Let this blush for me, 
sir. 

Ana. So it must for me too, for I am not asham’d to take it. 

Moms. Sweet man I By my troth, master, I love you; will you 
love me too, for my aunt’s sake T I’ll wait well, you shall see. I’ll 
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•Ull be her& Woald I might neTer stir, but yon are a 6ne man in 
these olo^es; maater, ahan 1 have them when yon have done with 
them? 

Am. As for that. Moms, thou shalt see more hereafter; in the 
mean time, by this air, or by this feather. I’ll do as much for thee, 
as any ^lant shall do for his page, whatsoever, in this court, comer 
of the world, or kingdom. [Exeunt aU but the Pages. 

Met. I wonder tw gentleman should affect to keep a fool: 
methinks he makes sport enough with himself. 

Cup. Well, Prosait^ ’twere good you did wait closer. 

Pro. Ay, I’ll look to it; ’tis time. 

Cos. The revels would have been most sumptuous to-night, if 
they hadgons forward. [£rtt. 

ilex. Tney must needs, when all the choicest singularities of the 
court wers up in pantofles; ne’er a one of them but was able to 
make a whole show of itself. 

Aso. ftoffhin.] Sirrah, a torch, a torch! 

Pro. O, what a call is tbere 1 I will have a canzonet made, with 
nothing in it but sirrah; and the burthen shall be, I come. [Exit. 

Mer. How now, Cupid, how do you like this change? 

Cup. Faith, the thread of my device is crack’d, 1 may go sleep 
till the revelling music awake me. 

Mer. And then, too, Cupid, without you had prevented the 
founMn. Alas, poor god, that remembers not self-love to be 
proof against the violence of his quiver! Well, I have a plot against 
these prizers, for which I must presently find out Crites, ana with 
his asnstance pursue it to a high strain of laughter, or Mercury hath 
lost of Ids metaL [Exeunt. 


ACT V 

SCENE l.~The same. 
Enter Mbbottbt and Csrrxs. 
Mer. It is resolved on, Crites, you must do it. 
Cri. The naoe divinest Mercury hath done me. 
In this vouchaafed discovery of himself. 

Binds my observance in the utmost term 
Of satisfaction to his godly will: 

^ough I profess, without the affectation 
Of an enforced and form’d austerity, 

1 could be willing to enjoy no place 
With so unequal naturea 
Mer. We believe it 

But for our sak^ and to inflict just pains 
On their prodi^pous follies, aid us now; 

No man is presently made bad with ill 

And good men, like the sea, should still maintain 
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l%eir noble taste, in midst of all fresh humonra 
That flow about them, to corrupt their streams. 

Bearing no season, muoh less salt of goodness. 

It is our purpose, Crites, to correct. 

And puni^, with our laughter, this night’s sport. 

Which our court-dors so heartily intend: 

And by that worthy scorn, to make them know 
How far beneath the dignity of man 
Their serious and most practised actions ara 

Cri. Ay, but though Mercuiy can warrant out 
His undertakings, and make aU things good. 

Out of the powers of his divinity, 

1%’ offence will be return’d with weight on me. 

That am a creature so despised and poor; 

When the whole court shall take itself abused 
By our ironical confederacy. 

Mer. You are deceived. The better race in court* 

That have the true nobility call’d virtue. 

Will apprehend it, as a grateful right 
Done to tiioir separate merit; and approve 
The fit rebuke of so ridiculous heads. 

Who, with their apish customs and forced garbs. 

Would bring the name of courtier in contempt, 

Did it not live unblemish’d in some few. 

Whom equal Jove hath loved, and Phoebus form’d 
Of better metal, and in better mould. 

Cri. Well, since my leader-on is Mercury, 

I shall not fear to foUow. If I fall. 

My proper virtue shall be my relief. 

That follow’d such a cause, and such a chief. [ExtvnU, 

SCENE n .—Another Room in (he aame. 

Enter Asotps and Amobfrus. 

Aeo. No more, if you love mo, good master; yon are incom* 
patible to live withal: send me for the ladiesl 

Amo. Nay, but intend me. 

Am. Fear me not; I warrant yon, sir. 

Amo. Render not yourself a refractory on the sudden. I can 
allow, well, you should repute highly, heartily, mid to the most, of 
your own endowments; it gives you forth to the world the more 
assured: but with reservation of mi eye, to be always turn’d duti¬ 
fully back upon your teacher. 

Am. Nay, good sir, leave it to me. Trust me with trussing all 
the points of this action, I pray. ’Slid, I hope we ■ball find wit to 
perform tiie science as well as ancther. 

Amo. I confess yon to be of an apted and docible humour. Yet 
there are certain punctilios, or (as I may more nakedly insinuate 
them) oertaln intrinseoate strokes and wards, to which your activi^ 
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is not yet amounted, as your gentle dor in oolonrs. For supposition, 
your i^tress appears here in prize, ribanded with green and yellow; 
now, it is the part of every oDsequions servant, to be sure to have 
daily atout hW copy and variety of colours, to be presently 
answerable to any hourly or half-hourly change in hu mistress’s 
revolution— 

Am. 1 know it, sir. 

Amo. Qive leave, I pray you—which, if your antagonist, or 
player against you, shaU ignorantly be without, and yourself can 
produce, you give him the dor. 

Am. Kj, aiy, sir. 

Amo. Or, if you can possess your opposite, that the g^n your 
mistress wears, is her rejoicing or exultation in his service; the 
yellow, suspicion of his truth, from her height of affection: and 
that he, greenly credulous, sl^U withdraw thus, in private, and 
from the abundance of his pocket (to displace her jealous conceit) 
steal into his hat the colour, whose blueness doth express trueness, 
she being not so, nor so affected; you give him the dm. 

Am. Do not I know it, sir f 

Amo. Nay, good-swell not above your understanding. Thme 

is yet a third dor in colours. 

Am. I know it too, 1 know it. 

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it? make good your know¬ 
ledge. 

Am. Why it is-no matter for that, 

Amo. Do it, on pain of the dor. 

Am. Why; what is’t, say you? 

Amo. Lo, you have given yourself the dor. But I will remon¬ 
strate to you the third dor, which is not, as the two former dors, 
indicative^ but deliberative: as how? as thus. Your rival is, with a 
dutiful and serioiu care, Iving in his bed, meditating how to observe 
his mistress,'dispatoheth his lacquey to the chamber early, to know 
what her colours are for the day, with purpose to apply his wear 
that day accordingly: yon lay wait before, preoccupy ue chamber¬ 
maid, corrupt her to return false colours; he follows the fallacy, 
comes out accoutred to his believed instructions; your mistress 
smiles, and you ggve him the dor. 

Am. Why, so I told you, sir, I knew it. 

Amo. Told me I It is a strange ontrecuidance, your humour 
too much redoundeth. 

Am. Why, sir, what, do you think you know more? 

Amo. I know that a cook may as soon and properly be said to 
smell well, as you to be wise. I know these are most clear and 
eWn strokes. But then, you have your passages and imbrooatas 
in oourtahip; as the bitter bob in wit; the reverse in face or wry- 
mouth; and these more subtile and secure offenders. I will 
example unto you: Tour opponent makes entry as you are engaged 
with your mistress. You seeing him, close in her ear with this 
whisper. Hare tomes ymir baboon, disgrace him ,* and withal stepping 
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ofiF, fall on hia bosom, and turning to her, politicly, aloud say. Lady, 
regard this noble gentleman, a man rarefy parted, second to none 
in this court; and then, stooping over his shoulder, your hand on 
his breast, your month on his backside, you give him the reverse 
stroke, with this sauna, or stork’s-bill, wmch makes up your wit’s 
bob most bitter. 

Aeo. Nay, for heaven’s sake, teach me no more. I know all as 

well-’Snd, if I did not, why was I nominated t why did you choose 

me? why did4he ladies prick out me? I am sure there were otiier 
gaUants. But me of aU the rest! By that light, and, as I am a 
courtier, would I might never stir, but ’tis strange. Would to the 
lord the ladies would come once! 

Enter Mobphidss. 

Morp. Signior, the gallants and ladies are at hand. Are you 
ready, sir? 

Amo. Instantly. Go, accomplish your attire: [Exit Aaotus.) 
Cousin Morphides, assist me to make good the door with you: 
officious tyranny. 

Citizen, [within.] By your leave, my masters there, pray you let’s 
come by. 

Pt^es. [wUhin.] Yon by! why should you come by more than we ? 

Citizen's Wife, [voithin.] Why, sir! because be is my brother that 
pla^ the prizes. 

Morp. Your brother I 

CitiMn. [wtfAtn.] Ay, her brother, sir, and we must come in. 

Tailor. [uatAtn.] Why, what are you ? 

Citizen, [within.] I am her husband, sir. 

Tailor. [uaMta.] Then thrust forward your head. 

Amo. What tumult is there? 

Morp. Who’s there? bear back there! Stand from the door! 

Amo. Enter none but the ladies and their hang-byes.— 

Enter Phamtsstb, PHiLAtmA, Arottbiok, Mobia, Hboon, 
and Anaxdbs, introducing two Ladies. 

Welcome beauties, and your kind shadows. 

Bed. This country lady, my friend, good signior Amorphus. 

Ana. And my cockatrice here. 

Amo. She is welcome. 

The Otizen, and his Wife^ Pages, etc., appear at the door. 

Mo^. Knock those some pages there; and, goodman coxcomb 
the citizen, who would you speak withal ? 

Wife. My brother. 

Amo. With whom? your brothwl 

Morp. Who is your brother ? 

Wife. Master Asotus. 

Amo. Master Asotusl is he your brother? he is taken up with 
great persons; he is not to know yon to-night. 
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lU-enUar Asonni hastily. 

Aso. O Jore^ muter 1 an there come e’er a citizen gentlewoman 
in my name, let her have entrance, I pray you: it ia my aiater. 

Wife. Brother I 

Cit. [thrusting tn.] Brother, muter Aaotus! - 

Aso. Who’a there? 

Wife. ’Tia I, brother. 

Aso. Qoda me, there ahe ial good muter, intrudeiher. 

Morp. Make placel bear back therel 

Enter Citizen's Wife. 

Amo. Knock that aimple fellow there. 

Wife. Nay, good air, it ia my huaband. 

Morp. The simpler fellow he.—Awayl back with your head, air! 

[Pushes the CUizen hack. 

Aso. Brother, yon must pardon your non-entry: husbands are 
not allow’d here, in truth. Til come home soon with my sister; 
pray you meet ua with a lantern, brother. Be merry, aiater; 1 
shall make you laugh anon. [ExU. 

Pha. Your prizer is not ready, Amorphua. 

Amo. Apprehend your places; he ahall be soon, and at aO points. 

Ana. Is there any body come to answer him f shall we have any 
sport? 

Amo. Sport of importance; howsoever, give me the gloves. 

Hed. Gloves! why gloves, signior? 

PhL What’s the ceremony ? 

Amo. [diMributing gloves.] Beside their received fitness, at all 
prizes, they are here properly accommodate to the nuptials of my 
aoholsir’s ’haviour to the lady CSourtship. Please you apparel your 
hands. Madam Phantute, madam Fhilautia, guardian, signior 
Hedon, signior Anaides, gentlemen all, ladies. 

All. Thanks, good Amorphus. 

Amo. I will now call forth my provost, and present him. [Exit. 

Ana. Heart! why should not we be muters u well u he? 

ffed. That’s true, and play our muters’ prizes u well u the 
t’other? 

Mor. In sadness, for using your court-weapons, methinks you 
may. 

Pha. Nay, but why should not we ladies play our prizes, I pray? 
I see no reason but we should take them down at their own wupons. 

Phi. Troth, and so we may, if we handle them weU. 

Wife. Ay, indeed, forsooth, madam, if ’twere in tiie city, we 
would think foul scorn but we would, forsooth. 

Pha. Pray you, what should we call your name ? 

Wife. My name is Downfall. 

HeoL Gom mistress Downfall! I am sorry your husband could 
notc^in. 

Wtfe. ’Tis no mattor for him, sir. 



Cynthia’s Revels 205 

Ana. No, no, she has the more liberty for herself. [A fiowriA. 

Pha. -Peace, peace! tiiey come. 

Re-enier Auommn, introducing Asortrs in a fvR-dreaa mit. 

Amo. So, keep up your ruff; the tincture of your neck is not all 
BO pure, bat it will ask it. Maintain your sprig upright; your cloke 
on your half-shoulder falling; so: I will read your bUl, advance it, 
and present you,—Silence! 

Be it known to aU that profeaa courtship, by these presents (from the 
white satin reveller, to the cloth of tissue and bodkin) that toe, Ulyases- 
Polytropus-Amorphus, master of the noble and sublUe science of court¬ 
ship, do give leave and licence to our provost, AcoUuttis-Polypragmon- 
Asotus, to play his master’s prize, against aU masters whatsoever, in 
this suhtUe mystery, at these four, Oie choice and most cunning weapons 
of court-compliment, viz. babe accost; the bbttbb bboabd; 
the soiBiiB ADDBESS; and the pebfect close. These are therefore 
to give rutice to all comers, that he, the said Acolastus-Polypragmon- 
Asotus, is here present (by the help of his mercer, tailor, milliner, 
sempsier, and so forth) at his designed hour, in this fair gallery, the 
present day of this present month, to perform and do his uttermost 
far the achievement and bearing away of the prizes, whuh are these : 
viz. For the Bare Accost, two loall-eyes in a face forced : for the Better 
Regard, a face favourably simpering, with a fan waving: for the 
Solemn Address, two lips wagging, and never a wise word; for the 
Perfect Close, a taring by the hand, with a banquet in a comer. And 
PhoAus save Cynthia ! 

Appeareth no man yet, to answer the prizerT no voice?—Music, 
give uiem their summons. [M-usic. 

Pha. The solemnity of this is excellent, 

Amo. Silence! Wml, I perceive your name is their terror, and 
keepeth them back. 

Am. Ffaith. master, let’s go; no body comes. Victus, viela, 
victum ; victi, victce, vMi -lot’s be retrograde. 

Amo. Stay. That were dispunct to the ladies. Rather ourself 
shall be your encounter. Take your state up to Ihe wall; and, lady, 
[leading Moria to the state.] may we implore you to stand forth, as 
first term or bound to our courtship. 

Red. ’Fore heaven, ’twill shew rarely. 

Amo. Sound a charge. [A charge. 

Ana. A pox on’t! Your vulgar will count this fabulous and 
impudent now: by that candle, they’ll never conceit it. 

[Th^ act their Accost severally to Moria. 

Pha. Excellent well! adxnirabie! 

Phi. Peace! 

Red. Most fashionably, believe it. 

Phi. O, he is a well-spoken gentleman. 

Pha. Now the othm. 

Phi. Very good. 

*n4»9 
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Htd. For a Boholar, Honour. 

.^na. O,’tis too Ontch. He reels too much. [A pmrUih. 

Hed. This weapon is done. 

Amo. No, we have our two bouts at every weapon; expect. 

Cri. [ui'tAtn.] Where be these gallants, and their brave prizer 
here? 

Morp. Who’s there? bear back; keep the door. 

Enter Crites, introducing MEKCUBy fardaaticaUy drejssed. 

Amo. What are you, sir? 

Cri. By your license, grand-master.—Como forward, sir. 

[To Mercury. 

Ana. Heart! who lot in that rag there amongst us? Put him 
out, an impecunious creature. 

Hed. Out with him. 

Morp. Come, sir. 

Amo. You must be retrograde. 

Cri. Soft, sir, I am trucliman, and do flourish before this monsieur, 
or French-behaved gentleman, here; who is drawn hither by report 
of your chartels, advanced in court, to prove his fortune with your 
prizer, so he may have fair play shewn him, and the liberty to choose 
his stickler. 

Amo. Is he a master? 

Cri. That, sir, ho has to shew here; and confirmed under the 
hands of the most skilful and cunning comjjliinentaries alive: 
Please you read, sir. [Gives him a certificate. 

Amo. What shall we do ? 

Ana. Death! disgrace this fellow in the black stuff, whatever 
you do. 

Amo. W’hy, but he comes with the stranger. 

Hed. That’s no matter: he is our own countryman. 

Ana. Ay, and he is a scholar besides. You may disgrace him 
here with aiitliority. 

Amo. Well, see these first. 

Abo. Now shall I be observed by yon scholar, till I sweat again; 
I woald to Jove it were over. 

Cri. [to Mercury.] Sir, this is the wight of worth, that dares you 
to the encounter. A gentleman of so pleasing and ridiculous a 
carriage; as, even standing, carries meat in the mouth, you see; 
and, I assure you, although no bred courtling, yet a most particular 
man, of goodly havings, well-fashion’d ’haviour, and of as hardened 
and excellent a bark as the most naturally qualifiod amongst them, 
inform’d, reform’d, and transform’d, from his original cityoism; by 
this elixir, or mere magazine of man. And, for your spectators, 
you behold them what they are: the most choice particulars in 
court: this tells talcs well; this provides coaches; this repeats 
jests; this presents gifts; this holds up the arras; this takes down 
from horse; this protests by this light; this swears by that candle; 
this delighteth; this adoreth: yet all but three men. Then, for 
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yourladiffi, the most proud, witty creatures, all things apprehending, 
nothing understanding, perpetually laughing, curious maintainers 
of fools, mercers, and minstrels, costly to be kept, miserably keeping, 
all disdaining but their painter and apothecary, ’twixt whom and 
them there is this reciprock commerce, their beauties maintain 
their painters, and their painters their beauties. 

Mar. Sir, you have plaid the painter yourself, and limn’d them 
to the life. 1 draire to deserve before them. 

Amo. [relumiTig the certifkaU.} This is authentic. We must re¬ 
solve to entertain the monsieur, howsoever we neglect him. 

Hed. Come, let’s all go together, and salute him. 

Ana. Content, and not look on the other. 

Amo. Well devised; and a most punishing disgrace. 

Hed. On. 

Amo. Monsieur, we must not so much betray ourselves to dis- 
courtship, as to suffer you to be longer unsaluted: please you to 
use the state ordain’d for the opponent; in which nature, without 
envy, we receive you. 

Hed. And embrace you. 

Ana. And commend us to you, sir. 

Phi. Believe it, he is a man of excellent silence. 

Pha. He keeps all his wit for action. 

Ana. This hath discountenanced our scholaris, most richly. 

Hed. Out of all emphasis. The monsieur sees wo regard him not. 

Amo. Hold on; make it known how bitter a thing it is not to be 
look’d on in court. 

Hed. ’Slud, will he call him to him yet! Does not monsieur 
perceive our disgrace T 

Ana. Heart! he is a fool, I see. We have done ourselves wrong 
to grace him. 

Hed. ’Slight, what an ass was I to embrace him! 

Cri. Illustrious and fearful judges— 

Hed. Turn away, turn away. 

Cri. It is the suit of the strange opponent (to whom yon ought 
not to turn your tails, and whose noses 1 must follow) that he may 
have the justice, before he encounter his respected adversary, to see 
some light stroke of his play, commenced with some other. 

Hed. Answer not him, but the stranger; we will not believe 
him. 

Amo. I will demand him, myself. 

Cri. O dreadful disgrace, if a man were so foolish to feel it. 

Amo. Is it your suit, monsieur, to see some prelude of my scholar ? 
Now, sure the monsieur wants language— 

H^. And take upon him to be one of the accomplished! ’Slight, 
that’s a good jest; would we could take him with that nullity.— 
Hon sapete voi parlar’ Italiano ? 

Ana, ’Sfoot, the carp has no tongue. 

Cri. Signior, in courtship, you are to bid your abettors forbear, 
and satisfy the monsieur’s request. 
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Amo. Well, I will strike him more silent with admiration, and 
terrify his daring hither. He shall behold my own play with my 
scholar. Lady, with the touch of your white hand, let me reinstate 
you. [Leads Moria back to the state.] Provost, [to Asotas.] begin 
to me at the Bare Accost. [A charge.] Now, for the honour of my 
discipline. 

Signior Amorphus, reflect, reflect; what means ho by that 
mouthed wave 7 * 

Cri. He is in some distaste of your fellow disciple. 

Jfer. Signior, your scholar might have play^ well still, if he 
could have kept his seat longer; I have enough of him, now. He 
is a mere piece of glass, I see through him by this time. 

Amo. You come not to give us the scorn, monsieur T 

Jfer. Nor to be frighted with a face, signior. I have seen the 
lions. You must pardon me. I shall bo loth to hazard a reputation 
with one that has not a reputation to lose. 

Amo. How! 

Cri. Meaning your pupil, sir. 

Ana. This is that black devil there. 

Amo. You do offer a strange affront, monsieur. 

Cri. Sir, he shall yield you all the honour of a competent ad¬ 
versary, if you please to undertake him. 

Mer. I am prest for the encounter. 

Amo. Me! challenge mo! 

Aso. What, my master, sir! ’Slight, monsieur, meddle with me, 
do you hear: but do not meddle with my master. 

Mer. Peace, good squib, go out. 

Cri. And stink, he bids you. 

Aso. Master! 

Amo. Silence! I do accept him. Sit you down and observe. 
Me! he never protest a thing at more charges.—Prepare yourself, 
sir.—Cliallenge me! I will prosecute what disgrace my hatred can 
dictate to me. 

Cri. How tender a traveller’s spleen is! Comparison to men 
that deserve least, is ever most offensive. 

Amo. You are instructed in our ohartel, and know our weapons 7 

Jfer. I appear not without their notice, sir. 

Aso. But must I lose the prizes, master 7 

Amo. I will win them for you; be patient.—Lady, [to Moria.] 
vouchsafe the tenure of this ensign.—^Who shall be your stickler 7 

Mer. Behold him. [Points to Crites. 

Amo. I would not wish you a weaker.—Sound, musics.—1 pro¬ 
voke you at the Bare Accost. [A charge. 

Pha. Excellent comely! 

Cri. And worthily studied. Hiis is the exalted foretop. 

Bed. O, his leg was too much produced. 

Ana. And his hat was carried scurvily. 

Phi. Peace; let’s see the monsieur’s Accost: Rare I 

Pha. Sprightly and short. 
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Ana. Trae, it is the Frenoh courteau: he lacks but to have his 
nose slit. 

Sed. He does hop. He does bound too much. [A flourish. 

Amo. The second bout, to conclude this weapon. [A charge. 

Pha. Qood, believe it! 

Phi. An excellent offer! 

Cri. This is called the solemn band-string. 

Hed. Fob, that cringe was not put homa 

Ana. He makes a face like a stabb’d Lucreca 

Aso. Well, he would needs take it upon him, but would I had 
done it for all this. He makes me sit still here, like a baboon as 
I am. 

Cri. Making villainous faces. 

Phi. See, the French prepares it richly. 

Cri. Ay, this is yclepra the Serious Trifle. 

Ana. 'Slud, ’tis the horse-start out o’ the brown study. 

Cri. Rather the bird-eyed stroke, sir. Your observance is too 
blunt, sir. [A flourish. 

Amo. Judges, award the prize. Take breath, sir. This bout 
hath been laborious. 

Aso. And yet your critic, or^our besogno, will think these things 
fo^ery, and easy, now! 

Cri. Or rather mere lunacy. For would any reasonable creature 
make these his serious studies and perfections, much less, only live 
to these endsT to be the false pleasure of a few, the true love of 
none, and the just laughter of all t 

Hed. We must prefer the monsieur, we courtiers must be partial 

Ana. Speak, guardian. Name the prize, at the Bare Accost. 

Mor. A pair of wall-eyes in a face forced. 

Ana. Give the monsieur. Amorphus hath lost his eyes. 

Amo. I! Is the palate of your judgment down? Gentles, I do 
appeal. 

Aso. Yes, master, to me: the judges be fools. 

Ana. How now, sir! tie up your tongue, mungrel. Ho cannot 
appeal. 

Aso. Say, you sir? 

Ana. Sit you still, sir. 

Aso. Why, so I do; do not I, I pray you? 

Jfer. Remercie, madnme, and these honourable censors. 

Amo. Well, to the second weapon, the Better Regard. I will 
encounter you better. Attempt. 

Hed. Sweet Honour. 

Phi. What says my good Ambition ? 

Hed. Which take you at this next weapon? I lay a Discretion 
with you on Amorphus’s head. 

Phi. Why, 1 take the French-behaved gentleman. 

Hed. ’Tis done, a Discretion. 

Cri. A Discretion! A pretty court-wager I Would any discreet 
person hazard his wit so ? 
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Pha. ril lay a Diaoretion with you, Anaides. 

Ana. Hang ’em. I’ll not venture a doit of Discretion on either of 
their heads. 

Cri. No, he should venture all them 

Ana. 1 like none of their plays. [A charge. 

Bed. See, see! this is strange play! 

Atm. ’Tis too full of uncert^ motion. He hobbles too much. 

Cri. ’Tis call’d your court-staggers, sir. 

Bed. That same fellow talks so now he has a place! 

Ana. Hang him! neglect him. 

Mer. Tour good ladyahip'a affectioned. 

Wife. Ods so! they speak at this weapon, brother. 

Aao. They must do so, sister; how should it be the Better Regard, 
else? 

Pha. Methinks he did not this respectively enough. 

Phi. Why, the monsieur but dallies with mm. 

Bed. Dailies I ’Slight, see! he’ll put him to’t in earnest.—Well 
done, Amorphus! 

Ana. That puff was good indeed. 

Cri. Ods me! this is desperate play: he hits himself o’ the shins. 

Ha2. An he make this good through, he carries it, 1 warrant him. 

Cri. Indeed he displays his feet rarely. 

Bed. See, see! he does the respective leer damnably well. 

Amo. The true idolater of your beautiea ahall never paaa their 
deitiea unadored : I rest your poor knight. 

Bed. See, now the oblique leer, or the Janus: he satisfies all 
with that aspect most nobly. [A flouriah. 

Cri. And most terribly he comes off; like your rodomontado. 

Pha. How like you tl^ play, Anaides T 

Ana. Good play; but ’tis too rough and boisterous. 

Amo. I will second it with a stroke easier, wherein I will prove his 
language. [A charge. 

Ana. This is filthy, and grave, now. 

Bed. O, ’tis cool and wary play. We must not disgrace our own 
camerade too much. 

Amo. Signora, ho tanto obUgo per le favore reaciuto da lei; ehe 
veramente deaidero eon tutto il core,hremunerarla in parte : e aicura- 
tive, aignora mta cara, chi io aera aempre pronto a aervirla, e honoraria. 
Baacio le mane de vo' aignoria. 

Cri. The Venetian dop this. 

Pha. Most unexpectraly excellent! The French goes down 
certain. 

Aso. Aa buckets are put doum into a well ; 

Or aa a achod-boy — 

Cri. Truss up your simile, jack-daw, and observe. 

Bed Now the monsieur is moved. 

Ana. Bo-peep! 

Bed. O, moat antiok. 

Ori. The French quirk, this sir. 
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Ana. Hesrtt he Trill oTer-nin her. 

Mer. Madamoyadie, Jt vaudroy qua pouvoy monahrer man affaetian, 

maia ja auia tout malAeureuae, ei froid, ei ktyd, d - Je ne aoay 

qui da dire - excuae moi, Je auia lout voatre. [A flourish. 

Phi. O brave and spirited! he’s a right Jovialist. 

Pha. No, no: Amorphus’s gravity outweighs it. 

Cri. And yet your iMy, or your feather, would outweigh both. 

Ana. What’s the prize, lady, at thig Better Regard? 

Ifor. A face favourably simpering, and a fan waving. 

Ana. They have done doubtfully. Divide. Give the favourable 
face to the signior, and the light wave to the monsieur. 

Amo. You become the simper well, lady. 

Mer. And the wag better. 

Amo. Now, to our Solemn Address. Please the well-graced 
Philautia to relieve the lady sentiDel; she hath stood long. 

Phi. With all my heart; come, guardian, resign your place. 

[iforta comes from Oia slate. 

Amo. Monsieur, furnish yourself with what solemnity of orna¬ 
ment you think fit for this third weapon; at which you are to shew 
all the cunning of stroke your devotion can possibly devise. 

Mer. Let me alone, sir. I’ll sufiiciently decipher your amorous 
solemnities.—Critee, have patience. See, if I hit not all their 
practic observance, with which they lime twigs to catch their 
fantastic lady-birds. 

Cri. Ay, but you should do more charitably to do it more openly, 
that they might discover themselves mock’d in these monstrous 
affections. [A charge, 

Mer. Lackey, where’s the tailor? 

Enter Tailor, Barber, Perfumer, Milliner, Jeweller, and 
Feather-maker. 

Tai. Here, sir. 

Hed. See, they have their tailor, barber, perfumer, milliner, 
jewellor, feather-maker, all in common I 

[They make themselves ready on the doge. 

Ana. Ay, this is pretty. 

Amo. Here is a hair too much, take it off. Where are thy 
mullets? 

Mer. Is this pink of equal proportion to this cut, standing off this 
distance from it? 

jTat. That it is, sir. 

Mer. Is it so, sir ? You impudent poltroon, you slave, you list, 
you shreds, you— [Beats the Tailor. 

Hed. Excellent 1 This was the beet yet. 

Ana. Why, we must use our tailors thus: this is our true mag¬ 
nanimity. 

Mer. Come, go to, put on; we must bear with you for the times’ 
sake. 

Amo. Ib the perfume rich in this jttkin? 
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Per. Taste, smell; 1 assure you, sir, pure benjamin, the only 
spirited scent that ever awaked a Neapolitan nost^. You would 
wish youraelf aU nose for the love on’t. 1 frott^ a jerkin for a 
new-revenued gentleman yielded me three-score crowns but this 
morning, and the same titillation. 

Amo. I savour no sampsuchine in it. 

Per. I am a Nulli-iidian, if there ^ not three-thirds of a scruple 
more of sampsuchinum in this confection, than ever I put in any. 
I’ll tell you all the ingredients, sir. 

Amo. You shall be simple to discover your simples. 

Per. Simple! why, sir? What reck I to whom I discover? I 
have in it musk, civet, amber, Phoenicobalaniis, the decoction 
of turmerick, sesana, nard, spikenard, calamus odoratus, stacte, 
opobalsamum, amomum, storax, ladanum, aspalathum, opoponax, 
(onanthe. And what of all these now? what are you the better? 
Tut, it is the sorting, and the dividing, and the mixing, and the 
tempering, and the searching, and the decocting, that makes the 
fumigation and the sufiTumigation. 

Amo. Well, indue me with it. 

Per. I will, sir. 

Hed. An excellent confection. 

Cri. And most worthy a true voluptuary, Jove! what a coil these 
musk-worms take to purchase another’s delight? for themselves, 
who bear the odours, have ever the least sense of them. Yet I do 
like better the prodigality of jewels and clothes, whereof one passeth 
to a man’s heirs; the other at least wears out time. This presently 
expires, and, without continual riot in reparation, is lost: which 
whoso strives to keep, it is one special argument to me, that, affecting 
to smell better than other men, he doth indeed smell far worse. 

Met. I know you will say, it sits well, sir. 

Tax. Good faith, if it do not, sir, let your mistress be judge. 

Jlfer. By heaven, if my mistress do not like it. I’ll make no more 
conscience to undo thee, than to undo an oyster. 

Tax. Believe it, there’s ne’er a mistress in the world can mislike it. 

Mer. No, not goodwife tailor, your mistress; that has only the 
fud^ent to heat your pressing-tool. But for a court-mistress that 
stumes these decorums, and knovra the proportion of every cut to a 
hair, knows why such a colour is cut upon such a colour, and when a 
satin is out upon six taffataes, will look that we should dive into the 

depth of the cut-Give me my scarf. Shew some ribands, sirrah. 

Have you the feather ? 

Feat. Ay, sir. 

Jlfer. Have you the jewel ? 

Jew. Yes, sir. 

Mer. What must I give for the hire on’t? 

Jeu). You shall give me six crowns, sir. 

Mer. Six crowns! By heaven, ’twere a good deed to borrow it 
of thee to shew, and never let thee have it again. 

Jew. I hope your worship will not do so, air. 
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Met. By Jove, air, there be such tricks Btirriiig, I can tell you, 
and worthily too. Extorting knaves, that live by these court- 
decorums, and yet———What’s your jewel worth, I pray f 

Jew. A hundred crowns, sir. 

Mer. A hundred crowns, and six for the loan on’t an hour! what’s 
that in the hundred for the year? These impostors would not be 
hang’d! Your thief is not comparable to them, by Hercules. Well, 
put it in, and the feather; you will have it and you shall, and the 
pox give you good on’t! 

Amo. Give me my confects, my moscodini, .and place those 
colours in my hat. 

Mer. Those are Bolognian ribands, I warrant you. 

Mil. In truth, sir, if they be not right Granado silk— 

Mer. A pox on you, you’ll all say so. 

MU. You give me not a penny, sir. 

Mer. Come, sir, perfume my devant; 

May U ascend, like solemn sacrifice. 

Into the nostrils of the Queen of Lone / 

Hed. Your French ceremonies are the best. 

Ana. Monsieur, signior, your Solemn Address is too long; the 
ladies long to have you come on. 

Amo. Soft, sir, our coming on is not so easily prepared. Signior 
Fig! 

Per. Ay, sir. 

Amo. Can you help my complexion, here ? 

Per. O yea, sir, I have an excellent mineral fiicus for tlie purpo.<ie. 
The gloves are right, sir; you shall bury them in a muck-hill, a 
draught, seven years, and take them out and wash them, they 
shall still retain their first scent, true Spanish. There’s ambre in 
the umbre. 

Jlfer. Your price, sweet Fig? 

Per. Give me what you will, sir; the signior pays me two crowns 
a pair; you shall give me your love, sir. 

Mer. My love! with a pox to you, goodman Sassafras. 

Per. I come, sir. There’s an excellent diapasm in a chain, too, if 
you like it. 


Amo. Stay, what are the ingredients to your fucus ? 

Per. Nought but sublimate and crude mercury, sir, well prepared 
.and dulcified, '\vith the jaw-bones of a sow, burnt, beaten, and 
searced. 


Amo. I approve it. Lay it on. 

Mer. I’ll have your chain of pomander, sirrah; what’s your 
price? 

Per. We’ll agree, monsieur; I’ll assure you it was both decocted 
and dried where no sun came, and kept in an onyx ever since it 
was balled. 


Mer. Come, invert my mnatachio, and we have done. 
Amo. ’Tis good. 
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Per. Nay, the fuciu ia exorbitant, sir. 

Met. Death, dost thou burn me, harlot 1 

Bar. I beseech you, sir. 

Mer. Beggar, Tarlet, poltroon. [Beals him. 

lied. Excellent, excellent! 

Ana. Your French beat ia the most n.itural beat of the world. 

Aso. O that I had played at this wea[x>n. [.-1 charge. 

Pha. I’eooe, now they come on; the second part. 

Amo. Madam, your beauties being so attractive, / muse you are 
kfl thus alone. 

I'hi. Better be alone, sir, than ill accompanied. 

Amo. Nought can be ill, lady, that ran come near i/our gooilness. 

Mer. Sweet madam, on what part of j/ou soever a man casts his eye, 
he meets with perfection ; you are the. lively image of Venus throughout ; 
aU the graces smile in your cheeks ; your beauty nourishes as well as 
delights: you have a toiiijiie beeped in honey, and a breath like a 
panther ; your breasts and forehead are whiter than goats' mM, or 
May bios oirts ; a cloud is not so soft as ynnr akin — 

Hed. Well strouk, monsieur! He charges like a Frenchman 
indeed, thick and hotly. 

Mer. Your cheeks are Cupid's baths, wherein he uses to steep himself 
in milk and nectar: he does light all his torches at your eye.s, and 
instructs you lu>w to shoot and wound with their beams. Yet I love 
nothing in you mure than your innocence you retain so native a 
simplicity, so unblamed a behaviour / Methinks, with such a love, I 
should find no head, nor foot of my pleasure : you are the very spirit 
of a lady. 

Ana. Fair play, monsieur, you are too hot on tho quarry; give 
your competitor audience. 

Amo. lady, how stirring soever the monsieur's tongue is, he will lie 
by your side more duU than your eunuch. 

Ana. A good stroke; that mouth was excellently put over. 

Amo. You are fair, lady — 

Cri. You offer foul, signior, to close; keep your distance; for all 
your bravo rampant here. 

Amo. I say you are fair, lady, let your choice be fit, as t/o» are fair. 

Mer. / say ladies do never bdieve they are fair, till some fool begins 
to doat upon them. 

Phi. You play too rough, gentlemen. 

Amo. Your /renehified fool is your only font, lady ; I do yield to 
this honourable monsieur in all civil and humane courtesy. 

[A flourish. 

Mer. Buz I 

Ana. Admirable. Give him the prize, give him the prize: that 
mouth agu'n was most courtly hit, and rare. 

Amo. I knew I should pass upon him with the bitter bob. 

Bed. 0, but the reverse was singular. 

Pha. It was most subtile, Amorphus. 

Aso. If I had done’t, it lAould have been better. 
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Mer. How heartily th^ sj^laud this, Crites! 

Cri. .You auffw them too long. 

Ifer.' ril take oil Uieir edge instantly. 

Ana. Name the prize, at the Soifinn Addreta. 

Phi. Two lips wagging. 

Cri, And never a wise word, I take it. 

Ana. Give to Amorphus. .4nd, upon him again: let him not 
draw free breath. 

.i4mo. Thanks, fair deliverer, and my honourable judges. Madam 
Phantaste, you are our worthy object at this next weapon. 

Pha. Most covetingly ready, Amorphus. 

[She lakes the slate instead of Philatitia. 
Hed. Your monsieur is crest-fallen. 

Ana. So are most of Ihcnj once a year. 

Amo. Yoti will see, I shall now give him the gentle Dor presently, 
he forgetting to shift the colours, whi<-h are now changed wiUi 
alteration of the mistre.ss. At yo\ir last weapon, sir. The Perfect 
Close. Set forward. [,■! char<je.'\ Intend your a])pruach, monsieur. 
Mer. *Tia yours, signior. 

Amo. With your example, sir. 

JIfer. Not I, sir. 

Amo. It is your right. 

Mer. By no possible means. 

Amo. Yon have the way. 

Mer. As I am noble— 

Amo. As I am virtuous— 

Mer. Pardon me. sir. 

.4 mo. 1 will die first. 

Jfer. You are a t}frnnt in courtesy. 

Amo. Ho is removed .—[Sltiys .Mercury on his moviny.'J —Judges, 
bear witness. 

Mer. What of that, sir ? 

Amo. You are removed, sir. 

Jfer. Well. 

Amo. I challenge you; you have received the Dor. Give mo the 
prize. 

Mer. Soft, sir. How, the Dor? 

Atno. The common mistr(;:>s, you sec, is changed. 

Mer. Right, sir. 

Amo. And you have still in your hat the former colours, 
ilfer. You lie, sir, 1 have none: 1 have pulled them out. 1 meant 
to play discoloured. [A fionrish. 

Cri. The Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the imipable 
Dor! 

Ana. Heart of my blood, Amorphus, what have you done? stuck 
a disgrace upon os all, and at your last weaponi 
Aao. I comd have done no more. 

Hed. By heaven, it was moat unfortunate luck. 

Ana. Luck! by that candle, it was mere rashness, and over^ht; 
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irould SOT nsn have ventured to play so open, and fomdte hie 

ward? D-n me, if be have not eternally undone himsdf in 

oourt, and diKoantenanoed us that were his main countenanoe, 
^ it. 

Amo. Forgive it now : it was the solecism of my stars. 

Cri. 1110 wring by the hand, and ihe banquet, is ours. 

Uer. 0, here’s a lady feels like a wench of the first year; yon 
would think hw hand did melt in your touch; and the bones of her 
fingers ran out at lencth when you prest ’em, they are so nntly 
delicatel He tiiat had the grace to print a kiss on these lips, Mould 
taste wine and rose-leaves. 0, she kisses as close as a cockle. 
Let’s take them down, as deep as our hearts, wench, till our very 
souls mix. Adieu, signior: good faith I shall drink to you at 
supper, sir. 

Ana. Stay, monsieur. Who awards you the prize? 

Ori. Why, his proper merit, sir; you see he has played down your 
grand garb-master, here. 

Ana, That’s not in your logic to determine, sir: you are no 
oourtier. This is none of your seven or nine beggarly sciences, but 
a certain mystery above them, wherein we that have ^ill must 
pronounce, and not such fresh men as you are. 

Ori. Indeed, I must declare myself to you no protest courtling; 
nor to have any excellent stroke at your subtile weapons; yet if 
you please, I dare venture a bit with you, or your fellow, sir Dagonet, 
henL 

Ana. With met 

Cri. Yes, sir. 

Ana. Heart, I shall never have such a fortune to save myself in a 
fellow again, and your two reputations, gentlemen, as in tlus. TU 
undertake him. 

Bed. Do, and swinge him soundly, good Anaides. 

Ana. Let me alone; I’ll play other manner of play, tlian has been 
seen yet. I would the prize lay on’t. 

Mer. It shall if you will, I forgive my right. 

Ana. Are you so confident! what’s your weapon? 

Cri. At any, I, sir. 

ifer. The Perfect Close, that’s now the best. 

Ana. Content, I’ll pay your scholarity. Who offers? 

Cri, Marry, that will I: I dare give you that advantage too. 

Ana. You dare! well, look to your liberal sconce. 

Amo. Moke your play still, upon the answer, sir. 

Ana. Hold your peace, you are a hobby-horse. 

Aso. Sit by me, master. 

Mtr. Now, Crites, strike home. [A eharge. 

Cri. You shall see me undo the assured swaggerer with a trick, 
instantly: I will play all his own play before him; court the wench 
in his garb, in his phrase, with his face; leave him not so much as a 
look, an eye^ a stalk, or an imperfect oath, to express himself by, 
after me, [Aside to Mtratry. 
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J/er. Excellent, Crites. 

Am. When begin you, sir? have you connuftedT 
Ori, To your cost, sir. Which is the piece stands forth to be 
courted? O, are you she? [I'o PAilautia.\ IFe//, madam, or aioeet 
lady, is so, I do love you in some sort, do you conerive ? and though 
I am no monsieur, nor no signior, arid do want, as they say, lo^ 
and sophistry, and good words, to tell you why it is so; yet by this 
hand and by that candle it is so: and though I be no book-worm, nor 
one that deals by art, to give you rhetoric and causes, why it should 

be so, or make it ^ood it is so? yet, d -n me, but I know it is so, 

and am assured it is so, and I and my sword shall make it appear it 
is so, and give you reason sufficient how it can be no otherwise but so — 
Hed. ’Slight^ Anaideo, you are mocked, and so we are all. 

Mer. How now, signior! what, suffer yourself to be cozened of 
your courtship before your face T 

lied. This is plain confederacy to disgrace us: let’s be gone, and 
plot some revenge. 

Amo. When men disgraces share. 

The lesser is llte care. 

Cri. Nay, stay, my dear Ambition, [to lledon.] I can do you over 
too. You that tell your mistress, her beauty is all composed of 
theft; her hair stole from Apollo’s goldy-locks; her white and red, 
lilies and roses stolen out of paradise; her eyes two stars, pluck’d 
from the sky; her nose the gnomon of lA>ve’s dial, that tells you 
how the clock of your heart goes: and for her other parts, as you 
cannot reckon them, they are so many; so you cannot recount them, 
they are so manifest. Yours, if his own, unfortunate Hoyden, 
instead of Hedon. [A ffowriOt. 

Aso. Sister, come away, I cannot endure them longer. 

[Exeurd all but Mercury and Crites. 
Mer. Go, Dors, and you, my madam Courting-stocks, 

Follow your scorned and derided mates; 

Tell to your guilty breasts, what mere gilt blocks 
You are, and how unworthy human states. 

Cri. Now, sacred God of Wit, if you can moke 
Those, whom our sports tax in these apish graces. 

Kiss, like the fighting snakes, your pei^ful tod. 

These times shall canonise you for a god. 

ifer. Why, Crites, think you any noble spirit. 

Or any, worth the title of a man. 

Will be incensed to see the enchanted veils 
Of self-conceit, and* servile fiattwy. 

Wrapt in so many folds by time and custom. 

Drawn from his wronged and bewitched ^esT 
Who sees not now their shape and nakedness. 

Is blinder than the son of earth, the mole; 

Crown’d with no more humanity, nor soul. 

Cri. Ihoi^ th^ may see it, yet the huge estate 
Fanqy, and form, and sensnal pride have gotten. 



a 18 Ben Jonson's Plays 

Will make (kern bludi for uiger, not for dwme^ 

And turn shewn nakednaae to impodenoe. 

Humour ie now the teat we try tninn in; 

All power is Jnat: nought tiiat deli^ta ia ain. 

And yet the seal of every knowing men 
Opprest witii hilla of tyranny, cast on virtue 
By tire light fancies of foola, thus transported, 

Garmot but vent the iStna of hia firee, 

Tinflame best bosoms with much wortitier love 
Than of thsse outward and effeminate shades; 

That these vain joys, in whioh their muHs consume 
Such powers of wit and soul as are of force 
To raise their beings to eternity. 

May be converted on works fitting men: 

And, for the practice of a forced look. 

An antio geetn^ or a fustian phrase. 

Study the imtive frame of a true heart. 

An inward comeliness of bountv, knowledge. 

And spirit that may conform them actually 
To Clod's high figures, which th^ have in power; 

Whioh to neglect for a selMoving neatness. 

Is sacrilm of an unpardon'd greatness. 

Jfer. 'Inen let the truth of these things strengthen thee. 

In thy exempt and only man-like course; 

Like it the more, the lees it is respected: 

Though men fail, virtue is by goos protected.— 

See, here comes Arete; I'll writhdraw myself. [Exit. 

Enter Arrtk. 

Are, Critee, you must provide straight for a masque, 

'Tis PynUiia's pleosura 
Cri. How, bright Aretel 
Wity, 'twrere a labour more for Hercules: 

Better and sooner durst I undertake 
To make Uie difierant seasons of the year. 

The winds, or elements, to sympathise 
Than their unmeasurable vanity 
Dance truly in a measure. They agree! 

What though all concord's bom of contraries: 

So many follies will confusion prove. 

And like a sort of jarring instruments. 

All out of tune; b«»UBe, indeed, we see 
There is not that analogy 'twist discords, 

As between things but merely opposite. 

Are. Th«re ia your error: for as Hermes' wend 
Ohorms the disorders of tumultuous ghosts; 

And as the strife of Chaos then did cease. 

When better Bf^it than Nature^s did arrive: 

So, triiat could newer in ttarif agrees 
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Forge tte t h the eooentcic p rop e rty, 

Anif et her eight turne forthwith regular. 

Whose eoeptre midee the flowing ocean: 

And thou^ it did not, yet the moat of Uiem 
Being either courtiers, or not wholly rude. 

Respect of majesty, the place, and preecncw. 

Will keep them within ring, especially 
When they are not present^ as themselv<^ 

But masqued like othera: for, in troth, nut so 
To incorporate them, could be nothing else. 

Than like a state ungovcrn’d, without laws. 

Or body made of nothing but diseases: 

The one, through impotency, poor and wxetchcil; 

The other, for the anarcliy, araurd. 

Cri. But, lady, for the revellers themselves. 

It would be better, in my poor conceit. 

That others were employ’d; for such as are 
Unfit to be in Cynthia’s court, can seem 
No less unfit to be in Cynthia’s sports. 

Are. That, Crites, is not purposed without 
Particular knowledge of the goddess’ mind; 

Who holding toue intelligence, what follies 
Had crept into her palace, she resolved 
Of sports and triumphs, under that pretext. 

To have them muster in their pomp and fulness. 

That so she might more strictly, and to root, 

Rffect the reformation she intends. 

Cri. I now conceive her heavenly drift in all. 

And wrill apply my spirits to serve her will. 

O thou, the very power by which I am. 

And but for which it wore in vain to b^ 

Chief next Diana, virgin heavenly fair. 

Admired Arete^ of them admired 

Whose souls are not enkindled by the sense. 

Disdain not my chaste fire, but feed the flame 
Devoted truly to thy gracious name. 

Are. Leave to suspect us: Crites well shall find. 

As we are now most dear, we’ll prove most kind. 

[WMin.] Aretel 

Are. Hark, I am calTd. \Exit. 

Cri. I follow instantly. 

Phoebus Apollo, if with ancient rites. 

And due devotions, 1 have ever hung 
Elaborate Psrans on thy golden shrine; 

Or sung thy triumphs to a lofty strain. 

Fit for a theatre of gods to hear: 

And thou, the other son of mighty Jove^ 

Qyllenian Mercury, sweet Maia’s joy. 

If in the busy tumults of the miira 
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My path thou erer hast Ulomined, 

For which thine altan I have oft perfumed. 

And deck'd thy statnes with disooloar’d flowers: 
Now thrive Invention in this glorious court. 

That not of bounty only, but of right, 

Cynthia may grace, and give it life by sight. 


{ExiL 


SCENE IIL 

EtUer HBsraBOB, Cyitthia, Arsts, Tnn, Pubonbsib, and 
Tiiauma. 

Music aeeompanied. Hisfbkcts «tng«. 

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair. 

Now the sun is laid to sleep. 

Seated in thy silver chair. 

State in wonted manner keep: 

Hesperus entreats thy light, 

Qoddess, excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 

S rnthia's shining orb was made 
eav’n to clear, when day did close: 

Bless us then with wuhed sight. 

Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart. 

And thy crystal shining quiver; 

Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, how short soever: 

Thou that mak’st a day of night. 

Goddess excellently bright. 

Cyn. When hadi IHana, like an envious wrstoh. 

That glitters only to his soothed self. 

Denying to the world the precious use 
Of hoarded wealth, withhud her firiendly aid? 

Monthly are spend our still-repaired shine. 

And not forbid our virmn-waxen torch 
To bum and blaxe, while nutriment doth last: 

That once consumed, out of Jove’s treasury 
A new we take, and stick it in our sphere, 

To give the mutinous kind of wanting men 

look'd-for light Yet what is Uicir desert? 

Bounty is wiong'a, interpreted as due; 

Mortals can challenge not a ray, by right 
Yet do expect the whole of Qynthia’o U^t 
Bat if that deities withdrew their gifts 
For human follies, what could men deserve 
Bat death and darkness? It behoves the high. 
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For their own aakes, to doi thing* worthily. 

Are. Moat true, most aaored goddess; for the heavens 
Receive no good of sU tile good they do: 

Kor Jove, nor you, nor other heavenly Powers, 

Are fed with fumes which do from incense rise. 

Or sacrifices reeking in thdr gore; 

Yet, for the cate which you of mortals have, 
fWliose proper good it is that they be so.) 

You well are pleased writh odours redolent: 

But ignorant is all the race of men. 

Which still complains, not knowing why, or when. 

Cj/n. Else, nonle Arete, they would not blame. 

And tax, or for unjust, or for as proud. 

Thy Cynthia, in the tilings which are indeed 
The greatest glories in our starry crown; 

Such is our chastity, which safely scorns. 

Not love, for who more fervently doth love 
Immortal honour, and divine renown T 
But giddy Cupid, Venus’ frantic son. 

Yet, Arete, if by this veiled light 
We but discover'd (what we not discern) 

Any the least of imputations stand 

Ready to sprinkle our unallotted fame 

With note of lightness, from these revels n«ir; 

Not, for the empire of the universe. 

Should night, or court, this whatsoever shine. 

Or grace of ours, unhappily enjoy. 

Place and occasion are two privy thieves. 

And from poor innocent ladies often steal 
The best of things, an honourable name; 

To stay with follies, or where faults may be. 

Infers a crime, although the party free. 

Are. How CVnthianly, that is, how worthily 
And like hnsuf, the matchless Cynthia speaks! 

Infinite jealousies, infinite regards. 

Do watch about the true virginity: 

But Pheebe lives from all, not only fault. 

But as from thought, so from suspicion free. 

Thy presence broad-seals our delights for pure; 

What’s done in Ciynthia’s sight, is done secure. 

Cyn. That then so answer'd, dearest Arete, 

What th’ argument, or of what sort our sports 
Are like to be this ^ght, I not demand. 

Nothing which duty, and desire to please. 

Bean written in the forehead, comes amiss. 

But unto whose invention must we owe 
The eoiMlement of this night’s furniture? 

Are. Excellent goddess, to a man’s, whose worth. 
Without hyperbole, I thus may praise; 
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One st leaat stadious of deeerying well. 

And, to iijeak truth, indeed deserving well. 

Potential merit stands for actual. 

Where only opportunity doth want. 

Not will, nor power; both which in him abound. 

One whom the Muses and Minerva love; 

For whom should they, than Critos, more esteem. 

Whom Pheebus, though not Fortune, holdeth dcart 
And, which convincoth excellence in him, 

A principal admirer of yourself. 

Flven through the ungentle injuries of Fate, 

And difliculticH, which do virtue choke. 

Thus much of him appears. What other things 
Of farther note do lie unborn in him. 

Them I do leave for chcrishment to shew. 

And for a godfless graciously to ju'lgo. 

Cyn. We have already judgcii him. Arete, 

Nor are wo ignorant how noble minds 
SulTcr too much through those indignities 
Which times and vicious persons cast on llmin. 

Ourself have ever vowed U) esteem 
As virtue for itself, so fortune, base; 

Who’s first in worth, the same be first in place. 

Nor farther notice. Arete, we crave 
Than thine approval’s .sovereign warranty: 

Let’t bo thy care to make us known to him; 

Cynthia shall brighten what the world made dim. [Exit Arcle. 
The First Masqi b. 

Enter Cupid, disgmsal aa Antcma, followed by Storg6, Aglaia, 
Kuphantastc, and .\[ihelcia. 

Cup. Clear pearl of heaven, and, not to he farther ambitioiia in 
titles, Cynthia I the fame of this illustrious niijht, among cdhera, hath also 
dratm these four fair virgins from the palace of their queen Perfection, 
(a word which teutkes no sufficiertt diflerenre betwixt her's and thine,) 
to visit thy imperial court: for she, their sovereign, not finding where 
to dioell among men. before her return to heaven, advised them wholly 
to consecrate themselves to thy celestial service, aa in whose clear spirit 
(Iks proper element and sphere of virtue) they should behold not her 
alone, their ever-honoured mistress, but themselves (more truly them¬ 
selves) to live, enthronised. Herself would have commended them unto 
thy favour more particularly, but that she knows no commendation is 
more available tcM thee, than that of jtroper virtue. Nevertheless she 
willed them to present this crystal mound, a note of monarchy, and 
symbol of pri/rc/ibn, to thy more worthy deity ; which, as here by me 
mey mos< nunibly do, so amongst the rarities thereof, that is the chief, 
to shew whatsoever the world hath excellent, howsoever remote and 
various, BiU your irradiate judgment tviU soon discover the sea-ets 
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of this littU cryatal world. Themselvu, to appear more plainly, 
becauee they know nothing more odious than false metexts, have chosen 
to express their several qualities thus in settml colours. 

The first, in citron colour, is natural affection, which, given %u to 
procure our good, is sometime called Storgi; and as every one is 
nearest to himself, so this handmaid of reason, allowable Self-love, as 

is without harm, so are none without it; her place in the court of 
Perfection was to quicken minds in the pursuit of honour. Her device 
it a perpendicular level, upon a cube or square; the word, se auu 
modulo; alluding to th^ true measure of one's «e2/, which, as every 
one ought to mate, so is it most conspicuous in thy divine example. 

The second, in green, is Aglaia, delectable and ‘peasant conversation, 
whose property is to move a kindly delight, and sometime not without 
laughter : her office to entertain assemblies, anti keep societies together 
with fair familiarity. Her device, within a ring of clouds, a heart with 
shine about it ; the word, curarum nubila pello : an allegory of 
Cynthia's light, which no less dears the sky than her fair mirth the 
heart. 

The third, in the discoloured mantle spangled all over, is Euphantaste, 
a loell-conceited Wittiness, and employed in honouring the court with 
the riches of her pure invention. Her device, upon a Petasus, or 
Mercurial hat, a crescent; the loord, nic laus ingrnii; inferring that 
the praise and glory of wit doth ever irwrease, as doth thy growing moon. 

The fourth, in white, is Apheleia, a nymph as pure and simple as 
the soul, or «u an abrase. tcdile. and is therefore called Simplicity ; 
without folds, without plaits, without colour, without counterfeit; and 
(to speak plainly) plainness itself. Her device is no device. The 
word under her silver skidd, omnia abcst fucus; alluding to thy spot¬ 
less sdf, who art as far from impurity as from mortulHy. 

Mysdf, cdeslial goddess, more fii for the court of Cynthia than the 
arbours of Cytherea, am caUed Anteras, or Loiv’s enemy ; the mart 
welcome therefore to thy court, and the fitter to rondud this quaternion, 
who, as they are thy professed votaries, and. for that cause adversaries 
to Love, yet thee, perpetual virgin, tiny both love, atid vow to love 
eternally. 

Re-enter Arete, with Criteh. 

Cyn. Not without wonder, nor without delight. 

Mine eyes have view’d, in contemplation’s depth. 

This work of wit, divine and excellent: 

AVhat shape, what substance, or what unknown power. 

In virgin’s habit, crown’d with laurel leaves. 

And olive-branches woven in between. 

On sea-girt rocks, like to a goddess shines! 

O front! O face! O all celestial, sure. 

And more than mortal! Arete, behold 
AnoUier Cathie, and another queen. 

Whose glory, like a lasting plenilune. 

Seems ignorant of what it is to wane. 
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Nor under heaven an objoot could be found 
More fit to pleaae. Let Critea make approach. 

Bounty forbida to pall our thanks with stay. 

Or to defer our favour, after view: 

The time of grace is, when the cause is new. 

An. Lo, here the man, celestial OeUa, 

Who (like a circle bound^ in itself) 

Contains as much as man in fulness may. 

Lo, here the man, who not of usual earth. 

But of that nobler and mors precious mould 
Which Phoebus' seif doth temper, is composed; 

And who, though all were wanting to .award. 

Yet to himself he would not wanting be: 

Thy favour’s gain is his ambition’s most. 

And labour’s best; who (humble in his height) 

Stands fixed silent in thy glorious sight. 

Cyn. With no less pleasure than we have beheld 
This precious crystal work of rarest wit. 

Our eye doth reM thee, now instiled, our Crites; 

Whom learning, virtue, and our favour last, 

Ezempteth from the gloomy multitude. 

With common eye the Supreme should not see: 

Henceforth be ours, the more thy.solf to be. 

Crt. Heaven’s purest light, whose orb may be eclipsed. 

But not thy praise; divinest Cynthia I 
How much too narrow for so high a grace. 

Thine (save therein) the most unworthy Crites 
Doth find himself! for ever shine thy fame; 

Thine honours ever, as thy beauties do. 

In me they must, my dark world’s chiefest lights. 

By whose propitious beams my powers are raised 
To hope some part of those moat lofty points. 

Which blessed Arete hath pleased to name^ 

As marks, to which my endeavour’s steps should bend: 

Mine, os begun at thee, in thee must end. 

Tna Secono Masque. 

BnUr Mebcuhy aa a page, inirodueing Eucosmos, Eupathes, 
Eutolmos, and Eucolos. 

Mer. iSwfcr of Phah%ta, to whose bright orb we owe, that we nol 
eomplgin of his absence ; these fowr brethren (for they are brethren, 
md sons of Eutaxitt, a lady known, and higUy beloved of your re- 
splendent deity) not able to be absent, when Cynthia held a solemnly, 
ofleioualy insinuate themselves into thy presence : far, as there are 
fiiur eardinal virtues, upon which the whole frame of the court doth 
move, so are these the four cardinal properties, withotU which the body 
^oomplimsKt moveth not. With these four silver javelins, (whiA they 
tsar im their hands) they support in prineed courts the state of the 
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prtamu, aa by offiee they are obliged: tohieh, though here th^ may 
eeem euperfiuoua, yet, for honotir'e take, they thus preeume to viait thee, 
having aleo been em^yed- tn (he palaee of queen Perfeetion. And 
though to them that would make themselves gracious to a goddess, 
sacrifices were fitter than presents, or impresses, yet they both hope thy 
favour, and (in place of either) use several symbols, containing the titles 
of thy imperial dignity. 

First, the hithermost, tn the changeable blue and green robe, is the 
commendably-fashioned gallant, Eucosmos; whose courtly habti is the 
grace of the presence, and delight of the surveying eye; whom ladies 
understand by the names of Neat and Elegant. Ilia symbol is, divis 
virgini, in which he would express thy deity's principal glory, which 
hath ever been virginity. 

The second, in the rich accoutrement, and robe of purple, empaled 
tsith gold, is Eupathra; who entertains his mind with an harmless, 
but not incurious variety; all the objects of his senses are sumptuous, 
himself a gallant, that, without excess, can make use of superfluity, 
go richly in embroideries, jewels, and what not, without vanity, and 
fare delicately without gluttony; and therefore (not without cause) is 
universally thought to be of fitte humour. His sytnbol is, diva* optimn; 
an attribute to express thy goodness, in which thou so resemblest Jove 
thy father. 

The third, in the blush-coloured suit, is Eutolmos, as dtdy respecting 
others, as never neglecting himself; commonly known by the title of 
good Audacity; to courts and courtly assemblies a guest most acceptable. 
His symbol is, dive viragini; to express thy hardy courage in chase 
of savage beads, which harbour in woods and wildernesses. 

The fourth, tn watchet tinsel, is the kind and truly benefigue Euadas, 
who imparteth not without respect, but yet without difficulty, and hath 
the happiness to make every kindness seem double, by the timely and 
freely bestowing thereof. He is the chief of them, who by the vulgar are 
said to be of good nature. His stjrhbol is, div,i> maxiinn*; an adjunct 
to signify thy greatness, which in heaven, earth, and hell, is formidable. 

Music. A Dance by the two Masques joined, during which 
Cupid and Mbrcuby retire to the aide of the stage. 

Cup. Is not that Amorphus, the traveller? 

Mer, As though it were notl do you not see how his legs are in 
travail with a measure? 

Cup. Hedon, thy master is next. 

Mer. Whatk will Cupid turn nomenclator, and cry them T 

Cup. No. faith, but 1 have a comedy toward, that would not be 
lost for a kingdom. 

Mer. In good time, for Cupid will prove the comedy. 

Cup. Mercury. I am studying how to match them. 

Mer. How to mismatch them were harder. 

Cup. Tb^ are the nymphs must do it; I shall sport myself with 
their passions above measure. 
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Mer. Thoae nymphs would be tamed a little indeed, bat I fear 
thou host not arrows for the purpose. 

Cup. O yes, here be of oU sor^ flights, rovers, and batt-shofts. 
Bnt I eon wound with a braadi^ and never draw bow for the 
matter. 

Mer, I cannot but believe it, my invisible archer, and yet methinks 
you ore tedious. 

Cup, It behoves me to be somewhat circumspect. Mercury; for 
if Qynthia hear the twang of my bow, she’ll go near to whip me 
with the string; therefore, to prevent that, 1 thus discharm a 

brandish uran-it makes no matter which of the couples. Phan- 

taste and Amorphus, at you. [ Waves his arrots at ihem. 

Mer. Will the shaking of a shaft strike them into such a fever of 
affection 7 

Cup. As well 08 the wink of an eye: but, I pray thee, hinder me 
not with thy prattle. 

JIfer. Jove forbid I hinder thee; Marry, all that 1 fear is Qyn- 
thia’s presence, which, with the cold of her chastity, oasteth such 
Ml anuperistasis about the place, that no heat of thine will tarry 
with the patient. 

Cup. It will tarry the rather, for the antiperistosis will keep it in. 

Mer. I long to see the experiment. 

Cup. Why, their marrow boils already, or they are all turn’d 
eunuchs. 

Mer. Nay, an’t be so. I’ll give over speaking, and be a spectator 
only. {The first dance ends. 

Amo. Cynthia, by my bright soul, is a right exquisite and splen- 
didiouB lady; yet Amorphus, I think, hath seen more fashions, I 
am sure more countries; bnt whether I have or not, what need we 
gate on Qynthia, that have ourself to admire 7 

Pha. O, excellent Cynthia! yet if Phantaste sat where she does, 
and had such attire on her he^, (for attire can do much,) I say no 
more—bnt goddesses are goddesses, and Phantaste is as she ist I 
would the revels were done once, I might go to my school of glass 
again, and learn to do myself right after all this ruining. 

[Music; they begin the second dance. 

Mer. How now, Cupid 7 here’s a wonderful change with your 
brandish! do you not near how they dote? 

Cup. What prodigy is this 7 no word of love, no mention, no 
motion 1 

Mer. Not a word, my little ignis fatue, not a word. 

Cup. Are my darts enchant 7 is their vigour gone 7 is thmr 
virtue— 

Mer. Whatl Cupid turned jealous of himself 7 ho, ha, hat 

Cup Laughs Merouiy7 

Mer. Is Oupid angry 7 

Cup Hath ne not cause, when his purpose is so deluded 7 

Mer. A rare comedy, it shall be entitled Cupid’s? 

Cup Do not scorn us, Hermes. 
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Mtr. G(ioler and Cnpid are two fiery things; I aoom them not. 
Bat I see that oome to paw whioh 1 presaged in the beginning. 

C7up. You cannot tell: perhaps the physio will not work so soon 
upon some as upon others. It may be the rest are not so resty. 

Jfer. Ex ungut; you know the old adage, as these so are the 
remainder. 

Cup. ril try: this is the same shaft with which I wounded 
Armrion. [ Waves hie arrow again, 

Mer. Ay, but let me save you a labour, Cupid: there were certain 
bottles of water fetch’d, and drunk off since that time, by these 
gallants. 

Cup, Jove strike me into the earth! the Fountain of SolMovel 

Mer, Nay, faint not, Cupid. 

Cup. I remember’d it not 

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the name of Anteros upon 
you; you know not what charm or enchantment lies in the word: 
you saw, I durst not venture upon any device in our presentment 
but was content to be no other than a simple pi^. Your arrows’ 
properties, (to keep decorum,) CXipid, are suitwl, it should seem, to 
the nature of him you personate. 

Cup. Indignity not to be borne! 

JIfer. Nay rather, an attempt to have been forborne. 

{The second dance ends. 

Cup. How might I revenge myself on this insulting Mercury f 
there’s Crites, his minion, he has not tasted of this water. [ Waves 
his arrow at Crites.] It shall be so. Is Crites turn’d dotard on 
himself too T 

Mer. That follows not, because the venom of your shafts cannot 
pierce him, Cupid. 

Cup. As though there were one antidote for these, and another 
for him. 

Mer. though there were not; or, as if one effect might not 
arise of divers causes T What say you to Cynthia, Arete, Phronesis, 
Time, and others there? 

Cup. They are divine. 

Mer. And Crites aspires to be so. 

[Music; they begin the third dance. 

Cup. But tiiat shall not serve him. 

Mer. ’Tie like to do it, at this time. But Cupid is grown too 
covetous, that will not spore one of a multitude. 

Cup. One is more thw'a multitude. 

Mer. Arete’s favour makes any one shot-proof against thee^ 
Cupid. I pray thee, light honey-bee, remember thou art not now 
in Adonis’ ganlen, but in Cynthia’s presence, where thorns lie in 
garrison about the roses. Soft; Cynthia speidcs. 

Cyn. Ladies and gallants of our court, to end. 

And give a timely period to our sports. 

Let ns conclude Uiem with declining night; 

Our empire u but of the daj4wir halt. 
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And if yon jndgo it any zeoompenoe 

For your fair pains, t' nava earn'd Diana's thanks. 

Diana ^nta them, and besto^vs their crown 
To gratify your acceptable seal. 

For you are they, that not, as some have done. 

Do censure ns, as too severe and sour. 

But as, more rightly, gracious to the good; 

Although we not deny, unto the proud. 

Or the profane, perhaps indeed austere: 

For so Aotacon, oy presuming far. 

Did, to our grief, incur a fatal doom; 

And so, sw’oln Niobe, comparing more 
Tluui he presumed, was trophaeed into stone. 

But are we therefore judged too extreme? 

Seems it no crime to enter sacred bowers. 

And hallow’d places, with impure asp&3t, 

Moat lewdly to pollute? Seems it no crime 
To brave a deity ? Let mortals learn 
To make religion of ofTonding heaven. 

And not at all to censure powers divine. 

To men this argument should stand for firm, 

A goddess did it, therefore it was good: 

We are not oruel, nor delight in blood.— 

But what have serious repetitions 

To do with revels, and the sports of court ? 

We not intend to sour your late delights 
With harsh expostulation. I..ot it suffice 
That wo take noi ice, and can take revenge 
Of these calumnious and lewd blasphemies. 

For we are no leas Cynthia than we were. 

Nor is our power, but as ourself, the same: 

Though we have now put on no tiro of shine. 

But mortal eyes undated may endure. 

Years are beneath the spheres, and time makes weak 
flings under heaven, not powers which govern heaven. 

And though ourself be in ourself secure. 

Yet let not mortals challenge to themselves 
Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all: 

Honour hath store of spleen, but wanteth gall. 

Ones more we oast the slumber of our tha^s 
On your ta’en toil, which here let take an end. 

And that we not mistake your several worths. 

Nor you our favour, from yourselves remove 
What makea you not youiselvee, those olouds of masque; 
Partionlar paina partlonlar thanks do ask. [The dancers tmimisk. 
Howl let me view you. Hal are we contemn'd? 

2s there so little awe of our disdain. 

That any (under trust of their disgdse) 

Should mix themselves with others of the oonrt. 
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And, withoat forahMd. boUly pnn to far. 

At farther aoneT How apt u lenity 
To be abuaedi seyerity to be loath'd I 
And yet, how much more doth tiie seeming face 
Of neighbour virtues, and their borrow’d names. 

Add of lewd boldness to loose vanities! 

Who would have thought that Philautia durst 
Or have usurped noble StorgA’s name. 

Or with that theft have ventured on our eyes? 

Who would have thought, that all of them* should hops 
So much of our connivence, as to come 
To grace themselves with titles not their own? 

Instead of med'cines, have we maladies T 
And such imposthumes as Phantaste is 
Grow in our palace? We must lance these sores. 

Or all will putrify. Nor are these all, 

For we suspect a fartlier fraud than this: 

Take off our veil, that shadows many depart. 

And shapes appear, beloved Arete—So, 

Another face of things presents itself. 

Than did of late. What! feather’d Cupid masqued. 

And masked like A nteroB? And stay 1 more strange I 
Dear Mercury, our brother, like a page. 

To countenance the ambush of the boy! 

Nor endeth our discovery as yet: 

Gelaia, like a nymph, that, but erewhile. 

In male attire, did serve Anaides?— 

Cupid came hither to find sport and game. 

Who heretofore hath been too conversant 
Among our train, but never felt revenge; 

And Mercury bare Cupid company. 

Cupid, we must confess, this time of mirth. 

Proclaim’d by us, gave opportunity 
To thy attempts, although no privUege: 

Tempt us no farther; we cannot endure 
Thy presence longer; vanish hence, away! [Exit Cupid, 
You, Mercury, we must entreat to stay. 

And hear what we determine of the rest; 

For in this plot we well perceive your hand. 

But, (for we mean not a censorian task. 

And yet to lance these ulcers grown so ripe^) 

Dear Aretes and Oites, to you two 

We ^ve the charge; impose what pains you please: 

'III’ incurable cut off, the rest reform. 

Remembering ever what we fiint decreed, 

Sinoe revds were mmlaim’d, let now none bleed. 

Are. How well Diana can distingaiBh times. 

And tort her censaies, keeping to herself 
Hie doom of god% leaving the rest to ns! 
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Come, cite them, CMtes, hret, end tiien proceed. 

Cri. First, Philsutie, for she wee the first, 

Then light Gelais in Aglaie’e name. 

Thirty, Phantoste, and Moria next, 

Btain Follies all, and of the female crew: 

Amorphus, or Eiicosmos* counterfeit. 

Voluptuous Hedon ta’en for Eu pathos. 

Brazen Anaides, and Asotus last. 

With his two pages, Morus and Prosaites; 

And thou, the trazeller’s evil, Cos. approach. 
Impostors all, and male deformities— 

Are. Nay, forward, for I delegate my power. 

And will that at thy mercy they do stand. 

Whom they so oft, so plainly scorn’d before. 

'Tis virtue which they want, and wanting it. 

Honour no garment to their backs can fit. 

Then, Critee, practise thy discretion. 

Cri. Adorra Cynthia, and bright Arete, 

Another might SMm fitter for this task. 

Than Crites far, but that ^ou judge not so: 

For I (not to appear vindicative. 

Or mindful of contempts, which I contemn’d. 

As done of impotence) must be remiss: 

Who, as 1 was the author, in some sort. 

To work their knowledge into Cynthia’s sight, 

80 should be much severer to revenge 
The indignity hence issuing to her name: 

But there’s not one of these who are unpain’d. 

Or by themselves unpunished: for vice 
Is like a fury to the vicious mind. 

And toms delight itself to punishment. 

But we must forward, to define their doom. 

You are offenders, that must be confess’d; 

Do you oonfias itT 
AU. We do. 

Cri. And that you merit sharp correction T 
AU. Yes. 

Cri. Tben we (reserving unto Delia’s grace 
Her farther pleasure, and to Arete 
What Delia granteth) thus do sentence you; 
i^at from this place (for penance known of all. 
Since you have drunk so dee^y of Self-love) 

You, two and two, singing a Palinode, 

March to your several homes by Niobe’s stone^ 

And offer up two teats a-piece thereon. 

lliat it may change the name, as yon must change. 

And of a atone be called Weeping-oroas: 

Because it standeth cross of Cynthia’s way. 

One of whose names is sacred Trivia. 
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And nftOT permnce thus perfonn‘d you pass 
In like set order, not as Midas did. 

To wash his gold off into Tboib’ stream; 

But to the well of knowledge. Helicon; 

Where, purged of your present maladies. 

Which are not few, nor slendw, you become 
Such as you fain would seem, and then return. 

Offering your service to great CVnthia, 

This is your sentence, if the gocideas please 
To ratify it with her high consent; 

The scorn of wise mirth unto fruit is bent. 

Cyn. We do approve thy censure, bclov’d Crites; 

Which Mercury, tny true propitious friend, 

(A deity nest Jove beloved of us,) 

Will undertake to see exactly <l<ine. 

And for this service of discovery. 

Perform’d by tlice, in honour of our name. 

We vow to guerdon it with such due grace 
As shall become our bounty, and thy place. 

Princes that would their people should do well. 

Must at themselves begin, as at the head; 

For men, by their example, pattern nut 
Their imitations, and regard of laws: 

A virtuous court, a worki to virtue draws. 

[Exeunt Cynthia and Iter Nymphs, follfiwed by Arete and Crites;— 
AmorjAus, Phantasle, etc., go off the ^age in pairs, singing 
the/Mowing 

PAI.IJfODB. 

Amo. From Spanish shrugs, French faces, smirks, irpos, and all 
affected humours, 

Chorus. Good .Mercury defend us. 
Pha. From secret friends, sweet servants, loves, doves, and such 
fantastic humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend ns. 
Amo. From stabbing of arms, flap-dragons, healths, whiffs, and 
all such swaggering humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Pha. From waving faiu, coy glances, giicks, cringes, and all such 
simpering humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Amo. From making love by attorney, courting of puppets, and 
paying for new acquaintance. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend os. 
Pha. From perfumed dogs, monkies, sparrows, dildoee, and 
paiaqnettoes. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Amo. From wearing bracelets of hair, shoe-ties, gloves, garters, 
and lings with poesies,' 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend ns. 
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Pha. TVora pai^tting, painting, slicking, facing; and renewing 
old tivelled faooe, 

Chonu. Good Merooiy defend os, 

Amo. From ’squiring to tilt yards, play-houses, pageants, and 
all such public places, 

Chorua. Good Mercury defend us. 

Pha. From entertaining one gallant to gull another, and making 
fools of either, 

Chorua. Good Mercury defend us. 

From belying ladies’ favours, noblemen’s countenance, 
coining counterfeit employments, vain-glorious taking to them 
other men's services, and au self-loving humours, 

Chorua. Good Mercury defend us. 

Mbboukt and Cbitks aing. 

Now each one dry hia weeping eyea. 

And lo (As WM of KnowUdge haale; 

Where, purged of your maladies. 

You may of sweeter looters taste; 

And, with refined voice, report 

The grace of Cynthia, and her court. 

[ExeurU. 


Tni3 EPnXJGUE. 

Gentles, be’t known to you, since I went in 
I am turn’d rhymer, and do thus begin. 

The author (jealous how your sense doth take 
His travails) hath enjoined me to make 
Some short and ceremonious epilogue; 

But if I yet know what, I am a rogue: 

He ties me to such laws as quite distract 
My thoughts, and would a year of time exact. 

I neither must be faint, remiss, nor sorry. 

Bout, serious, confident, nor peremptory; 

But betwixt these. Let's sec; to lay the blame 
Upon the children's action, that were lame. 

To crave your favour, with a begmng knee. 
Were to distrust the writer's faculty. 

To promise better at the next we bring. 
Prorogues disgrace, commends not any tiung. 
Btiffiy to staiS on this, and proudly approve 
l%e play, might tax the maker of &lf-lova 
I’ll only speu what I have heard him say, 

'* By — — 'tia good, and if 3 mu like’t, you may." 

Xeee rubet guidam. paBet, atupd, oadtat, odit 
Hoe nolo; mme iiobi's earmina noatra plaeent. 
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TO THE VIRTUOUS, AND MV WORTIIV FRIEND 

MR. RICHARD MARTIN 

Sir,—A thankful man owes a courtesy ever; the unthankful but when 
he needs it. To make mine own mark appear, and shew by which of these 
seats I am known, 1 send you this piece of what may live of mine; for whose 
innocence, as for the author’s, you were once a noble and timely under¬ 
taker, to the greatest justice of this kingdom. Enjoy now the delight of 
your goodness, which is, to see that prosper you preserved, and posterity 
to owe the reading of that, without offence, to your name, which so muu 
ignorance and malice of the times then conspired to have supprcst. 

Your true lover, Bek Jonsom. 


DRAMATIS PERSON.e 


Augustus Casar. 
Mecanas. 

Marc. Ovid. 

Cor. Callus. 

Sex. Propertius. 
Fus. Aristius. 

Pub. Ovid. 

Virgil. 

Horace. 

Trebatius. 

Asinius Lupus. 
Pantilius Tucca. 
Luscus. 

Ruf. Lab. Crispinus. 


Herhooenes Tiobluus. 
Demetrius Fahnius. 
Albius. 

Minos. 

Histrio. 

iEsop. 

PVRGI. 

Lielors, EquMt, €tc. 

Julia. 

CVTHERIS. 

Plautia. 

Chloc. 

Maids. 


SCENE,— Rome 


After the second sounding. 

E!irvY arises in the midst of the stage. 
Light, I salute thee, but toith wounded nerves. 

Wishing the golden splendor pitchy darkness. 

What's here t Tbb ARBAiONMB.vTl ay; this, this it it. 
That our sunk eyes have waked for all Sue while; 

Here will be subjeetfio snakes and me. 

Cling to my neck and wrists, my loving worms. 

And east uou round m soft and amorous folds. 

Till I do bid uncurl; th^ break your knots. 

Shoot out yourselves at lengA, as your forced slings 

*33 
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WoM hide themadoee within hie maJieed aidea. 

To whom I ahatt apply you. Stay / the ahine 
Wthia aaaembly here offenda my aight; 
rtt darken that firat, and outface their grace. 

Wander not, if I atare: theae fifteen weeka. 

So long aa ainee the plot waa but an embrion. 

Have I, with burning lighta mixt vigilant thoughta. 

In expedation of thia hated play. 

To which at laat I am arrived aa Prologue. 

Nor would / you ahould look for other looka, 

Oeature, or compHment from me, than what 
The infected bulk of Envy can afford: 

For I am riaae here with a coveUma hope. 

To bloat your pleaaurea and destroy your aporta. 

With wreatinga, eommenta, applicaliona. 

Spy-like auggeationa, privy whiaperinga. 

And thousand such promoting aleighta aa these. 

Mark how I wUt begin: The scene is, ha I 

Some f Rome f and Rome t Grade, eye-atringa, and your baBa 

Drop into earth: let me be ever blind. 

I am prevented; all my hopes are Croat, 

Check'd, and abated; fie, a freezing sweat 
Flows forth at all my pores, my entrails bum: 

What ahould I dot Rome I Rome / O my vext soul. 

How might I force thia to the present state ? 

Are there no players here t no poet apea. 

That come with oaailisk’s eyes, whose forked tongues 
Are steeped in venom, aa their hearts in gall t 
Either of theae would help me; they could wrest. 

Pervert, and poison all they hear or sec. 

With aenaeless glosses, and allusions. 

Now, if you be good devils, fly me. not. 

You know what dear and ample faeulties 
/ have endowed you itrith: I'll lend you more. 

Here, lake my anakea among you, come and eat. 

And uhile the squeez'd juice fimva in your black jaws. 

Help me to damn the author. Spit it forth 
Upon his lines, and sheto your rusty teeth 
At every word, or accent: or else eltooae 
Out of my longest vipers, to stick down 
In your deep throats; and let the heads come forth 
At your rank mouths; that he may see you amCd 
WM triyte mali^ to hiss, sting, am/ tear 
Hia work and him; to forge, and then declaim. 

Traduce, eorruj^, apply, inform, auggest; 

O, these ore gifia wherein your souls are bleat. 

What t do you hide yourMvea t utdl none appear t 
Nona answer f what, doth thia calm troop affright you f 
Nay, M«n I do despair; down, sink again: 
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Thia tmvmt it all but icith my dtad hoM 
If in tuck boaomt tpUe have Ufl lo dw^ 

Envy it not on earth, nor acarca m htlL [Doaoenda aIow|y. 

The third aounding. 

As she disappears, enter Pboloovb hastily, in armour. 

Slay, monaUr, ere thou aini—tkua on thy head 
Set we our holder foci; with which we tread 
Thy malice into earth: to Spite should die, 

Deapiaed and scorn’d by noble industry. 

If any muse why I salute the stage. 

An armed Prologue; kno-n, ’tis a dangerous age: 

Wherein who writes, had need present his scenes 
Forty fold proof against the conjuring means 
Of base detractors, and illiterale apes. 

That jin up rooms in fair anti formal shapes. 

'Gainst these, have we put on this forced defence: 

Wheretf the allegory and hid sense 

Is, that a well erected confidence 

Can fright their pride, and laugh their foUy hence. 

Herr, now, put ease our author should, once, more, 

Swear that his play were good; he doth implore. 

You leould not argue him of arrogance; 

Howe’er that common spawn of ignorance, 

Our fry of loriters, may beslime. his fame. 

And give his action that adulterate name. 

Such full-blown vanity he more doth loth. 

Than base dejection; there's a mean 'twixl both. 

Which with a constant firmness he pursues. 

As one that knows the strength of his awn .11 use. 

And this he hopes all free souls will allow; 

Others that take it with a rugged brow. 

Their moods he rather pities than enviis: 

His mind it is above thexr injuries. 


ACT I 

SCENE I.—Scene draws, and discovers Ovtd in his study, 

Ovid. Then, when this body falls in funeral fire. 

My name shall live, and my best part aspire. 

It shall go sa 

Enter Lusoos, with a gown and cap. 

Luse. Young master, maeter Ovid, do you hear! Ck>ds a’mel 
away witii your songs and sonnets, and on with your gown and cap 
quiwy: hwe, here, your father will be a man of this room preaentfy. 
Oome^ nay, nay, nay, nay, be brief. These venee too, a poison on 
'eml I cannot abm tlieni, they make me ready to oa^ the 
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banka of Heltoon I Nay, look, what a raaoally untoward thing this 
poetry in; I could tear them now. 

Omd. Give me; how near is my father? 

Lux. Heart a’man: get a law book in your hand, I will not 
answer you else. [Ovid pula on hia cap and ginon."] Why so! now 
there’s some formality in you. By Jove, and three or four of the 
go^ more, I am right of mine old master’s humour for that; this 
villainous poetry will undo you, by the welkin. 

Ovid. What, hast thou buskins on, Luscus, that thou swearest 
so tragioally and high 7 

Luac. No, but I have boots on, sir, and so has your father too by 
this time; for he call’d for them ere 1 came from the lodging. 

Ovid. Why, was he no readier? 

Luac. O no; and there was the mad skeldering captain, with the 
velvet arms, ready to lay hold on him os he comes down; he that 
presses every man he meets, with an oath to lend him money, and 
cries, Thnu muat do’t, old boy, as thou art a man, a man of worship. 

Gvid. Who, Pantiliiis Tucca? 

Lua. Ay, he; and 1 mot little master Lupus, the tribune, going 
thither too. 

Ovid. Nay, an he be under their arrest, I may with safety enough 
read over my elegy before ho come. 

hua. Gods a’mo! what will you do? why, young master, you 
are not Castalian mad, lunatic, frantic, desperate, ha I 

Ovid. What ailest thou, Luscus? 

Lua. God be with you, sir; I’ll leave you to your poetical fancies, 
and furies. I’ll not he guilty, I. [Exit. 

Ovid. Be not, good ignorance. I’m glad th’art gone; 

For thus alone, our ear shall better judge 
The hasty errors of our morning muse. 

Envy, why twifal thou me my time’a apent ill, 

AndcaW^ my vtrae, fn»ita of an idle quill f 
Or that, unlike the line from whence I aprung, 

War’s duHy honoura I puraue not young f 
Or that I atudy not the tedioua lawa. 

And proAitute my toice in every cauae f 
Thy aeope ia mortal; mme. eternal fame. 

Which through the world ahall ever chaunt my name. 

Homer will live whilat Tenedoa atanda, and Ide, 

Or, to the aea, fleet Simoia doth slide: 

And ao ahall Heaiod too, while vines do bear. 

Or crooked aicklca crop the ripen'd ear. 

Callimachua, though in invention low. 

Shall atili he sung, aince he in art doth floto. 

No loaa thaU come to Sophocles' proud vein; 

With sun and moon, Aratua shall remain. 

WhUe slaves be false, fathera hard, and bauds be u^riah 
Whilat harlots fatter, ahall Menander flourish. 
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Ennius, though rude, and Accius'a high-rtar'd strain, 

A fresh applause in every age shall yiin. 

Of Varro's name, tchat ear shall not be UAd, 
w Jason's Argo and the fleece of gold f 
Then shall Lucretius' lofty nunAers die, 

Irhen earth and seas in fire and flame shall fry. 

Tiiyrus, Tillage, jEnee shall be. read. 

Whilst Rome of all the conquered toorld is head ! 

Till Cupids fires be out, and hi-r bote broken. 

Thy verses, neat Tibullus, shall he s/nken. 

Our Oattus shtill be known from east to west; 

So shall Lyeoris, telutm he note lores heM. 

The suffering jilough-share or the flint may 
But heavenly Poesy no death can fear. 

K ings shall give jdaee to it, and kingly shows. 

The banks o'er which gold-bearing Tagus flows. 

Kned himls to trash; me let bright Pha-bus swell 
With cups full flowing from the Muses' well. 

Frost-fearing myrtle shall impale my head. 

And of sad lovers I be often read. 

Envy the living, not the dead, doth bile ! 

For after death all men receive their right. 

Then, when this body falls in funeral fire. 

My name shall live, and my best part aspire. 

Enter Ovid senior, followed by Luscus, Tucca, and LuFrrs. 

Ovid se. Your name shall live, indeed, sir! you nay true: but how 
infamously, how scorn'd and contemn’d in the eyes and oars of the 
best and gravest Romans, that you think not on; you never ao 
much as dream of that. Are these tlio fruits of all my travail and 
rxiiensesT Is this the scope and aim of thy studies? Are these 
the hopeful courses, wherewith I have so long flattered my expecta¬ 
tion from thee? Verses! Poetry! Ovid, whom I thought to see 
the pleader, become Ovid the play-maker! 

Ovid ju. Xo, sir. 

Ovid sc. Yes, sir; I hear of a tragedy of yours coming forth fur 
the common players there, call’d .M"rJea. liy ray lious^iold gods, 
if I come to the acting of it. I’ll add one tragic part more than is 
yet exfiected to it: believe me, when I promise it. What! shall I 
have my son a stager now ? an enghle for players ? a gull, a rook, 
a shot-clog, to make suppers, and be laugh’d at? Publius, I will 
set thee on the funeral pile flrst. 

Ovid ju. Sir, I beseech you to have patience. 

Lus. Nay, this 'tis to have your ears damn’d up to good counsel. 
I did augur all this to him beforehand, without poring into an ox’s 
paunch for the matter, and yet he w-rxiM not be ecnipiilous. 

Tue. How now, goodman slave! what, rowly-powiy? all rivals, 
rascal? Why, my master of worship, dost hear? are these thy 
best projects? ia this thy designs and thy discipline, to suffer knaves 



23j 8 Ben Jonson’s Plays 

to be oompetiton with oommanden and gentlemen? Are we 
parallels, rascal, are we parallels? 

Ovid te. Sirrah, go get mjr horses ready. You’ll still bo prating. 

Tuc. Do, you perpetual stinkard, do, go; talk to tapsters and 
ostlers, you slave; they are in your element, go; here be the 
emperor s captains, you mggamuffin rascal, and not your comrades. 

[Exit Luacua. 

Lup, Indeed, Marcus Ovid, these players are an idle generation, 
and do much harm in a stat^ corrupt young gentry very much, I 
know it; I have not been a tribune thus long and observed nothing: 
besides, they will rob us, us, that are magistrates, of our respect, 
bring iu UMn their stages, and make us ridiculous to the plebeians; 
they will play you or me, the wisest men they can come by still, only 
to bring us in contempt with the vulgar, and make us cheap. 

Tur. Thou art in the right, my venerable cropshin, they will 
indeed; the ton^e of the oracle never twanged truer. Your 
courtier cannot kirn his mistress’s slippers in quiet for them; nor 
your white innocent mllant pawn his revelling suit to make his 
punk a supper. An honest decayed commander cannot skelder, 
cheat, nor be seen in a bawdy-house, but he shall be straight in one 
of their wormwood comedies. Th^ are grown licentious, the 
rogues; libertines, flat libertines. They forget they are in the 
statute, the rascals; they are blason’d there; there they are trick’d, 
they and their pedigrm; they need no other heralds, I wiss. 

Ovid ae. Methinks, if nothing else, yet this alone, the vciy reading 
of the public edicts, should fright thee from commerce with them, 
and give thee distaste enough of their actions. But this betrays 
what a student you are, this argues your iiroficienoy in the law! 

Ovid ju. They wrong me, sir, and do abuse you more, 

'That blow your ears with ^ese untrue reports. 

I am not known unto the o|)en stage. 

Nor do I traffic In their theatres: 

Indeed, I do acknowledge, at request 
Of some near friends, and honourable Romans, 

I have begun a poem of that nature. 

Ovidaa. You nave, sir, a poem! and where is it? That’s the 
law you study. 

Owd ju. Cornelias Gallus borrowed it to read. 

Ovkfse. Cornelius Gallos I there’s another gallant too hath drunk 
of the same poison, and Tibullus and Propertius. But ^ese axe 
gentlemen of means and revenues now. Thou art a younger 
brother, and hast nothing but they bare exhibition; which I protest 
shall be bue indeed, if thou forsake not these unprofitable by- 
oonrses, and that timelv too. Name me a profest poet, that his 
poeby did ever afford him so much as a competency. Ay, your 
god of poets there, whom all of you admire and reverence so much, 
Homer, he whose worm-eaten statue must not be spewed against, 
but with hallow’d lips and groveling adoration, what wax he? whi^ 
wax he? 
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Tuo. Marry, Fll toll thee, old ewaggerer; he waa a poor blind, 
rhyming raa^, that lived obaonrely up and down in bootha and 
top-houaes, and eoarce ever made a good meal in hia aleep, the 
whoreaon hungry beggar. 

Ovid te. He aaya well:—nay, I know thia netdea you now; but 
anawer me, ia it not traeT Yoa'U toll me hia name ahall live; and 
that now betog dead hia worka have eternised him, and made him 
divine: but could thia divinity feed him while he lived T could hia 
name feast h m T 

Tue. Or purchase him a aenator’a revenue, could it? 

Ovid se. Ay, or give him place in the commonwealth T worship, 
or attondantsT mue him be carried in his litterT 

Tuc, Thou apeakeat sentences, old Bias. 

Lup. All this the law will do. young air, if youTl follow it. 

Ovid ae. If he be mine, he shall follow and observe what I will 
apt him to, or 1 profess here openly and utterly to disclaim him. 

Ovid fu. Sir, let me crave you will forego these moods; 

I will be any thing, or study any thing; 

I’ll prove the unfaahion’d body of the law 
Pure elegance, and make her nigged’st strains 
Run smoothly as Propertius’ elegies. 

Ovidae. Propertius’el^eaT gM>dl 

Lup. Nay, you take him too quickly, Marcus 

Ovidae. why, he cannot speak, he cannot think out of poetry; he 
is bewitch’d with it. 

Lup. Come, do not misprise him. 

Ovid ae, Miapriae / ay, many, I would have him use some such 
words now; they have some touch, some taste of the law. He 
should make himself a style out of these, and let his Propertius’ 
elemes go by. 

Indeed, young Publius, he that will now hit the mark, must 
shoot through the law; we have no other planet rei^, and in that 
sphere you may sit and sing with angels. Why, the law mokes a 
man happy, without reacting any other merit; a simple scholar, 
or none at all, may be a lawyer. 

Tue. He tells toee true, ray noble neophyte; my little gram- 
maticaster, he does: it shall never put tnee to thy mathematics, 
metaphysics, philosophy, and I know not what supposed sufli- 
oiencics; if thou canst but have the patience to plod enough, talk, 
and make a noise enough, be impudent enough, and ’tia enough. 

Lup. 'Hiree books will furnish you. 

Tue. And the less art the better: besides, when it shall be in the 
power of thy chevril conscience, to do right or wrong at thy pleasure, 
my pretty Alcibiades. 

Lup. Ay, and to have bettor men than himself, by many thousand 
deneesb to observe him. and stand bare. 

Tue. '^e. and he to carry himself proud and stately, mad have 
the law on his side for't, old boy. 

Ovid ae. Wdl, the day grows old, gentlemen, and I must leave 
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TOIL Publiufl, if thoa wilt hold my fayour, abandon theae idle, 
Iratlen studies, tiiat so bewitch thee. Send Janus homo his back 
face again, and look only forward to the law: intend that. I will 
allow thee what shall suit thee in the rank of gentlemen, and main¬ 
tain thy society with the beet; and under these conditione I leave 
thee. My blessings light upon thee, if thou respect them; if not, 
mine eyes may drop for thee, but thine own heart will ache for itself; 
and so farewmll What, are my horses comeT 

Lu$. Yes, sir, thq^ are at the gate without. 

Ovid M. That’s well.—Asinius Lupus, a word. Captain, I shall 
take my leave of you T 

Tue. No, my little old boy, dispatch with Cothurnus there: I’ll 
attend thee, 1— 

Iau. To borrow some ten drachms: I know his project. [Aaide. 

Ovid se. Sir, you shall moke me beholding to you. Now, captain 
Tuooa, what say youT 

Tve. Why, what should I say, or what can I say, my flower o’ the 
order? Sho^d I say thou art rich, or that thou art honourable, or 
wise, or valiant, or learned, or liberal T why, thou art all these, and 
thou knowest it, my noble Luoullus, thou knowest it. Come, be 
not ashamed of thy virtues, old stump: honour’s a good brooch to 
wear in a man’s hat at ail times. Thou art the man of war’s 
Meosenas, old boy. Why shouldst not thou be graced then by them, 
os woU as he is by his poets?— 

£nier Pnava and wki*pera Tucoa. 

How now, my carrier, what news? 

Lua. The boy has stayed within for his cue this half-hour. [Aside. 

Tvc. Come, do not whisper to mo, but speak it out: what; it 
is no treason against the state I hope, is it ? 

Lua. Yes. against the state of my master's purse, [dstde, and exiL 

Pyr. [aloud.] Sir, Agrippa desires you to forbear him till the next 
week; 1^ mules are not yet come up. 

Tue. His mulesl now the bots, the spavin, and the glanders, and 
some dozen diseases more, light on him and his mulesl What, have 
they the vellows, his mules, that they come no faster? or are they 
foundered, ha? his mules have the staggers belike, have they? 

. iV-..0 no, air;—then your tongue might be suspected for one of 
his mules. [Aside. 

Tue He owes me almost a talent, and he thinks to bear it away 
with his mules, does he? Sirrah, you nutoracker. go your ways 
to him agaiiL and tell him 1 must have money, I: I cannot eat 
stones and turfs, say. What, will he clem me and my followers? 
ask him an he will clem me; do, go. He would have me fry my 
jerkin, would ha? Away, setter, away. Yet, stay, my little 
tumbler, this old boy shall supply now. I will not trouble him, I 
cannot be impmtunate, I; I oaiumt be impudent. 

jy-. Alas, no; you are the most maidenly bhuhing creature 
upon the earth. [Aside. 
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Tve. Dost thoa hear, my little lix and fifty, or thereabootaT 
thon art not to learn the humoun and trioka of that old bald 
cheater. Time: thou haat not this chain for nothing. Men of worth 
hare their ohimwaa. aa well aa other oreaturea; and they do aee 
monatera aometimea, they do, tbtw do, brave boy. 

Better cheap than he ahsll aee you, I warrant him. [Aaide. 

Tuc. Thou muat let me have aiz—aix drachma, I mean, oU boy: 
thou ahalt do it; I tell thee, old boy, thou ahalt, and in private too, 
dost thou aee?—Go, walk off: [to the Boy]—^There, there. Six ia 
the aum. Thy aon’a a gallant apark and muat not be put out of a 
andden. Come hither, Callimachua; thy father tella me thou art 
too poetical, boy: thou must not be ao; thou muat leave them, 
young novice, thou must; they are a sort of poor atarved raanala, 
that are ever wrapt up in foul linen; and can Iranat of noth ng but 
a lean viaage, peering out of a seam - rent auit, the very emblema of 
beggary. No, dost hear, turn lawyer, thou ahalt be my aolicitor.— 
'TIs ri^t, old boy, ia’t? 

Ovid aa. You were beat tell it, captain. 

Tve. No; fare thou well, mine honest horseman; and thou, old 
beaver. [To Lupua ]—Pray thee, JEtoman, when thou comest to town, 
aee me at my lodging, visit me sometimes ? thou ahalt be weicome, 
old boy. Do not b^ me, good swagmrer. Jove keep thy chain 
from pawning; go thy ways, if thou li^ money I’ll lend thee some; 
I’ll leave thee to thy horse now. Adieu. 

Ovid ae. Farewell, good captain. 

Tue. Boy, you can have but half a share now, boy. 

[Exit, /oliwed bp Pprptu. 

Ovid as. ’Tia a strange boldness that accompanies this fellow.— 
Coma 

Ovid fu. I’ll give attendance on you to your horse, sir, please you. 

Ovid ae. No; keep your chamber, and fkll to your studies; do so: 
Ihe gods of Rome bless thee I [Exit teith Lupiu. 

OiM ;u. And give me stomach to digest this law: 
lliat should have follow’d sure, had I been he. 

O, sacred Poesy, thou spirit of arts. 

The soul of science, andf the queen of souls; 

What profane violence, almost sacrilege, 

Hath here been offered thy divinities! 

That thine own guiltless poverty should arm 
Prodigioua ignorance to wound thee thual 
For thence is all their force of argument 
' Ihawn forth against thee; or, hrom the abuse 
Of thy great powen in adulterate brainB: 

When, would men learn but to distinguish spirits 
And set toue difference ’twixt those jued wits 
Ihat run a broken pace for common hiie^ 

And the hirt raptures of a happy muse. 

Borne on the winn of her imm(Wtal thon^t^ 

That kioka at earui with a disdainful heeC 
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And bents at heaTen gates with hw bright hoo&; 

would not then, with each distorted faces. 

And desperate censures, stab at Poesy. 

They would admire bright knowledge, and their minds 
Should ne’er descend on so unworthy objects 
As gold, or titles; th^ would dread far more 
To be thought ignorant, than be known poor. 

The time was once, when wit drown’d wealth; but now. 

Your only barbarism is fbave wit, and want 
No matter now in virtue who excels. 

He that hath coin, hath all perfection else. 

T&t. [unthin.'] Ovid I 

Ovid. Who’s there ? Come in. 

ETUer Tibullus. 

Tib. Good morrow, lawyer. 

Ovid. Good morrow, dear Tibullus; welcome: sit down. 

Tib. Not I. What so hard at it? Let’s see, what’s hereT 
Nunvt tn deeimo nono t Nay, 1 will see it— 

Ovid. Prithee away— 

Tib. If thrice in fldd a man vanguiah hia foe, 

'Tie after in his choice to serve or no. 

How, now, Ovid I Law oases in verse ? 

OiM. In truth, I know not; they run from my pen unwittingly 
if they be verse. What’s the news abroad T 

Tib. Off with this gown; I come to have thee walk. 

Ovid. No, good Tibullus, I’m not now in case. 

Prw lot me alone. 

Tib. How I not in case T 
Slight thou’rt in too much case, by all this law. 

Ovid. Troth, if I live, I will new dress the law 
In sprightly Poesv’s habiliments. 

Tib. The hell thou wilt! Whatl turn law into verse? 

Thy father has sohoord thee, I see. Here, read that same; 

Tbere’s subject for you; and, if I mistake not 
A supersedeas to your melancholy. 

(hfid. Howl subscribed Julia I O my life, my heaveni 
Tib. Is the mood changed? 

Ovid. Music of witt note for th' harmonious spheres 1 
Gelestial accents, how you ravish mol 
Tib. What is it Ovid ? 

Ovid. That I must meet my Julia, the princess Julia. 

TA. Where? 

Ovid. Why, at- 

Heart Fve forgot; my passion so transports me. 

Tib. ril save your pains: it is at Albius’ houat 
nxe jeweller’s, where the fair Lyooris lies. 

Ovid. Who? Cytheria, OcmiMius Gallus’ love? 

Tib. Ay, he’ll be tiiere too, and my Plautia. 
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Ovid. Arid why not your Deliat 
Tib. Yea, and your Ootiima. 

Ovid. True; but, my sweet Tibullun, keep that aecrott 
I would not, for sU Rome, it should be thuujpit 
I veil bright Julia underneath that name: 

Julia, the gem and jewel of my soul. 

That takes her honours from the golden sky. 

As beauty doth all lustre from her eye. 

The air respires the pure Elysian sweets 
In which she breathes, and from her looks descend 
The glories of the summer. Heaven she is, 

Praii^ in herself above all praise; and he 
Which hears her apeak, would swear the tuneful orl^ 

Turn’d in his zenith only. 

TS>. Publius, thou’lt lose thyself. 

Ovid. O, in no labyrinth can I safelier err. 

Than when I lose myself in praising her. 

Hence, law, and welcome Muses, though not rich. 

Yet are you pleasing: let’s be reconciled. 

And new made one. Henceforth, I promise faith 
And all my serious hours to spend with you; 

With you, whose music striketh on my heart. 

And with bewitching tones steals forth my spirit. 

In Julia’s name; fair Julia: Julia’s love 
Shall be a law, and that sweet law I’ll study. 

The law and art of sacred Julia’s love: 

All other objects will but abjocts prove. 

Tib. Come, we shall have thee as passionate as Propertius, anon. 
Ovid. O, how does my Sextus T 
Tib. Faith, full of sorrow for his Cynthia’s death. 

Ovid. What, still? 

Tib. Still, and still more, his griefs do grow upon him 
As do his hours. Never did I know 
An understanding spirit so take to heart 
The common woA of Fate. 

Ovid. O, my Tibullus, 

Let us not blame him; for against snoh chances 
The heartiest strife of virtue is not proof. 

We may read constancy and fortitude 
To other souls; but had ourselves been struck 
With the like planet, had our loves, like his. 

Been ravish’d from ns by injurious death, 

And in the hei^t and heat of our best days. 

It would have crack’d our sinews, shrunk our veins. 

And made our very heart-strings iar, like his. 

Come, let’s go take him forth, and prove if mirth 
Or company will but abate his passion. 

Tib. Content, and 1 implore the gods it may. 


{Bxmnt. 
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ACT II 

SCENE I .—A Room tn Albics’s Hovm. 

Enter Albius ani CBisFonra. 

ABt. Master Grispinua, you are welcome: pray use a stool, sir. 
Your oousio Cytheris will come down presently. We are so busy 
for the reoeiTing of these courtiers here^ that I can scarce be a 
minute with myself, for thinking of them: Pray you sit, sir; pray 
you sit, sir. 

Criap. I am very well, sir. Never trust me, but your are most 
delicately seated here, full of sweet delight and blandishment I an 
ezoellent air, an excellent air I 

A(b. Ay, sir, ’tis a pretty air. These courtiers run in my mind 
still; I must look out. For Jupiter’s sake, sit, sir; or please you 
walk into the garden T There’s a garden on the back-side. 

Criap. I am most strenuously wdl, I thank you, sir. 

Alb. Much good do you, sir. 

ErUer Ghlob, with two Maids. 

Chloe. Come, bring those perfumes forward a little, and strew 
some roses and violets here: Fiel here be rooms savour the most 
pitifully rank that ever I felt. I 017 the gods mercy, [sees A&iua.] 
my husband’s in the wind of us! 

Alb. Why, this is good, excellent, excellent I well said, my sweet 
Oiloe; trim im your house most obsequiously. 

Chloe. For Vuloan's sake, breathe somewhere else; in troth you 
overcome our perfumes exceedingly; you are too predominant. 

AUt. Hear but my opinion, sweet wife. 

Chloe. A pin for your pinion! In sincerity, if you be thus ful¬ 
some to me in every thing. I’ll be divorced. Gods my body! you 
know what you were before I married you; I was a gentlewoman 
bom, I; I lost all my friends to be a citizen’s wife, because I heard, 
inde^ they kept their wives as fine as ladies; and that we might 
rule our husbands like ladies, and do what we listed; do you tibink 
I would have married yon elmT 

Alb. I acknowledge, sweet wife:—she speaks the best of any 
woman in Italy, and moves as mightily; which makes me, I hod 
rather she should make bun^ on my hc^ as big as my two fingen, 
than I would offend her.—But, sweet wife— 

Chloe. Yet againl Is it not grace enough for you, that I call you 
husband, and mu call me wife; but you must still be poking me; 
against my will, to thingst 

Alb. But yon know, wife, here are the grmtest ledtes, and 
gaUhntast gentlemen of Rome; to be entertainra in our house now; 
and I wowd ftdn advise thee to entertain than in the best sort, 
|*fMth, wife. 

Chloe. In sinoeriiy, did you ever hear a man talk so idfyT Yon 
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would Mem to be maaterl yoa would have toot aptdce lo m out! 
you would adviM me to entortain ladiM aod gentlmnent BeoauN 
you oan maiuhal your paok-needles, hone-combe, hobby-honee^ 
ai^ wall-candlMtioka in your warahouae better Um I, therefore 
you oan tell how to entertain ladiea and gentlefolka better than IT 

AOt. O, my aweet wife, upbraid me not with that; gain aavonm 
aweetly tom any thing; he that reapeota to get. muat rdiah all 
eonunoditiea alike, and admit no difference between oade and 
frankincenae, or the moat precious balaamum and a tar-banel. 

Chloe, Ha^, fohl you aell anuffem too, if you be remember'd; 
but I pray you let me buy them out of your hand; for, I tell you 
true^ 1 take it highly in snuff, to learn how to entertain gentlefolks 
of yon, at theM yean, i’faith. Alaa, man, there waa not a gontieman 
came to your house in your t'other wife's time, I hopel nor a lady, 
nor music, nor masques I Nor you nor your house were so mu^ 
as spoken of, before 1 disbased myself, tom my hood and my 
fartbini^, to these bum-rowls and your whale-bone bodice. 

Atb. Loic^ here, my sweet wife; I am mum, my dear mummia, 

my balsamum, my spermaceti, and my very city of- She has 

the moat best, true, feminine wit in Rome I 

Cria. I have heard so, sir; and do most vehemently desire to 
participate the knowledge of her fair toturee. 

Alb. Ah, peace; you shall hear more anon: be not seen yet, 1 
pr^mn; not yet: observe. [Exit. 

Chloe. 'Sbody! give husbands the bead a little more, and they'll 
be nothing but he^ shortly: What’s he there T 

1 Maid. I know not, forsooth. 

2 Maid. Who would you speak witli, air? 

Cria. I would speak with my cousin Pytheris. 

2 Maid. He is one, forsooth, would apeu with his cousin pytheris. 

Chloe. Is she your cousin. airT 

Cria. [coming foneard.] Tes, in truth, forsooth, for fault of a 
better. 

Chloe. She is a gentlewoman. 

Cria. Or else she should not be my cousin, I assure you. 

Chloe. Are you a gentleman bom f 

Cria. That I am, lady; you shall see mine arms, if it plesae you. 

Chloe. No, your len do suffioienUy shew yon are a gentleman 
bom, sir; far a man borne upon little logs, is always a gentleman 
bom. 

Cria. Yet, I pray you, vouchsafe the sight of my arms, mls tram ; 
for I bear them about me, to have them seen: My name is Prwptatu^ 
or Oriapinaa indeed; which te well ezpreased in my arms; a face 
eiying «a chief; and beneath it a bloody tosb between three thoraa 
pamaxaL 

Chloe. Then yon are welcome, sir: now yon are a gentleman 
bora, I oan find in my heart to welcome you; fm I am a Mtla- 
wmnan bom too, and will bear my head hi^ enough, though^tweae 
my fortnne to many a tradesman. 
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Oria. No doubt of that, sweet feature; your carriage shews it in 
aqy man’s eye^ that is carried upon you with judgment. 

Rt-enXar Albius. 

AXb. Dear wife, be not angry. 

CMoe. Gods my passion! 

AJh. Hear me out one thing; let not your maids set cushions in 
the parlour windows, nor in the dining-chamber window; nor upon 
stools, in either of them, in any case; for ’tis tavern-like: but lay 
them one upon another, in some out-room or corner of the dining- 
ohamber. 

Chioe. Go, m; meddle with your bed-chamber only; or rather 
with vour bra in your chamber only; or rathw with your wife in 
your Md only; or on my faith I’ll not ho pleased with you only. 

AJb. Look here, my dear wife, entertain that gentleman kindly, 
I prithee-mum. [Exii. 

Chloe. Go, I need your instructions indeed I anger me no more, 
I advise you. CiU-sin, quotha I she’s a wise gentlewoman, i’faith, 
will nuwry herself to the sin of the city. 

Alb. [re-eyitertriff.] Ttut this time, and no more, by heav’n, wife: 
hang no pictures in the hall, nor in the dining-ohamlier, in any case, 
but in the gallery only; for ’Us not courtly else, o’ my word, wife. 

Chloe. ’Spreoious, never have do;io! 

AH. Wife— [ExU. 

Chloe. Do 1 not bear a reasonable corrigible hand over him, 
^ispinnsT 

Cria. By this hand, lady, you hold a most sweet hand over him. 

Alb. [re-entering.] And then, for the great gilt andirons— 

Chloe. Again! Would the andirons wore in your great guts for 
mel 

AUt. I do vanish, wife. [Exit. 

Chide. How shall I do, master CrispinusT here will be all the 
bravest ladies in court presently to see your cousin Cytheris: O 
the gods I how might I behave myself now, as to entertain them 
most courtly t 

Cria. Harry, lady, if you will entertain them most courtly, you 
must do thus: as soon as ever .your maid or your man brings you 
word they are come, yon must say, A pox on 'em! what do Owy 
h 0 raf And yet, when they come, speak them as fair, and give 
them the kindest welcome in words that can be. 

GUoa Is that the fashion of courtiers, Crispinus T 

Cria. I assure yon it is, lady; I have observed it. 

(TMoe. Fbr your pox, sir. it is easily hit on; but it is not so eaqr 
to speak fair after, methinks. 

AXb. [re-entertn^.] O, wife, the coaches ate come, on my word; a 
numbw of coaches and courtiers. 

CUoe, A pox on them / what do they here f 

Atb. How now. wife! would’at thou not have them come? 

Cktoe. Come! come, you are a fool, yon.—He knows not the 
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tzkk on’t Gall p/theris. I pray you: and, good maatar Qispiiiua, 
vou oan obaerve, you aay; let me entreat jrou for all the bdiee* 
oehavioniB. jewela, jesta, and attirea, that yon marking, aa well aa I, 
we may put both our marka together, when they are gone, and 
confer of them. 

Cris. I warrant yon, sweet lady; let me alone to obserra till 1 
tom myself to nothing but observation.— 

Enter Cythkbis. 

Good morrow, cousin CyUieris. 

Cyth. Welcome, kind cousin. What! are they eomeT 

AUt. Ay, your Mend Cornelius Gallua, Ovid, ^nbullus, Fropertiua, 
with Julia, the emperor’s daughter, and the lady Plautia, are 
’lighted at the door; and with them Hermogenea Tigellius, the 
excellent musician. 

CyA. Come, let us go meet them, Chloe. 

Cfiloe. Observe, Crispinus. 

Crisp. At a hair’s breadth, lady, I warrant you. 

Aa they are going out, enter Cobnkuus Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus, 
Pbofbbtius, Hebuoobnbs, Julu, and Plautia. 

Oal. Health to the lovely Chloe I you must pardon me, mistress, 
that I prefer this fair gentlewoman. 

Cyth. I pardon and praise you for it, sir; and I beseech your 
exe^ence, receive her beauties into your knowledge and favour. 

Jvl. Cytheris, she hath favour and behaviour, that commands 
as much of me: and, sweet Chloe, know I do exceedingly love you, 
and that I will approve in any grace my father the cmficror may 
shew you. Is this your husband T 

Alb. For fault of a better, if it please your highness. 

Chloe. Gods my life, how he shames mol 

Cyth. Not a whit, Chloe, they all think you politic and witty; 
wise women chooee not husbands for the eye, merit, or birth, but 
wealth and sovereignty. 

Ovid. Sir, we all come to gratulate, for the good report of you. 

TA. And would be glad to deserve your love, sir. 

AB>. My wife will answer you all, gentlemen; I’ll come to yon 
again presently. f&xit. 

Plau. You have chosen you a most fair companion here, Cytiieris, 
and a v^ fair house. 

CyA. To both which, you and all my friends an veiy welcome, 
Plautia. 

Chloe. With all my heart, I assure your ladyship. 

Plan. Thanks, sweet mistress Oiloe. 

JuL Ton mnrt needs come to court, lady, i’faith, and thm be 
sun jmnr welcome dull be as great to us. 

Ovid. She will deserve it, madam; I see, even in her looks, gentry, 
and genenl worthinesa 
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TA. I hava not leen a more certain oharaoter of an excellent 
diiposition. 

AVb. {re-entering.'i Wife I 

Chloe. O, they do so commend me here, the courtieral what’a 
the matter nowT 

AW. For the banquet, sweet wife. 

Chloe. Yea; and I must needs come to court, and be welcome, the 
prinoeas aaya. {Exii with AWiua. 

OaL Ond and Tibnllua, yon may be bold to welcome your 
miatreaa here. 

Ovid. We find it ao, air. 

TA. And thank Corncliua Gallua. 

Ovid. Nay. my aweet Sextus, in faith thou art not sociable. 

Prop. In fUth I am not, Publius; nor I cannot. 

Sick xmnds are like sick men that burn with fevers. 

Who when tbey drink, please but a present taste, 

And after bear a more impatient fit. 

Prav let me leave you; I offend you all. 

And myself most. 

Oal. Stay, sweet Propertius. 

TA. You yield too much unto your griefs and fate. 

Which never hurts, but when we say it hurts us. 

Prop. O peace, Tibullus; your philosophy 
Lends you too rough a hand to search my wounds. 

Speak thqy of griels, that know to sigh and grieve: 

Ijie free and unconstrained spirit feels 

No wdight of my oppression. [Exit. 

Ovid, Worthy Romani 
Hethlnks I taste his misery, and could 
Sit down, and chide at his malignant stars. 

JvL Methinks I love him. that he loves so truly. 

Ct/th. This is the perfeot’st love, lives after death. 

OaL Such is the constant ground of virtue stilL 
Plan. It puts on an inseparable face. 

Re-enter Chloe. 

Chhe. Have yon mark’d every thing, CrkpinusT 
Crie. Every tiling, I warrant you. 

CMoe. What gentlemen are these? do yon know themT 
Cria. Ay, they are poets, lady. 

CUoe. Poets I they did not talk of me since I went, did they? 
Cria, O yes, and extolled your perfections to the heavens. 

CUoe. Now in sincerity they be the finest kind of men that evw 
I knew: Poets! Could not one get the emperor to moke my 
hnaband a poet, think you? 

Cria. No, lar^, ’tis love and beauty moke poets: and since you 
likcnjoets ao wdl. your love and beauties shall make me a poet, 
CUoe. What! they? and such a one os these? 

Cria. Ay, and a better than theee: I would be sorry else. 
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ChUoe^ And ahaU your looks ohangs, and your hair ohanga, and 
all, like thessf 

Cria. Why, a man may be a poet, and yet not oliange hia hair, 

la«^. 

CUoe. Well, we shall see yonr cunning: yet, if you can change 
your hair, I pray do. 

Re-emUr Albius. 

Alb. Ladies, and lordlings, there’s a slight banquet stays within 
for you; please yon draw near, and accost it 
J%d. We thank you. good Albina: but when shall we see those 
ezeeUent jewels you are commended to have T 

Alb. At your ladyahip's service .—I got that speech by seeing a 
play last day, and it did me some grace now: 1 see, ’to goon to 
oollwt sometimes; I’ll frequent these plays more than I have 
done, now I come to be familiar with courtiers. (Aside. 

Oed. Why, how now, HermogenesT what ailest thou, tsowT 
Her. A little melancholy; let me alone, prithee. 

Oal. Melancholy! how soT 

Her. With riding: a plague on all coaches for me I 
Chios. Is that hard'favour’d gentleman a poet too, QyihcrisT 
Cylh. No, this is Hermogenes: as humorous as a poet, though: 
he is a musician. 

Chios. A miuician! then he can sing. 

Cyt/L That he can, excellently; did you nevw hear him? 

Chloe. O no: will he be entreated, think you f 
CyUi. I know not.—Friend, mistress &loe would fain hear 
Hermomnes sing: are you interested in him T 
Oat. No doubt, his own humanity will command him so far. to 
the satisfaction of so fair a beauty; but rather than fail, we'll all 
be Buitoia to him. 

Her. 'Cannot sing. 

Oal. Prithee, Hermogenes. 

Her. ’Cannot sing. 

OaL For honour of this gentlewoman, to whose house I know 
thou mayest be ever welcome. 

Chloe. That he shall, in truth, sir, if he can sing. 

Ovid. What’s that? 

OaL This gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a song. 

OvUL A song! come, he shall not deny her. HermogenesI 
Her. ’Cannot sing. 

Ckd. No, the ladies must do it; he stays but to have th^ thanfcs 
adoiowledged as a debt to his cunning. 

JuL lhat shall not want; ourself will be the first shall promise 
to pay him more than thanks, upon a favour so worthily vouchsafed. 
Her. Thank 3 roa, madam; but ’will not sing. 

Tib. !nit, the only way to win him, is to abstain from entreatii^ 
hls^ 

Oria, Do you love singing, lady f 
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OUoe. O, pMHingly. 

Oris. Entreat the Indies to entreat me to sing then. T beseech yon. 
OUoe. I beseech tout grace, entreat this gentleman to sing. 

Jul. Tbut we will, Chloe; can he sing excellently? 

OUoe. I think so, madam; for he entreated me to entreat yoo 
to entreat him to sing. 

Oris. Hearen and earth I would you tell that? 

Jtti. Good, sir, let's entreat you to use your voice. 

Oris. Alas, madam, I cannot, in truth. 

Pla. The gentleman is modest: I warrant you he sings excellently. 
Ovid. Hermngenee, clear your throat: 1 see by him, here’s a 
gentleman will worthily challenge you. 

Oris. Not I, sir, Fll challenge no man. 

Tib. That’s your modesty, sir; but we, out of an assurance of 
your excellency, challenge him in your behalf. 

Oris. I thank you, TOntlemen, I’ll do my best. 

Ber, Let that best m good, sir, you were best. 

Gal. O, this contention is excellent! What is’t you sing, sir? 
Ois. If I freely may discover, sir; I'll sing that. 

Ovid. One of your own compositioas, Hermogenes. He offers 
you vantage enough. 

Oris. Nay, truly, mntlemen. I’ll challenge no man.—I can sing 
but one staff of the ditty neither. 

Oal. The better; Hermogenes himself will be entreated to sing 
the othw. 

CRiSFtinjs sings. 

If I freely may discover 

What would please me in my lover, 

I would have her fair and witty. 

Savouring more of court than city; 

A little proud, but full of pity: 

Light and humorous in her toying. 

Oft building hopes, and soon destroying. 

Long, but sweet in the enjoying; 

Neither too easy nor too hard: 

All extremes I would have bnrr’d. 

Gal. Believe me, sir, you sing most excellently. 

Ovid. If there were a praise above excellence, the gentleman 
highly deserves it. 

Ber. Sir, all this doth not yet make me envy you; for I know I 
siim better than you. 

Tib. Attend Hermogenes. now. 

HXBMOOKNE3, accompanied. 

She should be allow’d her passions. 

So they were but used as fashions; 

Sometimes froward, and then frowning. 

Sometimes aickish and then swowning. 
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Etht fit with diange still erowningi 
Purely jealous I would have her. 

Then only constant when I crave hv: 

’Tis a virtue should not save her. 

Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me^ 

Neither her peevishness annoy me. 

Jvl. Nay, Hennogenes, your merit hath long since been both 
known and admired of us. 

Her. You shall hear me sing another. Now will I begin. 

Qal, We shall do this gentleman’s banquet too much wrong, that 
stays for us, ladies. 

Jvl. ’Tie true; and well thought on, Cornelius Gallns. 

Her. Why, ’tis but a short air, ’twill lie done presently, pray 
stay: strike, music. 

Ovid. No, good He mogcnes; wo’ll end this difference within. 

Jvl. ’Tis tne common disease of all your musicians, that they 
know no mean, to be entreated either to begin or end. 

Alb. Please you lead the way, gentles. 

All. Thanks, good Albius. {Exmrd all but Albivs, 

Alb. 0, what a eharm of thanks was here put upon me I 0 Jove, 
what a setting forth it is to a man to hare many courtiers come to 
hi-s house! Sweetly was it said of a good old housekeeper, 1 had 
rather want meat, than want ijveels; es|>orially, if tiicy tie courtly 
miests. For, never trust me, if one of their good legs made in a 
house be not worth all the good cheer a man can make them. He 
that would have fine guests, let him have a fine wife! he that would 
have a fine wife, let him come to me. 

Re-enter Cri.spinus. 

Cr\t. By your kind leave, roaster Albius. 

Alb. what, you are not gone, muter OispinusT 

Crie. Yes, faith, I have a design draws me hence: pray, sir, 
fashion me an excuse to the ladies. 

Alb. Will you not stay and see the jewels, sirT I pray you stay. 

Cria. Not for a million, sir, now. Let it suffice, I must r^nquish; 
and BO, in a word, please you to expiate this compliment. 

AB>. Mum. [Exit. 

Cria. I’ll presently go and enghle some broker for a poet’s rown, 
and bespeak a garland: and then, jeweller, look to your best Jewel, 
i'faith. [Exit. 
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ACT III 

SCENE I .—Tht Via 8<uira (or ffoli/ Street). 

Enter Hobaoe, CaiaPXNVS/allowing. 

Bor. UmphI yes, I will begin an ode bo; and it shall be to 
Meosnas. 

Cru. ’Slid, yonder’s Horace I they say he’s an excellent poet: 
Mecsenas lovea him. I’ll fall into ms acquaintance, if I can; I 
think he be composing as he goes in the street! hal ’tis a good 
humour, if he be: I’ll compose too. 

Hor. Stodl me a bowl mm luaty wine, 

TiU I may see the j^ump Lyeeue swim 
Above the brim: 

I drink ae I would write. 

In flowing meaawre fllFd with flame and sprite. 

Oris. Sweet Horace, Minerva and the Muses stand auspicious to 
thydesignsl How farest thou, sweet man T frolict riohT gailant? hal 

Bor. Not greatly gallant, sir; like my fortunes, well: I am bold 
to take my leave, sir; you’ll nought else, sir, would you ? 

Otis. Troth, no, but I could wish thou didst know us, Horace; 
we are a scholar, I assure thee. 

Bor. A scholar, sirl I shall be covetous of your fair knowledge. 

Oris. Grameroy, good Horace. Nay, we ate new turn’d poet 
too, which is more; and a satirist too, which is more than that: I 
write just in thy vein, I. I am for your odes, or your sermons, or 
any tmng indeed; we are a gentleman besides; our name is Rufus 
Laberius Crispinus; we are a prettv Stoic too. 

Bor. To the proportion of your beard, I think it, sir. 

Oris. By Phesbus, here’s a most neat, fine street, is’t notT I 
protest to thee, I am enamoured of this street now, more than of 
naif the streets of Rome i^in; ’tis so polite and terse! there’s the 
font of a building nowl I study architecture too: if ever I should 
build, I’d have ahouse just of that prospective. 

Bor. Doubtless, this gallant’s tongue has a good turn, when he 
sleeps. {Aside. 

Cria. I do make verses, whra I come in such a street as this: 
O, your city ladies, you shall have them ait in every shop like the 
Muses—offering you the Castalian dews, and the Thespian liquors, 

to as many ns have but the sweet grace and audacity to-sip of 

their lips. Did you never hear any of nw veraest 

Bor. No, sir;—but 1 am in some fear l must now. {Aside. 

Oris. I’ll tell thee some, if I can but recover them, I composed 
even now of a dressing 1 saw a jeweiier’s wife wear, who irtdeed was 
a jewel haradf: I prefw that kud of tire now; what’s thy opinion, 
Horace? 

Bor. ^th your silver bodkin, it does well, sir. 

Orta leannottell; but it stirs me more than all your oonrt-onilia 
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or yonr qtonglM, or your trioka: I affect not these hi^ gable-eoda, 
tiiM Tosoan tops, nor yonr coronets, nor tout arches, nor yonr 
pyramids; give me a fine, sweet>-little deueate dresi^ with a 
bodkin, as yon say; and a mmduoom for all yonr other omatnres! 
Hot. Is it not po^ble to make an escape firom him? 

Cria. 1 have remitted my vorses all tl^ while; I think 1 have 
fotmt them. 

Her, Here’s he conld wish yon had else. [dstde. 

Cria. Pray Jove I can entreat them of my memory I 
Hot. Ton put your memory to too much trouble, sir. 

Cria. No, sweet Horace, we must not have thee Utink so. 

Hor. I ciy yon mercy; then they are my eats 
That mnst be tortured: well, you must have patience, eara 
Cria. Pray thee, Horace, observa 

Hor. Yes, sir; vour satin sleeve begins to fret at the rug that is 
underneath it, I no observe: and your ample velvet bases are not 
without evident stains of a hot disposition naturally. 

Cria. 0—Pll dye them into another colour, at pleasure: How 
many yards of velvet dost thou think they contain T 
Bor. 'HeartI I have put him now in a fresh way 
To vex me more:—faith, sir, your mercer’s book 
Will tell you with more patience than I can:— 

For I am crost, and ao’s not that, I think. 

Cria. ’Slight, these verses have lost me again! 

I shall not invite them to mind, now. 

Hor. Rack not your thoughts, good sir; rather defer it 
To a new time; i’ll meet you at your lodging. 

Or whrae you please: ’till then, Jove keep you, sir I 
Cria. Nay, gentle Horace, stay; I have it now. 

Hor. Yea, mr. Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter, 

Look down upon me. [Aaide. 

Gris, fftek toaa tky hap, awut dainty tap. 

There to be placed; 

Where thy emooth black, deck vhiie may amaek. 

And both be graced. 

White is there usurp’d for her brow; her fordiead: and then sleek, 
as the parallel to smooth, that went before. A kind of paranomsaie, 
or agnomination: do you conemve, air? 

Hor. Ezodlent Troth, sir, 1 must be abrupt, and leave you. 
Cria. Why, what haste hart thou? prithee, stay a little; thou 
. aholt not go yet, by Pheebna. 

Hor. 1 ahw notl what remedy? fie, how I sweat with sufferingt 
Cria. And thm— 

Hor. Pray, sir, give me leave to wipe my fooe a littla 
Cria, Yes, do, prod Horace^ 

Hor, Thuk yon, sir. 

Death I 1 must crave his leave to p— anon; 

Or that I may go hence with half my teeth: 

I am in some mdk fear. This tyranny 
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b strange, to take mine ears up by commission, 

(Whether I will or no,) and mue them stalls 
To his lewd solecisms, and worded trash. 

Happy thou, bold Bolanus, now I say; 

Whose freedom, and impatience of tliis fellow. 

Would, long ere this, have call’d him fool, and fool. 

And rank and tedious fool I and have flung jests 
As hard as stones, till thou hadst pelted him 
Out of the place; whilst my tame modesty 
Suifers my wit be made a solemn ass. 

To bear his fopperies— [Jitide: 

Cris. Horace, thou art miserably affected to be gone, I see. But 
—prithee let’s prove to enjoy thee a while. Tliou host no business, 
I assure me. Wliither is thy journey directed, ho? 

ffor. Sir, I am going to visit a friend that's sick. 

Oris A friend I what is he; do not I know him ? 

Jffor. No, sir, you do not know him; and ’tis not tlie worse for him. 

Orig. What’s his name ? where is he lodged ? 

ffor. Where I shall be fearful to draw you out of your way, sir; 
a great way hence; pray, sir, let’s part. 

Cru. Nay, but where is’t? I prithee say. 

ffor. On the far side of all Tvber yonder, by Oxsar’s gardens. 

Cris. O, that’s my course rfirectly; I am for you. (}ome, go; 
why atand’st thou T 

//or. Yes, sir: marrj’, the plague is in that part of the city; I 
had almost forgot to tell you, sir. 

Cris, Fohl it is no matter, I fear no pestilence; I have not 
offended Phoebus. 

ffor. I have, it seems, or else this heavy scourge 
Could ne’er have lighted on me. 

Cris. Come along. 

ffor. I am to go down some half mile this way, sir, first, to speak 
with his physician; and from thence to his apothecary, whore 1 
shall stay the mixing of divers drugs. 

Cris. Why, it’s all one, I have nothing to do, and I love not to 
be idle; I’ll bear thee eompany. How call’st thou the apothecary? 

ffor. O that I knew a name would fright him now I— 

Sir, Rhodamanthus, Rhadamanthus, sir. 

There’s one so called, is a just judge in hell, 

.\nd doth inflict strange vengeance on all those 
That here on earth torment poor patient spirits. 

Cris. He dwells at the Three Furies, by Janus’s templa 

ffor. Your pothecary does, sir. 

Cris. Heart. I owe nim money for sweetmeats, and he has laid 
to arrest me, I hear: but— 

ffor. Sir, I have made a most solemn vow, I will never bail any 
man. 

Cris. Well then. I’ll swear, and speak him bir, if the worst coma 
But Us name is Minos, not Rhadamanthus, HotaoeL 
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Bor. nuttmaybetdr, Ibufcgaeaa'dathianainabyiiiisigii. Bnt 
your Minos is a judge too, sir. 

CrxB I protest to Uiee, Horaoe, (do but taste me once,) if I do 
know myself, and mine own virtues truly, thou wilt not make that 
esteem of Varius, or Virgil, or Tibullus, or any of ’em indeed, as 
now in thy ignorance thou dost: which I am content to forgive: 
I would fain see which of tliese could pen more verses in a day, or 
with more facility, than I; or that could court his mistress, kiss 
her hand, make letter sport with her fan or her dog— 

Hot. I cannot bail you yet, sir. 

Cri». Or that could move his body more gracefully, or dance 
better; you should see mo, were it not in the street— 

Hot, Nor yet. 

Cria. Why, I have been a reveller, and at my cloth of silver suit 
and my long stocking, in my time, and will be again— 

Hot. If you may trusted, sir. 

Cria. And then, for my singing, Hermogenes himself envies me, 
that is your only master of music you have in Romo. 

Bor. Is your motlier living, sir? 

Cria. Aul convert thy thoughts to somewhat else, I pray thee. 

Bor. You have much of the mother in you, sir: 

Yonr father is dead? 

Cria, Ay, I thank Jove, and my grandfather too, and all my 
kinsfolks, and well composed in their urna 

Bor. The more their happiness, that rest in peace, 

Vno from the abundant torture of thy tongue: 

Would I were with them too! 

Cria. What’s that, Horace? 

Bor. I now remember me, sir, of a sad fate 
A cunning woman, one Sabella, sung. 

When in her urn she oast my destiny, 

I being but a child. 

Cria. Wlmt was it, I pray thee ? 

Bor. She told me I sliould surely never perish 
famine, poison, or the enemj^s sword; 

The heoUe fevOT, cough, or pleurisy. 

Should never hurt me, nor the taray gout: 

But in my time, I should be once surprised 
By a shong tedious talker, that should vex 
And almost bring me to consumption: 

Hereford if I were wise, she warn’d me shun 
All such long-winded monsters as my bane; 

For if I could but ’scape Uiat one discourser, 

I might no doubt prove an old aged man.— 

By yonr leave, sir. [Ooinff. 

d^. Tut, tnt; abandon this idle humour, ’tie nothing but 
melancholy. ’Fore Jove, now I think on’t, I am to appear in court 
here, to answer to one that has me in suit: sweet Horace, go with 
ms, this is my hour; if I neglect it, the law proceeds against ms. 
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ThoD art familiar with theae things; prithee, if tlura loVat 

Hot. Now, let me die, air, if I know your laws. 

Or have the power to atand aUll half ao long 
In their loud courts, as while a case is argu^ 

Beaidea, you know, air, where I am to go. 

And the necessity— 

Cria. ’Tie tru& 

Hor. I hope the hour of my release be come: he will, upon this 
conaideration, discharge me, sure. 

Cria. Troth, I am doubtful what I may best do, whether to leave 
thee or my affairs, Horace. 

Hor. O Jupiter! me, air, me, by any means; I beseech you, me, 

dr. 

Cria. No, faith. I’ll venture those now; thou shalt see I love 
thee—come, Horawe. 

Hor. Nay, then I am desperate: I follow you, sir. 'Tis hard 
contending with a man that overcomes thus. 

Cria. And how deals Mcotenas with thee? liberally, ha? is he 
open handed t bountiful ? 

Hor. He’s still himself, sir. 

Cria. 'Troth, Horace, thou art exceeding happy in thy friends and 
acquaintance; they are ail most choice spirits, and of the first rank 
of Homans: I do not know that poet, I protest, has used his fortune 
more prosperously than thou hast. If thou wouldst bring me 
known to Meonnas, I should second thy desert well; Uiou shouldst 
find a good sure assistant of me, one that would speak all good of 
Uiee in thy absence, and be content with the next place, not envying 
thy reputation with thy patron. Let me not live, but I think thou 
and I. in a small time, should lift them all out of favour, both Virgil, 
VariuB, and the best of them, and enjoy him wholly to ourselves. 

Hor. Gods, you do know it, I can hold no lon^r; 

This brize has prick’d my patience. Sir, your aiikness 
CSectfly mistakes Mecsenas and bis house. 

To tldnk there breathes a spirit beneath his roo^ 

Subject unto those poor affections 
Of undermining envy and detraction. 

Moods only proper to base mvellira minds, 
nniat place is not in Rome, I dare affirm. 

More pure or free from such low common evila 
There*s no man griev’d, that this is thought more rich. 

Or this more learned; each man hath his place. 

And to his merit his reward of grace. 

Which, with a mutual love, Siey all embrace. 

Oris. You report a wonder; ’tis scarce credible, thla 

JEfor. I am no torturer to enforce yon to believe it; but It is so. 

Cria. Why, this inflames me with a more ardent denre to be his, 
«hai« b^te; but I doubt I dull find the entranoe to his familiazilgr 
somewhat mote than difScult, Horace, 
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Bar. INitk you’ll oooquer Idnu m you hove done me; thera’e no 
Bta n di n g out against you, sir, I see that: e.thar your importunity, 
or the intimation of your good parts or— 

Cria. Nay, Til bribe his porter, and the grooms of his chamber: 
make his doors open to me that way firat, and then Fll observe my 
times. Say he should extrude me his house to-day. shall I there¬ 
fore desist, or let fall my suit to-morrow T No; I’ll attend him, 
follow him, meet him in tiie street, the highways, run by his ooach, 
mvw leave him. Whatl man hath nothing given him in this life 
without much labour— 

Bor. And impudence. 

Archer of heaven, Phoebus, take thy bow. 

And with a full-dmwn shaft nail to the earth 
Ihis Python, that I may yet run hence and live: 

Or, brawny Hercules, do thou come down. 

And, tho’ thou mok’st it up thy thirteenth labour. 

Rescue me from this hydra of discourse hcra 

Enter Fuscus Anisnus. 

Ari. Horace, well met. 

Bor. O welcome, my reliever: 

Aristius, os thou lov’st me, ransom me. 

Ari. What ail’st thou, man T 

Bor. ’Death, I am seized on here 
1^ a land remora; I cannot stir. 

Nor move, but as he pleases. 

Cm. Wilt thou go, Horace T 

Bor. Heart! he cleaves to me like Alcides’ shirt. 

Tearing my flesh and sinews: O, I’ve been vex’d 
And tortured with liim beyond forty fevers. 

For Jove’s sake, find some means to take me from him. 

Ari. Yea, I will;—but I’ll go first and tell Hectenas. [Aeiie. 

Cria. Gome, shall we goT 

Art. The jest will maJke his eyes run, i'foith. [Aaide. 

Bor. Nay, Aristius! 

Ari. Farewell, Horaoe. [ChiTtg. 

Bor. ’Death! will he leave mef Fuscus Aristius! do you hear? 
Qods of Rome! You said yon hod somewhat to say to me in 
private. 

Aft. Ay, but I see you are now employed with that gentleman; 
'twere offmioe to trouble you; I’ll t^e some fitter opportunity: 
farewell [ExU. 

Bor. BHsohief and tormenti O my soul and heart* 

How are you cramp’d with anguish! Death itself 
Brings not the like convulsions. O, this dayl 
That ever I should view thy tedious faoe.— 

Orta. Horaoe, what passion, what hnmour is Uiis? 

Bor. Away, good {mdigy, afflict me not,— 
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A Mend, and mook me thus I Never was man 
80 left under the axe.—- 

Ettter Minos with tun Idotora. 

How now? 

Min. That’s he in the embroidered hat, there, with the ash- 
colour’d father: liis name u Laberiua Crispinus. 

Liet, Laberius Oispinus, I arrest you in the emperor’s name. 

Cria. Me, sirl do you arrest meT 

Liet. sir, at the suit of master Minos the apothecary. 

Hot. Thanks, great Apollo, 1 will not slip thy favour offered me 
in my escape, for my fortunes. [Exit hastily. 

Cria. Master Minos 1 I know no master Minos. Where’s Horace T 
Horace! Horace! 

Min. Sir, do not you know meT 

Cria. O yes, I know you, master Minos; cry you mercy. But 
HoraoeT God’s me, is ho gonoT 

Min. Ay, and so would you too, if you know how.—OlTicer, look 
to him. 

. Cria. Do you hear, master Minos T pray lot us bo used like a man 
of our own fashion. By Janus and Jupiter, I meant to have paid 
you next week every drachm. Seek not to eclipse my reputation 
thus vulgarly. 

Jlfin. Sir, your oaths cannot servo you; you know I have for¬ 
borne you long. 

Cria. I am conscious of it> sir. Nay, 1 beseech you, gentlemen, 
do not exhale me thus, remember ’tis but for sweetmeats— 

Liet. Sweet meat must have sour sauce, sir. Come along. 

Cria. Sweet master Minos, I am forfeited to eternal disgrace, if 
you do not commiserate. Good officer, be not so officious. 

Enter Tveoa. and Pyrgi. 

Tve. Why, how now, my good brace of bloodhounds, whither do 
you drag toe gentleman? You mongrels, you ours, you ban-dogs! 
we are captain Tuoca that talk to you, you inhuman pilcheiB. 

Jf»n. Sir, he is their prisoner. 

Tve. Their pestilence! What are you, sir? 

Afin. A citizen of Rome, mr. 

Tnc. Then you ore not far distant from a fool, sir. 

Min. A pothecary, sir. 

Tue. I knew thou wast not a physician: foh! out of my nostrils, 
toou stlnk’st of lotium and toe syringe; away, quack-salver!— 
Follower, my sword. 

1 Pffr. Here, noble leader; you'll do no harm with it, FU toust 
yon. [Aaide. 

Tue. Do you hoar, you goodman, slave? Hook, ram, rogae^ 
oatohpole, loose the gentleman, at by my velvet arms— 

LieL What will you do, sir? 

IS^ikea up kia hada, and aeitea kia award. 
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Tue. KiH thy hand, my honouiable active varlet, and embntoe 
thee thoB. 

1 Pyr. O patient metamorphosiel 
T’tic. My Bword, my tall niBcal. 

Liet. Nay, soft, sir; some wisw than some. 

Tue. Wnatl and a yrit tooT By Pluto, thou muat be oheriBh'd, 
slave; here’s three drachms for thee; hold. 

2 Pyr, There’s half his lendings gona 
Tub. Give ma 

Lict. No, sir, yonr first word shall stand; I’ll hold all. 

Tue. Nay, but rogue— 

Liet, You would moke a reaoue of our priaoner, sir, you. 

Tue. 1 a rescue I Away, inhuman varlet. Come, oomo, I never 
relish above one jest at most; do not disgust me, sirrah; do not, 
rogue! I toll thea rogua do not. 

Lict. How, sir! rogueT 

Tue. Ay; why, thou art not angry, rascal, art thouT 
Liet. I cannot tell, sir; I am little better upon tliese tenns 
Tue. Ha, gods and fiends I why, dost hear, rogue, thou T give me 
thy hand; I say unto thee, thy hand, rogua What, dost not thou * 
know meT not ma rogue? not captain iSicca rogue? 

ilfm. Gome, pray surrender the gentleman his sword, officer; 
we’ll have no fighting here. 

Tue. What’s thy name? 

Hin. Minoa anH please you. 

Tue. Minos! Come hither, Minos; thou art a wise fellow, it 
seems; let me talk with thee. 

Cria. Was ever wretch so wretched as unfortunate I! 

Tue. Thou art one of the centumviii, old boy, art not? 

Jftn. No indeed, master captain. 

Tuc. Go to, thou shalt be then; I’ll have thee one, lifinoa 
Take my sword from these rascala dost thou see! go, do it; I 
cannot attempt with paticnca What does this gentleman owe thee, 
little Minos ? 

Min. Fourscore sestertiea sir. 

Tue. What, no morel Coma thou shaft release him, Minos; 
what, m be his bail, thou shaft take my word, old boy, and cashier 
these furies: thou shaft do’t, I say, thou shaft, little Minoa thou shalt. 

Cria. Yes; and as I am a gentleman and a reveller. I’ll make a 
piece of poetiy, and absolve all, within these five daya 
Tue. Coma Minos is not to learn how to use a gentleman of 
qoality, I know.—My sword: If he pay thee not, I will, and I must, 
old boy. Thou rhalt be my pothecaiy too. Hast good eringoa 
Minos? 

Mtu. Hm best in Roma sir. 

Tue. Go to, then-Vermia know the housa 

1 Pyr. I warrant yoa colond. 

Tue For this gentleman, Sfinoa— 

Jfta ril take your word, captaia 
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Tue. Thou hast it. My awotd. 

jlftn. Yea, or: But you must diaohurge thm arreat, maotor 
CriminuB. 

Tve. How, Minos! Look in the gentleman’s face, and but read 
hia silencOL Pay, pay; *tis honour, Minos. 

Cris, By Jove, aweet captain, you do most infinitely widear 
and oblige me to you. 

Ttie. '^t, I cannot compliment, by Mars; but, Jupiter love me. 
as I love good words and good clothes, and there’s an end. Thou 
shalt give my boy that gilwe and hangers, when thou hast worn 
them a little more. 

Oris. O Jupiter 1 captain, he shall have them now, presently:— 
Please you to be acceptive, young gentleman. 

1 Pyr. Yes, sir. fear not; 1 shall accept; 1 have a pretty foolish 

humour of taking, if you knew all. [Aside. 

Tve. Not now, you shall not take, boy. 

Cris. By my truth and earnest, but he shall, captain, by your 
leave. 

Tue. Nay, an he swear by his truth and earnest, take it, boy: 
ido not moke a gentleman forsworn. * 

Liet. Well, sir, there’s your sword; but thank master Minos; you 
had not carried it as you do else. 

Tue. Minos is just, and you are knaves, and— 

Liet. What say you, sirT 

Tue. Pass on, my good scoundrel, pass on. I honour thee: 
[Exeunt Lictors.} But mat I hate to have action with such base 
rogues as these, you should have scon me unrip their noses now, and 
have sent them to the next barber’s to stitching; for do you see— 
I am a man of humour, and I do love the varlets, the honest varlete, 
they have wit and valour, and are indeed gootl profitable,—errant 
rogues, as any live in an empire. Dost thou hoar, poetaster? [To 
Ciwp'nus.] second me. Stand up, Minos, close, gather, yet, so! 
Sir, (thou shalt have a quarter-shar^ be resolute) you sliall. at my 
request, take Minos by the hand here, little Minos, 1 will have it so; 
all friends, and a health; be not inesorable. And thou shalt impart 
the wine, old boy, thou shalt do it, little Minos, thou shalt; moke 
us pay it in our physio. What! we must live, and honour the gods 
sometimes; now Bacchus, now Comus, now Priapus; every god a 
little. [HiMrio passes by.] What’s he that stalks by there, boy, 
PyrgnsT You were best let him pass, sirrah; do, ferret, let him 
pass, do— 

2 PffT. ’Tis a pla 5 rer, sir. 

Tue. A player! call him, call Hie lousy slave hither; what, will 
he sail by and not once st^e, or vaU to a man of wart ha!—Do 
you hear, you player, rogue, stalker, come back here!— 

Enter Hrarara 

No isepeot to men of worship, you slave! what, you ore proud, 
you rascal, are you proud, ha? yon grow rich, do you. and purchase. 
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you twopmny tsar-mouth T you have Fobtckb, and the good year 
<Hiaide, you atinkard, you havsk you have! 

aUit, Nay, sweet oaptaiu, be ooufinra to some reason; I protest 
I saw yon not, sir. 

Tvc. You did notT where was your sight* CBdipus? you walk 
with hare’s eyes, do you T I’ll have them glazed, rogue; an you say 
the word, thqr shall be glazed for you; come we must have you 
turn fiddler again, slave, get a base viol at your back, and march in 
a tawny coat, with one sleeve, to Goose-fair; then you’ll know us, 
you’ll see us then, you will, gulch, you will 'Then, WUtt jAtttm 
your wortiiip to have any muoie, captain ? 

Hitt. Nay, good captain. 

Tuc. What, do you laugh, Howleglas! deatli. you mrstemptuous 
varlet, I am none of your fellows; I have commanded a hundred 
and fifty such ro^es, I. 

2 Pyr. Ay, and most of that hundred and fifty have been leaders 
of a legion. ^Atide. 

Hitt. If I have exhibited wrong. I'll tender satisfaction, captain. 

Tne. Say^st thou so, honest vermin! Give me thy hand; Uiou 
shalt make us a supper one of these nights. 

Hitt. When you please, by Jove, captain, most willingly. 

7’ue. Dost thou swear! To-morrow then; say and hold, slave. 
There are some of you players honest gentlemen-like scoundrels, 
and suspected to have some wit, as well as your poets, both at 
drinking and breaking of jests, and are companions for gallants. 
A man may skelder ye,* now and tiien, of half a dozen shillings, or so. 
Dost riiou not know that Pantalabus there 7 

i7tst. No, I assure you, captain. 

Tuc. Go; and be acquainted with him then; he is a gentleman, 
parcel poet, you slave; his father was a man of worship, I tell thee. 
Go, he pens high, lofty, in a new stalking strain, bigger than half 
the rhymers in the town again; he was born to fill tliy mouth, 
Minotaurus, he was, he will teach thee to tear and rand. Rascal, 
to him, cherish his muse, go; thou hast forty—forty shillings, I 
mean, stinkard; give him in earnest, do, he shall write for thee, 
slave! If he pen for thee once, thou shalt not need to travel with 
thy pumps full of gravel any more, after a blind jade and a hamper, 
and stalk upon bcwirds and barrel heads to an old crack’d trumpet. 

Hitt. Troth, I think I have not so much about me, captain. 

Tuc. It’s no matter; give him what thou hast, stifl-t^ I’ll give 
my word for the rest; though it lack a shilling or two, it Aills not: 
go, thou art an honest shuW; I’ll have the statute repeal’d for 
thee.—hlinos, I must tell thee, Minos, thou hast dejected yon 
gentleman’s spirit exceedingly; dost obse^e, dost note^ little Minos 7 

Min. Yes, sir. 

Tuc. Gk> to then, raise, recover, do; suffer him not to droop in 
prospect of a player, a tt^e, a stager: put twenty into his hand— 
twenty sesterces I mean,—and let nobody see; go, do it—the wotk 
Shan commend itself; ye Minos, I’ll pay. 
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Min. Yes, forsooth, captain. 

2Pyr. Do not we serve a notable shark ? [Aside. 

Tue. And what new matters have yon now afoot, sirrah, ha? 
I wordd fain come with my cockatrice one day, and see a play, if I 
knew when there were a good bawdy one; but they say you have 
nothing but Humoubs, Rkvels, and Satibbs, that gird and f—t at 
the time, you dave. 

ffisf. Mo, I assure yOu, captain, not we. They are on the other 
side of l^ber: we have os much ribaldry in our plays as can be, 
08 you would wish, captain: ail the sinners in the suburbs come and 
applaud our action daily. 

Tvc. I hear you’ll bring me o’ the stage there; you'll play me, 
they say; I shall be presented by a sort of copper-laced scoundrels 
of you: life of Pluto I an you stage me, stinkard, your mansions 
shall sweat for’t, your tabernacles, varlets, your Globes, and your 
Triumphs. 

Hist. Mot we, by Phoebus, captain; do not do us imputation 
without desert. 

Tvc. 1 will not, my good twopenny rascal; reach me thy neiif. 
Dost hear? what wilt thou give me a week for my brace of beagles 
hfve, my little point-trussers? you shall have them act among ye.— 
Sirrah, you, pronounce.—^Thou shalt hear him speak in King Darius’ 
dcdeful strain. 

1 Pvt. O doleful days / O direful deadly dump / 

O Uriels ujorld, and worldly wickedness t ^ 

Haw can I hold my fist from ert/ing, thump. 

In rue of this right rascal wretchedness / 

. Tvc. In an cunorous vein now, sirrah; p^e! 

1 Pyr. O, she is wilder, and more hard, witheU, 

Than beast, or bird, or tree, or stony wall. 

Yet migld she love me, to uprear Act state: 

Ay, but perhaps she hopes some nobler mate. 

Yet might she love me, to content her fire: 

Ay, but her reason masters her desire. 

Yet might she love me as her beauty’s thrall: 

Ay, but I fear she cannot love at all. 

Tue. Mow, the horrible, fierce soldier, you, drrah. 

2 Pyr. What t will I brave Owe t ay, and beard thee too; 

A Homan spirit soams to hear a brain 

SoJ^ ofbase pusillanimity. 

Hist. Excellent! 

Tue. May, thou shalt see that shall ravish thee anon; prick up 
thine ears, stinlmrd.—^The ghost, boys! 

1 VindiHa. 

21^. Timorial 
1 F^. Ftndtela / 

2 ^r. Tmorial 
IPyt. Veni/ 

2Fyt. Veni! 
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Tuo.. Now thunder, eiir^ you, the rumblii^ pfayw. 

2 Pyr. Ay, but aomebody must ory, Mvrderl then, in a email 
voioeL 

Tvc. Your fellow-ahorer there shall do’t: sirrah, oiy. 

1 Pyr. Murder, mwrder ! 

2 Pyr. Who eedla out murder f lady, uns it you f 

Hist. O, admirable good, I protest. 

Tue. Sirrah, boy, brace your drum a little straiter, and do the 
t’other fellow there, he in the—what sha* oall him—and yet stay too. 

2 Nay, an thou daUieat, then I am Ay foe. 

And fear ahaU force what friendahip cannot win; 

Thy deaA ahaU bury what thy life conceals. 

Pwatn / thou diestfor more respecting her — 

1 Pyr. O slay, my lord. 

2 Pyr. Than me: 

Yet apeak the truth, and I mil guerdon thee; 

But if thou dally once again, thou dieei. 

Tue. Enough of this, boy. 

2 Pyr. Why, then lament therefore; d — n’d he Ay gula 
Unto king Pluto's Hell, and princely Erebus; 

For sparrows must have food — 

Hist. Pray, sweet captain, lot one of tlicin do a little of a lady. 

Tue. 01 ne will make thee eternally enamour’d of him, tliere: 
do, sirrah, do; ’taill allay your fellow’s fury a little. 

1 Pyr. Master, mock on; the acorn thou giveat me. 

Pray Jove some lady may return on thee. 

2 Pyr. Now you shall see me do the Moor: master, lend me 
your scarf a littiei 

Tue. Here, ’tie at thy service, bov. 

2 Pyr. You, master Minos, hark nithcr a littla 

[Exit with Minos, to make himself ready. 

Tue. How dost like himT art not rapt, art not tickled nowT 
dost not applaud, rascal? dost not applaud? 

Hist. Yes: what will you ask for them a week, captain? 

Tue. No, you mangonising slave, I will not part from them; 
you’ll sell them for enghles, you: let’s have goexi cheer to-morrow 
night at supper, stalker, and then we’ll talk; good capon and 
plover, do von hear, sirrah ? and do not bring your eating player 
with you there; I cannot away with him; he will eat a leg of 
mutton while I am in my porrid^ the loan Poluphagus, his belly in 
hka Barathrum; he looks like a midwife in man’s apparel, the slave: 
nor the villanous out-of-tune fiddler, yEnoborbus, bring not him. 
What hast thou there? six and thirty, ha? 

HisL No, here’s all I have, captain, some five and twmty: pray, 
sir, will you present and accommodate it unto the gentleman ? for 
mine own part, I am a mere stranger to his humour; besides, 1 
have some business invites me hence, with master Asinius Lupns,' 
the tribune. 

Tue. Well, go thy waya^ pursae thy projects, let me alone with 
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this design; my Poetaster shall make thee a play, and thou shalt 
be a man of g(^ pa^ in it. But stay, let me see; do not bring 
your i£sop, your politioian, nnless yon can ram np bis mouth with 
cloves; (he riave smells ranker than some sixteen dunghills, and is 
seventeen times more rotten. Marry, you may bring brisker, my 
zany; he’s a good skipping aw^gerer; and your fat fool there, 
my mango, bring him tro; but let him not beg rapiers nor scarfs, in 
his over-familiar playing face, nor roar out nis barren bold jests 
with a tormenting laughter, between drunk and dry. Do you hear, 
stiif-toeT give him warning, admonition, to forsake his saucy 
glavering grace, and his goggle eye; it does not become him, sirrah: 
tell him so. I have stc^ up and defended you, I, to gentlemen, 
when you have been said to pn^ upon puisnes, and honest citizens, 
for socks or budrins; or when they nave call’d you usurers or 
brokers, or said you were able to help to a piece d flesh—I have 
sworn, 1 did not think so, nor that you were the common retreats 
for punks decayed in their practice; I cannot believe it of you. 

Hist. Thank you, captain. Jupiter and the rest of the gods 
confine your modern delights without disgust. 

Tue. Stay, thou shalt see the Moor ere thou goeet.— 

Enter Dshxtrius at a distance. 

What’s he with the half arms there, that salutes us out of his cloak, 
like a motion, haT 

Ifiat. 0, sir, hie doublet’s a little decayed; he is otherwise a very 
simple honest fellow, sir, one Demetrius, a dresser of plays about 
the town here; we have hired him to abum Horace, and bring him 
in, in a play, with all his gallants, as Tibullus, Meotenos, Cornelius 
Gallus, and ^e rest. 

2^ And why so. stinkard T 

ffiet. O, it will get us a huge deal of money, captain, and we 
have need on't; for this winter has made ns all poorer than so 
many starved snakes: nobody comes at us, not a gentleman, nor a— 

Tue. But you know nothing by him, do you, to make a play of T 

Hint. Faith, not much, captain; but our author will devise that 
that riiall serve in some sort. 

Tue. Why, my Pamaasus here shall help him, if thou wilt. Can 
thy author do it impudently eno^hh 

BiM. O, I warrant you, captain, and spitefully enough too; he 
has one of the most overflowing rank wits in Rome; he will slander 
aiw man that breathes, if he disgust him. 

Tue, m know the poor, ewrepous, nitty rascal; mi he have these 
oommen^ble qualities, riT cherish him —stay, here comes the 
Tartar—^Tll muw a gathering for him, I, a purse, and put the poor 
riave in fresh rags; tell him so to oomfwt him.— 

[J)emetritu eotnes/bnoanL 
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Re-enter Minos, w^h 2 ^rTgus on Ate shouldera, and Malis 
backward and forward, aa the boy aet». 

Well anid, boy. 

2 Fyr. ll'Aere art thou, boy t where te Calipolis f 
Fight earthquake* in the entraib of the earth. 

And eoHem whirlwinds in the hellish shades; 

Some foul contagion of the infected heaxteru 
Blast all the trees, and in their cursed lops 
The dismal night raven and tragic owl 
Breed and become forerunners of my fall / 

Tuc. WeU, now fare Uieo well, iny honest penny-biter: commend 
me to seven shares and s half, and rememMr to-morrow.—If vou 
lack a service, you shall play in my name, rascals; but you shall 
buy your own cloth, and I’ll have two shares for my countenance. 
Let thy author stay with me. [Exit ffistrid. 

Dem. Yos, sir. 

Tuc. 'Twas well done, little Minos, thou didst stalk well: forgive 
me that I said thou stunk’st, Minos; ’twas the savour of a poet I 
met sweating in the street, hangs yet in my nostrils. 

Cris. Who, Horace f 

Tuc. Ay, he; dost thou know him? 

Cris. O, he forsook me most barbarously, I protest. 

Tuc. Hang him, fusty satyr, he smells MI goat; he carries a ram 
under his arm-holes, the slave: I am the worse when I see him.— 
Did not Minos impart? [Asitle to Crispinus, 

Cris. Yes, here are twenty drachms he did convey. 

Tuc. Well said, keep them, we’ll share anon; come, little Minos. 

Cris. Faith, captain. I’ll be bold to shew you a mistress of mine, 
a jeweller’s wife, a gallant, as we go along. 

Tuc. There spoke my genius. Minos, soma of thy eringoa, little 
Minos; send. Gome hither, Parnassus, I must have thee familiar 
with my little locust here; ’Us a good vermin, thw say .—[Horace 
and Trehatius pass over the ste^e.}—.See, here’s Horace, and old 
TrebaUus, the great lawyer, in ms company; let’s avoid him now, 
he is too well seconded. [SteurU. 


ACT IV 

SCENE I .—A Boom in AtAirra’s House. 

Enter Chloi, Cytrxbis, and Attendants. 

CU/oe. But, sweet lady, say; am I well enough attired for the 
courts in sadnesst 

Cgfh. WeU mough! excellent well, sweet mistress CSUoe; this 
strait-bodied oi^ attire, I can teU you, wiU stir a courtier’s Mood, 
mme than the finest loose sacks tM ladies use to be put in; sod 
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tiiea yon are aa well jewdl’d as any of them; your niff and linen 
about yon is much more pure than theirs; and for your beauty, I 
can teii you, there's niany of them would defy the painter, if uey 
could chiMn with you. Marry, the worst is, you must look to be 
envied, and endure a few court-frumps for it 

CUoe. O Jove, madam, I shall buy them too cheap I—Give me 
my muff, and my dog there.—^And will the ladies be any thing 
familiar with me, think you T 

CyO^ O Junol why you shall see them flock about you with their 
puff-wings, and sak you where you bought your lawn, and what you 
paid for it? who starches you? and entreat you to help ’em to 
some pure laundresses out of the city. 

Chtoe, O Cupid!—Give me my fan, and my mask too.—And will 
the lords, and the poets there^ use one well t<m, lady T 

Oyth. Doubt not of that; you shall have kisses from them, go 
pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat, uran your lips, as thick as stones out of slings 
at the assault of a city. And then your ears will be so furr'd with the 
breath of their compliments, that you cannot catch cold of your 
head, if you would, in three winters ^ter. 

CUoe. lhank you, sWeet lady. O heaven! and how must one 
behave herself amonnt ’em T You know all. 

Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, mistress Chloe, and well enough. 
Osrry not too much under thought betwixt yourself and them; nor 
mur city-mannerlv word, forsooth, use it not too often in any case; 
out plain. Ay, madam, and no, madam: nor never say, your lordship, 
nor your honour; but, you, and you, my lard, and my lady: the 
other they count too simple and minsitive. And uiough they 
desire to kiss heaven with their titles, yet they will count them 
fools that give them too humbly. 

Chios. O intolerable, Jupiter! by my troth, lady, I would not for 
a world but you had lain in my house; and. i’faith, you shall not 
pay a farthing for your board, nor your chambers. 

Cyth. O, sweet mistress Chloe! 

Chios. I’faith you shall not, lady; nay, good lady, do not offer it. 

Enter Gallus and Tibuixus. 

Osd. Come, where be these ladies t By your leave, bright stars, 
this mntleman and I are come to man you to court; where your 
late Und entertainment is now to be requited with a heavenly 
banquet. 

Cyth. A heavenly banquet, Gallus! 

Qal. No loss, my dear Cytheris. 

Tib, That wore not strung lady, if the epithet were only given 
for the company invited tmther; your self, and this fair gentle¬ 
woman. 

Chios. Are we invited to court sir T 

!FA. You are, lady, by tiie great princess Julia; who longs to 
greet you with any favours that may worthUy make you an often 
courtier. 
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CMoe. In sinoerity, I thank her, air. Yon have a ooaoh, hava yon 
not? 

TiS. The piinceas hath sent her own, lady. 

Chloe. O Veniut that’s well: I do long to ride in a coaoh most 
vehemently. 

Cyth. But, sweet Gallus, pray you resolve me why you give that 
heavenly praise to this earthly banquet T 

Qal. Because, Cytheris, it must he celebrated by the heavenly 
powers: all the go^ and goddesses will be there; to two of whid 
you two must be exalted. 

Chloe. A pretty fiction, in truth. 

Cytk. A fiction, indeed, Chloe, and fit for the fit of a poet. 

Gal. U’liy, Cytheris, may not poets (from whose divine spirits all 
the honours of the gods have been deducc<l) entreat so much honour 
of the gods, to have their divine presence at a poetical banquet? 

Cytk. Suppose that no fiction; yet, whore are your habilities to 
make us two goddesses at your feast? 

Qal. VVho knows not. Cytheris, that the sacred breath of a true 
poet can blow any virtuous humanity up to deity ? 

Tib. To tell you the female truth, which is' the simple truth, 
ladies: and to shew that poets, in spite of the world, arc able to 
deify themselves; at this banquet, to which you are invited, we 
intend to assume the figures of tlie gods; and to give our several 
loves the forms of goddesses. Ovid will be Jupiter; the princess 
Julia, Juno; Gallus here, Apollo; you, Cytheris, Pallas; I wUl be 
Bacchus; and my love Plautia, Cei^: and to install you and your 
husband, fair Chloe, in honours equal with ours, you shall m a 
goddess, and your husband a god. 

Chloe. A god!—O my gods! 

Tib. A g^, but a lame god, lady; tor he shall be Vulcan, and 
you Venus: and this will make our banquet no less than heavenly. 

Chloe. In sinoerity, it will be sugared. Good Jove, what a pretty 
foolish thing it is to to a poetl but, hark you, sweet Cjriheris. could 
they not possibly leave out my husband ? methinks a body’s hns- 
bMd does not so well at court; a body’s friend, or so—but. husband! 
’tis like your clog to your marmoset, for all the world, and the 
heavens. 

Cytk. Tut, never fear, Chloe! your husband will be left without 
in the lobby, or the great ohambw, when yon shall be put in, i’the 
closet, by this lord, by that lady. 

Chloe. Nay, then I am certified; he shall go. 

Enter Hosacb. 

Otd. H(»aoe! weloomeu 

Hot. Gentlemen, hear ran the news? 

Tib. What news, my Quintas! 

Bar. Our melanchofia Mend, Propertius, 

Hath dosed i* np in his Psmthm’a tomb; 

And will ly no entrsaties be drawn thenoe. 
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Enter Aunrs, introducing CiusFnnrs and Dsmetstos, fcdtowd 
by TnooA. 

Alb. Nay, good Master Crispinus, pray you bring near the 
gentleman. 

Hot, Crispinus I Hide me, good Qallus; Tibullus, shelter me. 

\(3oing. 

Cria, Mohe your approach, street captain. 

Tib. What means this, Horace T 

Hot. I am surprised again; farewell. 

Ckd. Stay, Horace. 

Hor. What, and be tired on by yond’ vulture! No: 

Phcebus defend me! [Exit hastily. 

Tib. ’Slight, I hold m}r life 
This same is he met him in Holy-street. 

Ool. Troth, ’tis like enough.—This act of Propertius relisheth 
very strange with me. 

2'tic. By thy leave, my neat scoundrel: what, is this the mad 
boy you talk’d on T 

Cris. Ay, this is master Albius, captain. 

Tvc. Give me thy hand, Agamemnon; we hear abroad thou art 
the Hector of citizens: W^t sayest thou T are we welcome to thee, 
noble NeoptolemusT 

AW. Welcome, oaptain, by Jove and all the gods in the Capitol— 

Tve, No more, we conceive thee. Which of these is thy wedlock, 
MenelausT tiiy Helen, thy LucreoeT that we may do her honour, 
mad boy. 

Cris. She in the little fine dressing, sir, is my mistress. 

AW. For fault of a better, sir. 

Tuc. A better I profane rascal: I cry thee mercy, my good soroyle, 
was’t thouf 

AW. No harm, captain. 

Tuc. She is a Venus, a Vesta, a Melpomene: come hither, 
Pendope; what’s thy name, IrisT 

CMoa My name is Chloe, sir; I am a gentlewoman. 

Tue. Thou art in merit to be an empress, Chloe, for an eye and a 
lip; thou hast an emperor’s nose: kin me again: ’tie a virtuous 
punk; so I Before Jove, the gods were a sort of goslings, when th^ 
suffer^ so sweet a breath to perfume the bed of a stinkard: thou 
hadst ill fortune, Thlsbe; the Fates were infatuate^ they were, 
punk, thw were. 

Chios. Iliat’s sure, sir: let me crave your name, I pray you, sir. 

Tue. I am known by the name of captain IHioca, punk; Uie noble 
Roman, punk: a genueman, and a commander, punk. 

Chios. In good time: a gentleman, and a commandwl that’s as 
good as a poet, methinks. [ Walks asids. 

Cris. A pretty inatrumwitl It's my cousin CythssW viol this, 
is it notT 
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Cjfik; Nay, play, oouain; it waota but anoh a voioe and hand to 
grace it, aa youra ia. 

Cria. Aiaa, oouain, you are merrily inapired. 

CyfA. Pray you play, if you love ma 

Cria. Yea couain; you know I do not hate you. 

T^. A moat aubtile wench I how ahe hath baited him with a 
viol yonder, for a aongl 

Cria. Oouain, ’pray you call mutraas Chloe! she ahall hoar an 
eaaay of my poet^. 

Tue. I’ll call her.—Come hither, cockatrice: hero'a one will oet 
thee up, my aweet punk, act thee up. 

Chloe. Are you a poet ao aoon, airT 

AW. Wifa mum. 


Crispintts playa and ainga. 

Love ia blind, and a wanton; 

In the whole world, there ia acant one 
—Such another: 

No, not hia mother. 

He hath pluck’d her dovea and aparrowa. 

To feather hia aharp orrowa. 

And alone prevoileth. 

While aick Venua waileth. 

But if Qypria once recover 

Hie wag; it ahall behove her 
To look better to him: 

Or ahe will undo him. 

AW. O, moat odoriferoua muaiol 

Tuc. Aha, atinkordl Another Orpheua, you alave, another 
Orpheual an Arion riding on the back of a dolphin, roacoll 

QaL Have you a copy of tliia ditty, air T 

Cria. Maoter Albina hoa. 

AW. Ay, but in truth they are my wife’a veraea; I muat not 
ahew them. 

Tue. Shew them, bankrupt, ohew them; th^ have oalt in them, 
and will brook the air, atinkoid. 

QaL How 1 To hia bright mialreaa Canidia / 

Cria. Ay, air, that’a but a borro we d name; aa Ovid’a Corinno, or 
Propertiua hia Oynthio, or your Ncmeeia, or Delia, ‘nbuUua. 

CiaL It’a the name of Horace hia witch, aa I remember. 

TW. Why, the ditty’a all borrowed; ’tie Horoce’a: hang him, 
plogiaiyl 

Tue. How! he borrow of HoroceT he ahall pawn bimaelf to ten 
broken iirat. Do jtou bear, PoetootenT I know you to be men of 
worship—He ahall write with Horace, for a talent! and let Heomnoa 
Mid hia whole collen of critioa take hia pert: thou oholt do't, young 
Phoaboa; thou ohiJt^ I^aeton, thou oholt. 

♦k4*9 
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Dmi. Alas, air, Horaoet he is a mine sponge; nothing but 
Hnmours and oba^ation; he goes up and down suoking £rom every 
society, and when he oomes home squeezes himself diy again. I 
know him. L 

Tue. Thou say’st true, my poor ^etioal fury, he will pen all he 
knows. A shup thorny-toothed satirical rascal, fly him; he carries 
hay in his horn: he wm sooner lose his best friend, than his least 
jest. What he once drops upon paper, against a man, lives eternally 
to upbraid him in the mouth of every slave, tankard-bearer, or 
waterman; not a bawd, or a boy that comes ^m the bake-house, 
but shall point at him: ’tis all dog, and scorpion; he carries poison 
in his teeth, and a sting in his tail. Fough! body of Jove! I’ll have 
the slave whlpt one of these days for his Satires and his Humours, 
by one cashier’d clerk or another. 

C7m. We’ll underta,ke him, captain. 

Dem. Ay, and tickle him i’futh, for his arroganoy and his im- 

f udence, in commending his own things; and for his translating, 
can trace him, i’faith. O, he is the most open fellow living; I 
had as lieve as a new suit I were at it. 

Tue. Say no more then, but do it; ’tis the only way to get thee 
a new suit; sting him, my little neufts; I’ll give you instructions: 
ril be your intelligencer; we’ll all join, and hang upon him like so 
many horse-leeches, the players and all. We shall sup together, 
soon; and then we’ll conspire, i’faith. 

Ckd. O that Horace had stayed still here! 

T^. So would not I; for Mth these would have turn’d Pytha¬ 
goreans then. 

Cfal, What, mute? 

Tib. iW, as fishes, i’fmtii: come, ladies, shall we 
Cyth. We ^ait you, sir. But mistress Chloe asks, if you have not 
a g(^ to roare for this gentleman. 

Oal. WTho, captain iSiocaT 
Cylh. Ay, ha 

d^. Yes, if we can invite him along, he shall be Mara 
Cldoe. Has Mars any thing to do with Venust 
T&. O, most of all, lady. 

CUoe. Nay, then 1 pray let him bo invited: And what shall 
Ckispinus be? 

Tib. Mercury, mistrees Chloe. 

Chhe. Mercury! that’s a poet, is itT 

Oat. No, lady, but somewhat inclining that way; ho is a herald 
at arma 

Chloe. A herald at arms! good; and Mercury! pretty: he bos to 
do with Venus tooT 

TA. A little with her face, lady; or so. 

Chloe. "He very well; pray let us go, I long to be at it. 

Gentlemen, shall we pray your oompanies along t 
Crie. You shall not only pnjt ont faev^ lady.—Oome^ sweet 
oaptain. 
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Tw, Ym, I follow: but thou must not Ulk of this now, my little 
bankrapt. 

Alb. Captain, look here, mom. 

Dem. I'll m write, air. 

Tue. Do, do: stay, there’s a drachm to purchase ginger-bread for 
thy muse. [£ze«iU. 


8CI2XE II.—^ Roam in Lupus's House. 

Enter Lupus, Histkio, and Lictors. 

Lup. Come, let us talk here; here we may be private; shut the 
door, liotor. You are a player, you say. 

Hist. Ay, an’t please your worship. 

Lup. Go^; and how are you able to give this intelligence T 

Hist. Many, air, they directed a letter to me and my fellow- 
sharers. 

Lup. Speak lower, you are not now in your theatre, stager:—my 
Bwora, knaves They directed a letter to you, and your fellow- 
sharers: forward. 

Hist. Yes. sir, to hire some of our properties; os a sceptre and 
crown for Jove; and a caducous for Mercury; and a petasus— 

Lup. Chduceus and petasus I let me see your letter. This is 
a conjuration: a conspiracy, this. Quickly, on with my buskiiw: 
I’ll act a tr^edy, i’faith. Will nothing but our gods serve these 
poets to profane? dispatch I Player, I thank thee. The emperor 
shall take knowledge of thy goM service. [A knocking i/arntn.] 
Who’s there now? Look, knave. {Exit Liclor.] A crown and a 
sceptre / this is good rebellion, now. 

Re-enter Lictor. 

lAe. ’Tis your pothecary, sir, master Minos. 

Lap. What tell'et thou me of potheoaries, knave! Tell him. I 
have affairs of state in hand; I can talk to no apothecaries now. 
Heart of mel Stay the pothecary there. [ITaliks tn a musing 
posture.1 You shall see, I nave fishM out a cunning piece of plot 
now: they have had some intelligence, that their project is dis¬ 
cover’d. and now have they dealt with my apothec^, to poison 
me; ’tis so; knowing that 1 meant to take physic to-day: as sure 
as death, ’tis there. Jupiter, I thank thee, that thou hast yet 
made me so much of a politician. 

Enter Mnros. 

Yon are welcome, air; take the potion from him there; I have an 
antidote more than you wot of, sir; throw it on the ground there: 
sol Now fetch in the dog; and ytA we cannot tany to try experi¬ 
ments now: arrest him; yon shiul m with me, sir; I’ll tickle you, 
pothecary; Fll give you a glister, rfaith. Have I the letter? ay, 
'tis here.-—Gome, your fasces, lictors; the half pikes and the hal- 
berdi^ take them domi from the Lares there, i^yer, assist me. 
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Ab they art going out, enter Mecanas and Hobaoe. 

Mec. Whither now, AainiuB Lupne, with this annoiyT 

Lup. I cannot talk now; I charge you aesist me: traaaon! 
treason I 

Hot. Howl treason? 

Lup. Ay: if you love the emperor, and the state, follow me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III .—An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Ovid, Juua, Gaixds, Cyttheius, Tisinxus, Plaotia, Albics, 
Chloe, Tucca, Cbispinus, HERUoaENEa, Ptbous, charac- 
terieticatty habited, aa goda and goddeaaea. 

Ovid. Qods and goddesses, take your several seats. Now, Mer¬ 
cury, move your oaduceus, and, in Jupiter’s name; command 
aslence. 

Cria. In the name of Jupiter, silence. 

Her. The crier of the court hath too clarified a voice. 

Oal. Peace, Momus. 

Ovid. Oh, he is the god of reprehension; let him alone: *tis his 
office. Mercury, go forward, and proclaim, after Phoebus, our high 
pleasure, to all ^e deities that shall partake this high banquet 

Cria. Yes, sir. 

Gal. The great god, Jupiter, —[Here, and at every break in the 

line, CrispinuB repeats ^oud the words ai Gallua]- Of hit 

licentioua goodneaa, - Willing to make thia feaat no fast - From 

any manner of pkaaure; - Nor to bind any god or goddeaa - To be 

any thing the more god or goddeaa, for their namea; - He givea them 

dttfree licenae - To apeak no wiaer than persona of baser titles; - 

And to be nothing bMer, than common men, or momen. - And 

therefore ftogod——ShtUl need to keep himself more strictly to hia 

goddeaa- - Than any man does to hia vnfe: - Nor any goddeaa - 

ShdU need to keep herself more strictly to her god - Than any woman 

doea to Iter huaband.——But, since it is no part of wisdom, - In 

these days, to come into bonds; - It thaU be lawful far every lover - 

To break loving oaths, - To change their lavera, and make love to 

o^era, - Aa the heat of every onda blood, - And (Ae spirit of our 

nectar, shall inspire. - And Jupiter save Jupiter / 

Tib. So; now we may play the fools by authority. 

Her. To play the fool by authority is rnsdom. 

Jul. Away with your mattmy sentences, Momus; they are too 
grave and mae lor this meeting. 

Ovid. Meroury, give our jester a stool, let him sit by; and reach 
him one of our cates. 

Tue. Dost hear, mad Jupiter? we’ll have it enacted, he that 
speaks the flnt wise word, shall be made cuckokL What aay’st 
thou? Is it not a good motion? 

Ovid. Duties, are you ^ agreed? 

AB. Agreed, great Jnidter. 
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A&. I have read in a book, tiiat to play the fool wisely, is high 
wisdom. 

Oof. How now, Vulcan I will yon be the first wisardT 

Ovid. Take his wife. Mars, and make him cuckold quickly. 

Twi. Come, cockatrice. 

Ckloe. No, iet me alone with him, Jupiter: I’ll midco you take 
heed, sir, while you live again; if there be twelve in a company, 
that you be not the wisest of ’em. 

AW. No more; I will not indeed, wife, hereafter; I’ll be here: 
mum. 

Ovid. Fill us a bowl of nectar, Ganymede: we will drink to our 
daughter Venus. 

Oal. Look to your wife, Vulcan: Jupiter begins to court her. 

Tib. Nay, let Mars look to it: Vulcan must do as Venus does, 
bear. 

Tue. Sirrah, boy; catamite: Ixiok you play Ganymede well now, 
you slave. Do not spill your nectar; carry your cup even: so! 
You should have rubl^ your face with whites of eggs, you rascal; 
till your brows had shone like our sooty brother’s hero, as sleek as a 
horn-book: or have steept your lips in wine, till you made them 
so plump, that Juno might have been jealous of thorn. Punk, kiss 
me, punk. 

Ovid. Here, daughter Venus, I drink to thee. 

Chloe. Thank you, good father Jupiter. 

Ttic. Why, mother Juno! gods and fiends! what, wilt thou 
suffer this ocular temptation T 

TW. Mars is enraged, he looks big, and begins to stut for anger. 

Her. Well played, captain Mars. 

Tve. Well said, minstrel Momus: I must put you in, must IT 
when will you be in good fooling of yourself, (idler, never? 

Her. O, ’Us our fashion to be silent, when there is a better fool 
in place ever. 

Tue. Thank you, rascal. 

Ovid. Fill to our daughter Venus, Ganymede, who fills her father 
with affection. 

Jul. Wilt thou be ranging, Jupiter, before my face T 

Ovid. Why not, Juno? why should Jupiter stand in awe of thy 
face, Juno? 

Jul. Because it is thy wife's face, Jupiter. 

Ovid. What, shall a husband be afraid of his wife’s face? will 
she paint it so horribly ? we are a king, cotqucan; and we will reign 
in our pleaaurea; and we will cudg^ thee to death, if thou find 
fault with ua 

JuL I will find fault with thee, king cuckold•mokm*: What, shall 
the king of gods turn the king of good-fellows, and have no fellow 
in wickedness? This mokes our poets, that know our profaneness, 
live os profane as we: By my godhead, Jupiter, I will join with all 
the other gods hmo; bind thee hand and foot, throw tiiee down into 
the earth and make a poor poet of the^ if thou abuse me thua 
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QaL A good smart-toiigaed godden, a right Juno! 

OvUL Juno, we will cudgel thee, Juno: we told thee so yesterday, 
when thou w^ jealous of us for Thetia 

Pyr. Nay, to-day she hod me in inquisition too. 

Tuc. Ww said, my fine Phrygian inform, inform. Give me 
some wine^ king of heralds. I may drink to my oookatrioe. 

Ovid. No more, Ganym^e; we will cudgel thee^ Juno; by Styx 
we will. 

Jvl. Ay, ’tie well; gods may grow impudent in iniquity, and 
thw must not be told of it— 

Ovid. Yea, we will knock our chin against our breast, and shake 
thee out of Olympus into an oyster-boat, for thy scolding. 

Jtd. Your nose is not long enough to do it, Jupiter, if all thy 
strumpets thou hast among the stars took thy part. And there is 
never a star in thy foreheM but shall be a horn, if thou persist to 
abuse me. 

Cria. A good jest, i’faith. 

Ovid. We tell thee thou angerest us, cotquean; and we will 
thunder thee in pieces for thy cotqueanity. 

Cria. Another good jest. 

AJb. O, my hammers and my OyolopsI This boy filb not wine 
enough to make us kind enough to one another. 

Tub. Nor thou host not coltied thy face enough, stinkard. 

Alb. IMl ply the table with nectar, and make them friends. 

Her. Heaven is Uke to have but a lame skinker, then. 

Alb. Wine and good livers make true lovers: I’ll sentence them 
together. Here, father, here, mother, for shame, drink yourselves 
drunk, and forget tliis dissension; you two should cling together 
b^ore our faces, and give us example of unity. 

0<d. O, excellently spoken, Vulcan, on the sudden! 

Tib. Jupiter may do well to prefer his tongue to some office 
for liis eloquence. 

Tw. His tongue shall be gentleman-usher to his wit, and still go 
before it. 

Alb. An excellent fit office! 

Cria. and an excellent good jest beside. 

Her. miat, have you hired Mercury to cry your jests you make? 

Ovid. Momus, you are envious. 

Tvc. Why, ay, you whoreson blockhead, ’tie your only block of 
wit in fashion now-a-days, to applaud other folks’ jests. 

Her. True; with those that are not artificers themselves. Vul¬ 
can, you nod, and the mirth of the jest droops. 

Pyr. He hu filled nectar so long, till his brain swims in it. 

Cad, What, do we nod, fellow-gods! Sound musio, and let us 
startle our siniits with a song. 

Tub. Do, Apollo, thou art a good musioiao. 

Gol. What says Jupitert 

Ovid. Ha! ha! 

Qvd. A song. 



275 


The Poetaster 

Ovid. Why, do, do, aing. 

Pla. Baoohiia, what say yoa T 
Tib. Geras T 

Pla. But, to this songt 
Tib. Sung, for my part. 

Jvl. Your belly weighs down your head. Bacchus; here's a song 
toward. 

Tib. Begin, Vulcan. 

Alb. What else, what else? 

JPue. Say, Jupiter— 

Ovid. Mercury— 

Crw. Ay, say, say. 

Alb. Wake / our mirtk begiiu to die; 

Quicken it with tunes and wine. 

Raise your notes; you’re out; fie, fie / 

This drowsiness is an iU sign. 

We banish him the quire of gods. 

That droops agen: 

Then cM are men. 

For here's not one but nods. 

Ovid I like not this sudden and general heaviness amongst our 
godheads; 'tis somewhat ominous. Apollo, command us louder 
music, and let Mercury and Momus contend to please uid revive 
our senses. [JUusic. 

Herm. Then, in a fret and lofty strain. 

Our broken tunes we thus repair; 

Gris. And tee answer them again. 

Running division oa the panting air; 

Ambo. To celebrate this feast of sense. 

As free from scandal as offence. 

Herm. Here w hmutyfor the eye; 

Cria For the ear sweet melody. 

Herm. Ambrosiac odours, for the smell; 

Ckis. Delicious neaar,for the taste; 

Ambo. For the touch, a ladies waist; 

WhUsh doth aU the rest excel. 

Ovid. Ay, this has vrafced us. Mercury, our herald; go from 
ourseii^ the great god Jupiter, to the great emp«or Augustus Oesar, 
and command him from us, of whose bounty be hath received the 
aimame of Augustus, that, for a thsnk-off«ing to our beneficence, 
he pcesently sacrifice, as a dish to this banquet, his beautiful and 
wanton daughter JuUa: she's a curst quean, tell him, and tdays the 
aordd behiuhia back; therefore let her be sacrifice Orunmaod 
him this, Meroitry, in our name of Jupiter Altitonans. 

JuL Stiw, fsatber-footedMercury, and tell Augustus, from us, 
the great Juno Satnrnia; If he thirik it hard to do as Jupiter hath 
wnmiwMMiarf him, and ssorffioe his d a n g htnr , that he had better do 
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■o ten timee, than suffer her to love the well-nosed poet, Ovid; 
whom he shidl do well to whip or cause to be whipped, about the 
oapitol, for soothing her in her follies. 

Enter Auoustits Gshab, Mxojbnas, Hobaob, Lupus, Histrio, 
Minus, and Ldotors. 

Cou. What sight is this? Mecisnas! Horace! say? 

Have we our senses? do we hear and see? 

Or are tiiese but imaginary objects 

Drawn by our phantasy 1 Why speak you not ? 

Let us do sacruioe. Aie they the gods ? [Ovid and the rest kneel, 
Beverance, amaze, and fury nght in me. 

What, do they kneel I Nay, then I see ’tis true 
I thought impossible: O, impious sight! 

Let me divert mine eyes; the very thought 
Elyerta my soul with passion: I^ook not, man. 

There is a panther, whose unnatural eyes 
Will strike thee dead; turn, then, and die on her 
With her own death. [Offers to kill his daughter. 

Mec. Hot. What means imperial Caesar? 

Coes. What would you have me let the strumpet live 
That, for this pageant, earns so many deaths? 

Tws. Boy, slinK, boy. 

Pyr, Pray Jupiter we be not followed by the scent, master. 

[Exeunt Tucea and Pyrgus. 

Coes. Say, sir, what are you? 

Alb, I play Vulcan, sir. 

Coes. But what are you, sir? 

A^, Your citizen and jeweller, sir. 

Coes. And what are you, dame? 

Chloe, I play Venus, forsooth. 

Coes. I aw not what you play, but what you arc. 

Chloe. Your citizen and jeweller’s wife, sir. 

Coes. And you, good sir? 

Cria. Your gentleman parcel-poet, sir. [Exit. 

Oa». O, that profaned name!— 

And are these seemly company for thee, [To Jvlia. 

Degenerate monster? All the test I know. 

Am hate all knowledge for their hateful sakes. 

Are you, that first the deities inspired 

Wltii sldU of their hi^ natures and their powers, 

Hiie first abusers of weir useful li^t; 

Profaning thus their dignities in their forms, 

AtkI wishing them, like you, but counterfeitsT 
O, who shall follow Virtue and embeuae hw, 

V^en her telse bosom is found nou^^t but air ; 

And yet of those embraces centaurs ^ring. 

Hint war with human peace, and poison men.— 

Who shall, with greater comforts comprehend 
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Her unseen being end her excellence; 

When you, thei teeoh, and should eternise her. 

Live as aha ware no law unto your lives. 

Nor lived herself, but with tout idle breaths? 

If you think go^ but feign*^ and virtue painted, 

Ktow we sustain an actual r^denoe* 

And with the title of an emperor. 

Retain his spirit and imperial power; 

which, in imposition too remiss, 
licentioua Naso, for thy violent wrong. 

In soothing the declined affections 
Of our base daughter, we exile thy feet 
From all approach to our imperial court. 

On pain of death; and thy misgotten love 
Commit to patronage of iron doors; 

Since her soft-hearted sire cannot contain her. 

ifec. O. good my lord, forgive! be like the gods. 

Hot. Let royal bounty, Ctesar. mediate. 

Cm. There is no bounty to be skew’d to such 
As have no real goodness: bounty is 
A spice of virtue; and what virtuous act 
Can take effect on them, that have no power 
Of equal habitude to apprehend it. 

But Uve in worship of that idol, vice. 

As if there were no virtue, but in shade 
Of strong imagination, merely enforced ? 

This shews their knowledge is mere ignorance. 

Their far-fetch’d dignity of soul a fancy. 

And all their square pretext of gravity 
A mere vain-gloiy; hence, away with them I 
I will prefer for knowledge, none but such 
As rule their lives by it, and can becalm 
All sea of Humour with the marble trident 
Of their strong spirits: others fight below 
With gnats and shadows; others nothing know. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V .—A Street before the Palace. 

Enter Tucoa, Cbupinus, and Pybqds. 

Tue. What’s become of my little punk, Venus, and the poult- 
foot stinkard, her husband; haf 

Cria. O, they are rid home in the ooach, as fast as the wheels can 
run. 

Tue. God Jupiter is baniriied, I hear, and his oockatrice Juno 
look’d up. ’Heart, an all the poetry in PSmaasus get me to be a 

g ayer again, TU sell ’em my share for a sesterce. But this is 
umouta, Horace, that goat-footed envfous slave; he’s turn’d 
fawn now; an informer, the rogoel ’tia he has betray’d us alL 
Did yon not see him with the emperor oionohingf 
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Oria. Yea. 

Tve. Well, follow me. Thou dialt libel, and m cudgel the rascal. 
Boy, provide me a truncheon. Revenge shall gratulate him, (am 
Marti, quam Mtrcwrio, 

Pyr. Ay, but master, take heed how you give this out; Horace 
is a man of the sword. 

Cria. ’Tis tame, in troth; they say he’s valiant. 

Tve. Valiant? so is mine a—. Qods and fiends! I’ll blow him 
into air when I meet him next: he dares not fight with a puck-fist. 

[Horace passes over the atage. ■ 

Pyr. Master, he comes! 

Tve. Where? Jupiter save thee, my good poet, my noble 
prophet, my little fat Horace.—I acorn to beat the rogue in tiie 
court; ana I saluted him thus fair, because he should suspect 
nothing, the rascal. Come, we’ll go see bow far forward our journey¬ 
man is toward the untmssing of him. 

Cria. Do you hear, captain? I’ll write nothing in it but inno¬ 
cence^ because I may swear I am innocent. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Honaos, Mxcjb.vas, Lupob, Hismio, and Liotors. 

Hot. Nay, why pursue you not the emperor for your reward now. 
Lupus? 

Mas. Stay, Asinius; 

You and your stager, and your band of lictors: 

I hope your service merits more respect. 

Than thus, without a thanks, to be sent hence. 

Mia. Well, well, jest on, jest on. 

Hot. Thou base, unworthy groom! 

Imp. Ay, ay, ’tis good. 

Hot. Was tlds the treason, this the dangerous plot. 

Thy clamorous tongue so bellow’d through the court? 

Hc^t thou no other project to enorease 
Thy grace with Cnsar, but this wolfish train. 

To prey upon the life of innocent mirth 
And harmless pleasuree, bred of noble wit? 

Away! I loath thy presence; such as thou. 

They are the moths and scarabs of a state. 

The bane of Mnpires, and the dregs of courts; 

V^o, to endew themselves to an employment. 

Gate not udiose fame they blast, irtiose life thety radanger; 

And, under a disguised and cobweb mask 
Of love unto thek' sovereign, vomit forth 
nieir own prodigious malice; and pretending 
To the props and oolamns of thw safety. 

The guards unto his person and his peace. 

Disturb it most, w>th their falasb lapwing-cries. 

Iwp. Good I Gnar shall kirow of this, believe it. 
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Jfee. .Onaar doth know it, woK, and to hia knowledge^ 

Ha will, I hopcib reward yoiir baaa endeavoura. 

Prinoea that will but hear, or giva aoceaa 
To auoh officioua apiea, can ne’er be safe: 

'nier taka in poiaon with an open aar. 

And, frea from danger, become alavea to fear. [fMinil. 

SCENE VIl .—An open Space before Ae Palace. 

Enter Ovin. 

Baniah’d the court! Let me be baniah’d life^ 

Since the chief end of life ia there concluded: 

Within the court ia all the kingdom bounded. 

And aa her oaored aphera doth comprehend 
Ten thouaand timea ao much, aa ao much place 
In any part of all the empire elae; 

So every body, moving in her aphere, 

Containa ten thouaand timea aa much in him, 

Aa any other her choice orb exoludea. 

Aa in a circle, a magician then 
La aafe againat the apirit he excitea; 

But, out of it, ia aubjeot to hia rage. 

And loaeth all the virtue of his art: 

So I, exiled the circle of the court, 

Loee all the good gifta that in it I 'joy’d. 

No virtue current ia, but with her atninp. 

And no vice vicioua, blanch’d with her white hand. 

The court’a the abatract of all Rome’a deaert, 

And mv dear Julia the abstract of the court. 

Methinka, now I come near her, I respire 
Some air of that late comfort I received; 

And while the evening, with her modeat veil. 

Gives leave to such poor ahodowa aa myself 
To steal abroad, I, like a heartless ghost. 

Without the living body of my love, 

Will here walk and attend her: for I know 
Not far from hence she is imprisoned. 

And hopes, of her strict guaraian, to bribe 
So much admittance, as to speak to me. 

And cheer my fainting spirits with her breath. 

Julia, [appeara above at her chamber window.] Ovid? my lovet 
Ovid. Here, heavenly Julia. 

JuL Here I and not hen! O, how that word doth play 
With both our fortunes, differing, like ounelvee. 

Both one; and yet divided, as oppoaedi 
I high, thou low: O, this our plight of [dace 
Doubly presents the two lets of oar love. 

Local and cenmoniid height, and lowneos: 

Both ways, I am too high, and thou too hnr. 
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Our rnioda are even yet; O, why diould our bodies. 
That are their slaTea, be so without their rule? 
m Sost myself down to thee; if I die^ 
rU erer live with thee: no height of birth. 

Of place, of duty, or of cruel power. 

Shall keep me from thee; should my father look 
This body up within a tomb of brass. 

Yet rU M with thee. If the forms I hold 
Now in my soul, be made one substanoe with it; 

That soul immortal, and the same *tiB now; 

Death cannot raze the affects she now letaiuoth: 

And ihen, may she be any where she will. 

The souls of parents rule not children's souls. 

When death sets both in their dissolv’d estates; 

Then is no child nor father; then eternity 
Frees all from any temporal respwt. 

I come, my Ovid; take me in thine arms. 

And let me breathe my soul into thy breast. 

Ovid. O stay, my love; the hopes thou dost conceive 
Of thy quick death, and of thy future life. 

Are not authentical. Thou cnoosest death. 

So thou might’st 'joy thy love in the other life: 

But know, my princely love, when thou art dead. 

Thou only must survive in perfect soul; 

And in the soul are no affections. 

We i>our out our affections with our blood. 

And, with our blood’s affections, fade our loves. 

No life hath love in such sweet state as this; 

No essence is so dear to moody sense 

As flesh and blood, whose quintessence is sense. 

Beauty, composed of blood and flesh, moves more. 

And is more plausible to blood and flesh. 

Than spiritud beauty can be to the spirit. 

Such apprehension as we have in dreams. 

When, sleep, the bond of senses, locks them up. 

Such shall we have, when death destroys them quite. 

If love be then thy object, chanoe not life; 
live high and happy still: I stifi below. 

Close with my fortunes, in thy heisht shall joy. 

Jui. Ay me, that virtue, whose orave eagle’s wings. 
With every stroke blow stars in burning heaven. 
Should, like a swallow, pre^ng towards storms. 

Fly close to earth, and with an earor plume. 

Pursue those objects which none use can see, 

But seem to all the world the empty air! 

Thus thou, {xaor Ovid, and all villous men. 

Must prey, nke swallows, on invisiUe food, 

Pursumg flies, or nothing: and thus love. 

And every woridly fanqy, is transposed 
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By worldly tyranny to wb&t plight it Uat. 

O father, ainoe thon gainst ma not n^ mind. 

Strive not to role it; take but what thou gav’ot 

To thy disposure: thy affections 

Rule not in me; 1 must bear all my griefs. 

Let me use all my pleasures; virtuous love 
Was never scandal to a goddess’ state.— 

But he’s inflexible! and, my dear love. 

Thy life may chance be shorten’d by tlie length 
Of my unwuling speeches to depart. 

Farewell, sweet life; though thou be yet exiled 
The officious court, enjoy me amply still: 

My soul, in this my breath, enters thine ears. 

And on this turret’s floor will I lie dead. 

Till we may meet again: In this proud height, 

I kneel beneath thee in my prostrate love. 

And kiss the happy sands that kiss thy feet. 

Great Jove submits a sceptre to a cell. 

And lovers, ere they part, will meet in hell. 

Ovid. Farewell all company, and, if I could. 

All liffht with thee I hell’s shade should hide my brows. 

Till l£.y dear beauty’s beams redeem’d my vows. [CMny 

JvL Ovid, my love; alasl mav we not stay 
A little longer, think’st thou, undiscem’d T 
Ovid. For thine own good, fair goddess, do not stay. 

Who would engage a Armament of fires 
Shining in thee, for me; a falling star? 

Be gone, sweet life-blood; if 1 should discern 
lliyself but touch’d for my sake, I should die. 

JvL 1 will begone, then; and not heaven itself 
Shall draw me back. 

Ovid. Yet, Julia, if thou wilt, 

A little longer stay. 

JuL I am content. 

Ovid. O, mighty Ovidl what the swav of heaven 
Could not retire, my breath hath turned back. 

Jvi. Who shall go first, my lovet my passionate eyes 
Will not endure to see thee turn from me. 

Ovid. If thon go first, my soul will follow tiiee. 

Jvl. Then we must stay. 

Ovid. Ay me, there is no stay 
In amorous pleasures; if both stay, both die. 

I hear thy father; hence, mv deity. IJvUa retimfiam Oi* wkidom. 
Fear fmgirth sounds in my deluded ears; 

1 did not bear him; I am mad with love, 
nure is no spirit under heaven, that works 
With Budi ilniaiim; yet sudi witobcraft kill me, 

Bre a sound mind, without it, save my life! 

Here, oo my knees, I wonh^ the blert place 
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That held my goddeoa; and the loving air. 

That closed her body in his silken arms. 

Vain Ovid I kneel not to the place, nor air; 

She’s in thy heart; rise then, and worship there. 

Ihe truest wisdom silly men can have, 

Is dotage on the follies of their flesh. [ExU. 


ACT V 

SCENE 1 .—An Aparimeni in the Palace. 

Enter Cscsab, MuoaiNAS, Qallus, Tibuixus, Horace, and 
Equites Romani. 

Caea. We, that have conquer’d still, to save the conquer’d. 
And loved to make inflictions fear’d, not felt; 

Grieved to reprove, and joyful to reward; 

More proud of reconcilement than revenge; 

Resume into the late state of our love, 

Worthy Cornelius Oallus, and Tibullus: 

Ton both are gentlemen: and, you, Cornelius, 

A soldier of renown, and the first provost 
That ever let our Roman eagles fly 
On swarthy ^gypt, quarried with her spoils. 

Yet (not to bear cold forms, nor men’s out-terms. 

Without the inward fires, and lives of men) 

You both have virtues sUning through your shapes; 

To shew, your titles are not writ on posts. 

Or hollow statues which the best men ate, 

Without Promethean stuffings reach’d from heaven I 
Sweet poesy’s sacred garland crown your gentry: 

Which is, of all the faculties on earth. 

The most abstract and perfect; if she be 
True-born, and nursed with all the sciencea 
She can so mould Rome, and her monuments. 

Within the liquid marble of her lines. 

That they shall stand fresh and miraculous. 

Even when they mix with innovating dust; 

In her sweet streams shall our brave Roman spirits 
Chose, and svdm after death, with their choice deeds 
Shining on their white shoulders; and therein 
l^idl lyber, and our famous riven fall 
With such attraction, that the ambitious line 
Of the round world shall to her centre shrink. 

To hear their music: and, for these high parts. 

Ceesar shall reverence the Pierian arts. 

Jfeo. Your majesty’s high grace to poeqy. 

Shall stand ’gainst all the auU detractions 
Od leaden souls; who, for the vain aasnmings 
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Of aomek quite worthleae of her aovereign wraetlia. 
Contain her worthiest prophets in contempt. - 
OaL Happy is Rome of all earl’s ol^er states. 

To have so true and great a president. 

For her inferior spirits to imitate. 

As Caesar is; who addeth to the sun 
Influence and lustre; in increasing thus 
His inspirations, kindling fire in us. 

Hor. Phoebus liimsclf shall kneel at Cwsar's shrine^ 
And deck it with bay garlands dew’d with wine. 

To quit the worship Ccesar does to him: 

Where other princes, hoisted to their thrones 
By Fortune’s passion.'ite and disorder’d power. 

Sit in their lioight, like clouds before the sun. 

Hindering his comforts; and, by their excess 
Of cold in virtue, and crcMS heat in vice. 

Thunder and tempest on those learned heads. 

Whom Cesar with such honour doth advance. 

T^. All human business fortune doth command 
Without all order; and with her blind hand, 

Shsb blind, bestows blind gifts, that still have nurst, 
Thw see not who, nor how, but still, the worst. 

dtea. Ceesar, for his rule, and for so much stuff 
As Fortune puts in his band, shall dispose it. 

As if his hand had eyes and soul in it. 

With worth and judgment. Hands, that part with gifts 
Or will restrain tneir use, witiiout desert. 

Or with a misery numb’d to virtue’s right. 

Work, as they had no soul to govern them. 

And quite reject her; severing thmr estates 
From human order. Whosoever can. 

And will not cherish virtue, is no man. 

Enter some of the Equestrian Order. 

Eques. Virgil is now at hand, imperial Ciesar. 

Cces. Rome’s honour is at hand then. Fetch a oh^. 
And set it on our right hand, where ’tis fit 
Rome’s honour and our own should ever sit. 

Now he is come out of Campania, 

I doubt not he hath finish’d dl hJs iSneids. 

Which, like another soul, I long to enjoy. 

What think you three of Virgil, gentlemen, 
l%at are of his profession, thoum rank’d higher; 

Or, Horace, what say’st thou, that art the poore^ 

And likeliest to envy, or to detractT 

Hor. Cnsar speaks after common men in this. 

To make a difference of me for my poorness; 

As if the filth of poverty sunk as deep 
Into a Imowing as the bane 
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Of liohes doth into an ignorant tool. 

No, Omar, th^ be Mthleaa, mooiiah minda 
Ihat being onoe made rotten with the dung 
Of damnea riohea, ever aftv aink 
BenMth tiie atepa of any villainy. 

But knowledm la the neotar that keeps aweet 
A perfect soul, even in this grave of sin; 

And for my soul, it is as free as Ctesar’a, 

For what 1 know is dne I’ll pve to all. 

He that detraota or envka virtuona merit, 

Is still the covetous and the imorant spirit. 

Oat. Themks, Horace, for thy free and wholesome abarpneas. 
Which pleaseth Qeaar more than servile fawns. 

A flatted prince soon turns the prince of fools. 

And for thy soke, we’ll put no dinerenoe more 
Between the great and good for being poor. 

Say then, loved Horace, thy true thought of Virgil 
^ Sor. I judge him of a rectified sjfiriC 
" many relations of discourse, 

E his bright reason’s influence,) refined 

m all the tartwous moods of common men; 

Bearing the nature and similitude 
Of a right heavenly body; most severe 
In fashion and collection of himself; 

And, then, as clear and confident as Jove. 

O^ And yet so chaste and tender is his ear. 

In suffering any syllable to pass, 

Iliat ha tmnka may become the honour’d name 
Of issue to his so examined self. 

That all the lasting fruits of bis full merit, 

In his own poems, ne doth still distaste; 

And if his mind’s piece, which he strove to paint, 

Oonld not with flewy pencils have her right. 

Tib. But to approve nis works of sovereign worth, 

TUs observation, methink% more than serves. 

Ami is not vulgar. Hist which he hath writ 
Is with such judgment labour’d, and distill’d 
Through all the needful uses of our fives. 

That could a man remember but his lines. 

He should not touch at apy serions poin^ 

But he mi{^t breathe his spirit out of him. 

Cess. You mean, he mi^t repeat part of his worki^ 

As fit for any conference he can use t 
Tib. Tnu, royal Onsar. 

Oat. Worthily observed; 

And a most woray virtue in his works. 

What thinks matfm Horace of his levning? 

Her. His learning savours not the Bobcx>l-like ^oss^ 

That most consists in echoing words and termi^ 
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And Monest trins * man an empty name; 

Nor any long or farofetoh’d oirounutanoe 
Wrapp'd in Uie onrioua ganeraltiea of arta; 

But a direot and analytic aum 

Of all the worth and first effects of arts. 

And toe his poeev, 'tie so ramm’d with life. 

That it shall gather strength of life, with being. 

And live hereafter more admired than now. 

Ccu. This one consent in ail your dooms of him. 
And mutual lores of all your several merits. 

Argues a truth of merit In you all.— 

Enter Vniair- 

See, here comes Vir^; we will rise and greet him. 
Welcome to Caesar, Virgil! Ceesar and Virgil 
Shall differ but in sound; to Csesar, Virgil, 

Of his expressed greatness, shall be made 
A second sirname, and to Viral, Ceesar. 

Where are thy famous vGneituT do us grace 
To let us see, and surfeit on their sight. 

Virg. Worthless they are of Caesar’s gracious eyes. 
If they were perfect; much more with their wants. 
Which are yet more than my time could supply. 
And, could groat Cevear's expectation 
Be satisfied with any other service, 

I would not shew them. 

Ccea. Virgil is too modest; 

Or seeks, in vain, to make our longings more: 

Shew' them, sweet Virgil. 

Virg. Then, in such due fear 
As fits presenters of great works to Caesar, 

I humbly shew them. 

Cces. Let us now behold 
A human soul made visible in life; 

And more refulgent in a senseless paper 
Than in the sensual complement of lungs. 

Read, read thyself, dear Virgil; let not me 
Profane one accent with an untnned tonme: 

Best matter, badly shewn, shews worse wan bad. 

See then this chair, of purpose set for thee 
To read thv poem in; refuse it not. 

Virtue, wiwout presumption, place mav take 
Above best Idnn whom only she should make. 

Virg. It will M thought a thing ridiculous 
To {wesent eyes, and to all future times 
A WMB untruth, that any poet, void 
Of ohrth, or wealth, or temporal dignity. 

Should, with decorum, faanaoend Cinenr’a chair. 

Poor virtue raised, hi^ birth and wealth set under. 
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Groaaeth heaven’s oonnee, and makes worldlings wonder. 

Ccu. l%e coarse of heaven, and fate itsell, in this^ 

Will CseaaT oroaa; much more all worldly onstom. 

Hot. Qistom, in oonrae of hononr, ever errs; 

And they are bwt whom fortune least prefers. 

Ccu. Horace hath but more strictly spoke our thoughts. 

The vast rude swinu of general confluence 
Is, in partioalar ends, exempt from sense: 

And therefore reason (which in right should bo 
The special rector of all harmony) 

Shall shew we are a man distinct by it, 

From those, whom custom rapteth in her press. 

Ascend then, Virgil: and where first by chance 
We here have turn’d thy book, do thou first read. 

Virg. Groat Caesar hath his will; I will ascend. 

’Twere simple injury to his free hand. 

That sweeps the cobwebs from unused virtue. 

And makes her shine proportion’d to her worth. 

To be more nice to entertain his grace. 

Than he is choice, and liberal to afford it. 

Ccu. Gentlemen of our chamber, guard the doors. 

And lot none enter; [Exeunt EquUu.'] peace. Begin, good Virgil. 

Virg. Meanwhile the skiu ’gan thunder, and in tail 
(M that, feU povring storms of sleet and hail: 

The Ty^n lords and Trojan youth, each where 
With Venus' Dardane nephew, now, in fear. 

Seek out for several sheltu through the jAain, 

Whilst foods come rolling from the hills amain. 

Dido a cave, the Trojan prince the same 

Lighted upon. Thc^ earth and heaven's great dame. 

That hath the charge of marriage, fret gave sign 
Unto his contract; fire and air did shine. 

As guilty of the match; and from the hill 
The n^phs with ehrUkings do the region fill. 

Here fired began their bane; this day was ground 
Of aU tlieir iUs; for now, nor rumouds sound. 

Nor nice respect of state, movu Dido ought; 

Her love no longer now by stealth is sought: 

She calls this weHoeh, and toith that fair name 
Covers her fault. Forthwith the bruit and fame. 

Through all the greateet Isd^n towns is gone; 

Fame, a fieet evil, than which is swifter none. 

That moving grows, and flying gathers strength; 

Little at first, and fearful; but at length 

She dares attempt the skies, and stalking proud 

Withfoet on ground, her head doA pierce a doud / 

This child, our narent earth, stirVd np with spite 
^aO the gods, arought forth; and, as some write, 
she was last sister of that ^aatif race 
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That Ou^ht to mxtU Jove'a eomrt; rigM moift ofgmXt 
AndMBifterfarofwmg; d numaler vaat, 

And dreadful. Look, how many plumee are placed 
On her huge corps, ao many tvalkHg eyea 
Stick underneath; and, vokich may atranger rise 
In the report, aa many tongues ahe beara, 

Aa many mouths, aa many liatening eara. 

Nightly, in midst of all the heaven, s&e flies. 

And through the earth a dark ahadow ahrieking criea: 

Nor do her eyea once bend to taala aweet aleep; 

By day on topa of houses tde doth keep. 

Or on high towera; and doth thence affright 
Citiea and lowna of moat eonapicuoua site: 

Aa covetous ahe ie of talea and lies, 

Aa prodigal of truth; thia monster — 

Lup. [to»(Atn.] Come, follow me, aasist me, aecond me! Where’s 
the emperor? 

1 Equea. [imfAtn.] Sir, you must pardon us. 

2 Equea. [lottAm.] Oesar is private now; you may not enter. 
Tuc. [loilAtn.] Not enter! Charge them upon their sllegianoe, 

ciopshin. 

1 Equea. [totAtn,] We have a charge to the contrary, sir. 

Lup. I pronounce you all traitors, horrible traitors: 

What! do you know my affairs? I have matter of danger and 
state to impart to Cn«ar. 

Ccea. What noise is there ? who’s that names Ceeaar ? 

Lup. [tciCAm.] A friend to Ceesar. 

One that, for (Vsar’s good, would speak with Crosar. 

Ctea. Who is it? look, Corneliua 
1 Equea. [tciMin.] Asinius Lupua 
Ccea. O, bid the turbulent informer hence; 

We have no vacant ear now, to receive 
Hie unseason’d fruits of his officious tonguo. 

Mee. Yon must avoid him there. 

^p. [usKAm.] I conjure thee, as thou art Coosar, or respectest 
thine own safety, or the safety of the state, Oepsar, hear me, speak 
with me, Ceesar; ’tis no common business I come about, but such, 
as being negiect«l, may concern the life of Cesar. 

Ccea. The life of Cesar! Let him enter. Vitgff, keep thy seat. 
Equitea. [tvi/Atn.] Bear back, there; whither will you? keqp 
back! 

Enter Iajtus, Tuoca, and Liotorsi 

Tne. ^ thv leaver goodman usher: mend thy peruke; so. 

Lup. Lay nold on Horace there; and on Meeenas, h'ot<^ 
Romans, offer no rescue, upon your aU^jiance: read, royal flessr 
[(Koes a paper.] I’ll tickle you. Satyr. 

Tuc. He will. Humours, he will: he will sqnee» you, poet 
pook-fieb 
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Lwp. ru lop yon oS for an unprofitable bnaoh,7oa»tiiioal*BrIet. 
Tiie. Aj, and Epamlnondaa your patron hwav witii hia fiagon 
ohain; oome, resign: Uakes off Meuetuu' chain,] though ’twero wut 

e t giandfathcra, the law has made it mine now, air. Look to 
my pa rty-coloured raaoala; look to him. 

Oeu. What ia thia, Aainiua LupuaT I understand it not 
Lup. Not understand iti A libel, Gaesar; a dangerous, seditious 
libel; a liM in piotura 
CcBS. A libel 1 

Lap. Ay, I found it in this Horace his study, in Meosnas hia 
house, here; I challenge the penalty of the laws against them. 

Tw, Ay, and remember to beg their land betimes; before some 
of these hungry court-hounds scent it out 
Ccea. Shew it to Horace: ask him if he know it 
Lap. Know it I his hand is at it Caesar. 

Oasa. Then ’tis no libel. 

Hot. It is the imperfect body of an emblem, Caesar, I began for 
Meosnas. 

Lup. An emblem 1 right: that’s Greek for a libel Do but mark 
how confident he is. 

Hot. a just man cannot fear, thou foolish tribune; 

Not though the malice of traducing tongues, 
lire open vastneas of a tyrant’s ear. 

The snoseleas rigour of the wrested laws. 

Or the red eyes of strain’d authority. 

Should, in a pc^t meet all to take his life: 

His innocence is armour ’gainst all these. 

Lup. Innooenoel O impudenoel let me see, let me see! Is not 
here an ea^el and is not that ei^e meant by Cnsar, ha? Does 
not Cssar give the eagle T answer me; what sayest thou T 
Tue. Hast thou any evasion, stinkard? 

Lup. Now he’s turn’d dumb. I’ll tickle you. Satyr. 

Hot. Pish: ha, ha I 

Lup. Dost thou pish me? Give me my long sword. 

Bar. Wi& reverence to great Ctesar, worthy Romany 
Observe but this ridiculous oommentor; 
nie soul to my dovice was in this distich: 

Thus oft, the base and ravenous multitude 
Survive^ to share the spoils of fortitude. 


Which in this body I have figured here, 

A vulfore— 

Imp. a vnlturel Ay, now, ’tis a vulture. O abominable! 
moEuittoas! monstronsf has not your vulture a beiAT has it not 
ten and taloiu, and wings, and feathers? 
aW Tonoh him, old buskins. 

Bar. Andtheseforemustitbeaneagle? 

Jfse. Beqteot him not, good Horace: say your device. 

Bar. A vulture and a wmf— 
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L^. A wdf I good: tlwtfi X; I am the wolf: my name’a Impoa; 
I am meant by the wolf.' On, on; a vnlture uid a wolf— 

Hor. Preying upon the oarea e a of an aaa— 

Lup. Anaaal goodatill: that’altoo; I am the aaa. You mean 
me by the am. 

Mee. Prithee^ leave braying then. 

Hor. If you will needs UUce it, I cannot with modesty give it 
from you. 

Mte. But, by that beast, the old Egrotians 
Were wont to figure, in their hierogly^oa, 

Patienoe^ fhigality, and fortitude; 

For none of whion we can suspect you, tribune. 

Casa. Who was it. Lupus, that inform’d you first. 

This should be meant bv usT Or was’t your comment? 

Lup. No, Oresar; a player gave me the first light of it indeed. 

Tue. Ay, an honest aycophant-like slave, and a politician besides 

Cma. I^ere is that player ? 

Tuc. He is without here. 

Ceea. Gall him in. 

Tuc. Call in the player there: maater iBsop, call him. 

Equitea. [tiuM»ii.j Player I where is the player T bear back: none 
but the player enter. 

Enter Maor.foUoioed by Cbispimvs and Dbhetbius. 

Tve. Yes, this gentleman and his Achates must. 

Cria. Pray you, master usher:—we’ll stand close, here. 

Tue. ”Eis a rentleman of quality, this; though he be somewhat 
out of clothes, I tell ye.—Gome, hast a bav-leaf in thy mouth T 

Well stud; be not out, stinkaid. 'Thou dialt have a monopoly of 
playing confirm’d to thee, and thy covey, under the emperor’a 
broad seal, for this service. 

Ctea. Is this he? 

Lup. Ay, Ceesar, this is he. 

Casa. Lrt him be whipped. Ldetora, go take him hence. 

And, Lupus, for your fierce credulity. 

One fit him with a pair of larger ears: 

’1^ Gasear’s doom, and must not be revrficed. 

We hate to have our court and peace disturb’d 
With these quotidian clamours. See it done. 

Lup. OBsar! [Exeunt acme of the Lietora, with Lupua and dSassp 

Ccaa. Gag him, [that] we may have his silence. 

Virg. Owsar ham done like Cbsu. Fair and just 
Is his award, against these brainleas creatures. 

’Ha not the whrdesome sharp morality. 

Or modest anger of a satiric spirit, 

Hiat harts or wounds the bmfy of the state; 

But the ainistwr application 

Of the malieionB, igrxxant, and boee 

interpreter; who will distort^ and strain 
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The goienl scope and purpose of an author 
To hu partioular and private spleen. 

Cau. We know it, our dear Virgil, and esteem it 
A most dishonest praotioe in that man. 

Will seem too witty in another’s work. 

\^at would Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullus t {They whuptr Cceaar, 
Tva. {(o Meccenas.] Nay, but as thou art a man, dost hear I a 
man of worship and honourable: hold, here, take thy chain again. 
Resume, mad Mecotnas. What I dost thou think 1 meant to ^ve 
kept it, old boy 7 no: I did it but to fright thee, I, to try how . 
thou would’st take it What I will I turn shark upon friends, or 
my friends’friends? I scorn it with my three souls. Come, I love 
bmly Horace as well as thou dost 1: ’tis an honest hierodyphic. 
Give me thy wrist. Helicon. Dost thou think I’ll second o'er a 
rhinoceros of them all, against thee, ha 7 or thy noble Hippoorene, 
hwe? m turn stager first, and be whipt too: dost thou see^ bully? 

OcBS. You have your will of Ceesar: use it, Romans. 

Vir^ shall be your pimtor: and ourself 
WiO here sit by, spectator of your sports; 

And think it no impeach of royalty. 

Our ear is now too much profaned, grave Maro, 

With those distastes, to t^e thy sacred lines; 

Put up thy book, till both the time and we 
Be fitted with more hallow’d oiroumstanoe 
For the receiving of so divine a work. 

Proceed with your design. 

JIfee. Oal. Tib. Thai&s to great Catsar. 

OaL Tibullus, draw you the indictment then, whilst Horace 
vieste them on the statute of Calumny. Mecsenas and I will take 
our places here. Lictors, assist him. 

/lor. I am the worst accuser under heaven. 

Oal. Tut, you must do it; ’twill be noble mirth. 
ffor. I take no knowledge that they do malign m& 

Tib, but the world takes knowledge. 

Hot. Would the world knew 
How heartily I wish a fool should hate me! 

Tuc. Body of Jupiter I whatl will they arraign my brisk Poetaster 
and his poor journeyman, ha? Would 1 were abroad akeldering for 
a drachm, so I were out of this labyrinth again I I do feel myself 
torn stinkard alreadv: but I must set the best face I have upon’t 
now. {Aside .}—^Well said, my divine, deft Horace, bring the 
^dtoreeon detracting slaves to uie bar, do; make them hold up their 
spread goUs; I’ll give in evidence for thee, if thou wilt. Take 
eoun^ Grispinus; would thy man had a clean bandl 
Crie. What must we do, captain? 

Toe, Thou shalt see anon: do not make division with thy legs so. 
Ctee. Whafs he, Horace? 

Hot. I only know him for a motion, Gnaar. 

Toe. I am one of thy commanders, Cbsar; a man of service and 

t 
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ution: ’mj amaam is Pantilius Tnoos; I have served in thy wnn 
against BCim Antony, I. 

Ceet. Do you know him, OomdiusT 

OaL He*s one that hath had.the miutering, or convoy of a com¬ 
pany now and then: I never noted him by any other employment. 

Gets. We will observe him better. 

Tib. Idctor, proclaim silence in the court 

Liet. In the name of Caesar, silence I 

Tib. Let the parties, the accuser and the accused, present them¬ 
selves. 

Liet. The accuser and the aeoused, present yourselves in court 

Grit. Dem. Here. 

Virg. Read the indictment 

Tib. Rufua Laberiua Crispinua, and Demetrina Fanniva, hold up 
your handa. You are, before thia lime, jointly and aeveraUy indirled, 
and here preaentty to be arraigned upon the atatiUe of calumny, or Lex 
Remmia, the one by the name of Rtifna Lalteriua Criapinua, aliaa 
Gri-apinaa, poetaster and plagiary; the other by the name of Demetriua 
Fanniua, jday-dreaaer and jdagiary. That you {not having the fear 
of Phaebua, or hia shafts, before your eyes) contrary to the peace of 
our liege lord, Auguslua Geesar, hia crown and dignity, and against 
the form of a statute, in that case made and provided, have moat 
ignorantly, fooliahly, and, more like ipmraelvea, maliciously, gone 
about to deprave, and calumniate the person and writings of ^intua 
Horatius Ftaecus, here present, poet, and priest to the Muaea; and to 
that end have mutually conspired and plotted, at sundry times, as by 
several means, and in sundry plaeea, for the better accomplishing your 
base and envious purpose; taxing him falsely, of self-love, arrogan^, 
impudence, railing, filching by translation, etc. Of all which calumnies, 
and every of them, in manner and form aforesaid; what answer you f 
Are you guilty, or not guilty f 

Tue. Not guilty, say. 

Gris. Dem. Not guilty. 

Tib. How will you be tried t 

Tue. By the Roman Gods, and tlie noblest Romans. 

[Aside to Grispinua. 

Gris. Dem. By the Roman gods, and the noblest Romans. 

Virg. Hwe site Meosnas, and Ccmelias Gallus, are you contented 
to be tried by these? 

Tue. Ay, so the noble captain may be joined with them in com¬ 
mission, say. [Aside. 

Gris. Dem. Ay, so the noble captain may be Joined with them 
in commission. 

Virg. What aayn the plaintiff? 

Bor. I am content 

Virg. Captain, then take your place. 

Tub. Afai% my worshipful pnstor! 'tis more of thy gendeness 
than of my deserving, I wnsse. But stnee it hath fdeasisd the court 
to moke chedoe of my wisdom and gravity, oorns,. my calumnious 
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rarieta; lot's hour you talk for yoniseives, now, an hour or two. 
What can yon say? Make a noise. Act, acti 

Virg. Stay, turn, and take an oath first. You tkall noear. 

By Ihunder-darHng Jove, the teiiu ofgodt. 

And by the yemue of Augushu Cceaar; 

By your own white and uneorrupted aoula. 

And the deep reverence of our Roman juatiee; 

To nidge thie ease, with truth and equity: 

At bound by your religion, and your laws. 

Now read the OTidonoe: but first demand 

Of either prisoner, if that writ be theirs. [Oivea him two papere, 
Tib. Shew this unto Crispiniis. Is it yours T 
Tue. Say, ay. [i4«ufe.}^What! dost thou stand upon it, pimp? 
Do hot deny thine own Hinerra, Uiy Pallas, the issue of thy brain. 
Cria. Yes it is mine. 

Tib. Shew that unto Demetrius. Is it yours? 

Dem. It is. 

T'ue. There’s a father will not deny his own bastard now, 1 
warrant thee. 

Virg. Read them aloud. 

Tib. Ramp up my geniua, be not retrograde; 

But boldly nominate a apade a apade 
What, ahM thy Ivbrical and glibbery muae 
Live, aa ahe teere defunct, like punk in atewa / 

Tue. Excellent! 

Alaa / fAol loere no modem consequence. 

To have eothumal buakina frighted hence. 

No, teach thy Incubus to poetise; 

And throw abroad thy apurioua anotteriea. 

Upon that puft-up lump of balmy froth, 

Tuc. Ah, Ah! 

Or clumsy thiUdain'd judgment; that with oath 

Magnifiades hia merit; and bespawls 

The eonaeioua time, with humorous foam and brawla. 

As if hia organona of aenae would erode 
The ainawa of my patience. Break his back, 

Onoets aU and some t for now we Hat 
Of strenuous vengeance to clutch the fist. Caisnims. 

Tue. Ay, many, this was written like a Hercules in poetzy, now. 
Oeta. EzoellenUy well threaten’d I 
Ftry. And aa strangely worded, Cesar. 

Oats. We obserre it. 

Virg. The other now. 

Too. lldB is a feUow of a good prodigal tongue too, this will do 
welL 

Tib. Our Muae is in mind fir tK untruaaing a poet; 
i dNpby hda name, fir most men do know it; 

A e n tie , that aB the world baaeumbera 
WilA lalirieal humours and lyrical numbers: 
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Tue. Art thoa there, boy T 
And for ike moat part, kimadf doth advance 
With much adf-love, and more arrogance. 

Tue. Giood again! 

And, hut duU I would not be thought a prater, 

I could telt you he were a translator. 

I know the authors from whence he has stole. 

And could trace him too, but that I understand them not full and whole. 

Tuc. That line is broke loose from all his fellows: chain him up 
shorter, do. 

The best note I can give you to know him by. 

Is, that he kee,ps gallants company; 

Whom I could wish, in time should him fear. 

Led after they buy rejKntance too dear. De.me. Fannius. 

Tue. Well said I This carries pnim with it. 

Hot. And why, thou motley gull, wliy should they foarT 
When hast thou known us wrong or tax a fnend ? 

I dare thy malice to betray it. Speak. 

Now thou curl’st up, thou pour and nasty snake. 

And shrink’st thy poisonous head into thy bosom: 

Out, viper! thou that cat’st thy parents, hence! 

Kather, such speckled creatures, as thyself. 

Should be eschew’d, and shunn’d; such as will liifo 
And gnaw their absent friends, not cure their fame; 

Catch at the loosest laughters, and alTcct 
To be thought jesters; such as can devise 
Things never seen, or head, t’iiiifmir men's names. 

And gratify their credulous lulvcrsarics; 

Will carry tales, do basest oiheos. 

Cherish divided fires, and still encrease 
New flames, out of old embers; will reveal 
Each secret that’s committed to their trust: 

Ihese be black slaves; Romans, take heed of these 
Tuc. Thou twung’st right, little Horace; they be indeed a coiijile 
of ohap'fall’n curs. Come, we of the bench, let’s rise to the urn, 
and condemn them quickly. 

Virg. Before you go together, worthy Romans, 

We are to tender our opinion; 

And give you those instructions, that may add 
Unto your even judgment in the cause: 

Which thus we do commence. First, you roust know. 

That where there is a true and perfect merit. 

There can be no dejection; and the acorn 
Of humble baseness, oftentimes so works 
In a high soul, upon the g ross er spirit. 

That to his bleaiM and offended sense, 

There seems a hideous fault blazed in the object; 

When only the disease is in his qyea. 

Hece>hence it comes our Horaoe now stands tax’d 
L<*J 
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And reed and love, prove and applaud my poenu; 

I vould not nish but auoh oa you should spite them. 

Ori». O—I 

Tib. How now, Crispinns? 

Cris. O, I am sick—I 

Hot. a boson, a bason, quickly; our phjrsio works. Faint not, 
man. 

Oris. O- retrograde - T eevpmcal - incubus. 

Cos. What’s that, Horace? 

Hor. Betrograde, reciprocal, and incubus, are come up. 

Gfal. Thanks be to Jupiter I 

Cris. 0-~—-glU)bery—~-lubrieal - defunct —O—! 

Hor. Well said; here’s some store. 

Virg. What are they? 

Hor. Olibberg, IvbriM, and defunct. 

OaL O, they came up easy. 

Tib. What’s that? 

Hor. Nothing yet 
Cris. Mognijuiate — 

Meo. Magnificate / That came up somewhat hard. 

Hor. Ay. What cheer, Crispinus? 

Cris. OI I shall oast up my- spurious - sTuMeries — 

Hor. Good. Amin. 

Cris. ChiMain'd - O - O - dumsie — 

Hor. 'niat dumsie stuck terribly. 

Jfec. What’s all that Horace? 

Hor. Spurious, snotteries, chilblain'd, dumsie. 

Tib. O Jupiter 1 

Ool. Who would have thought there should have been such a deal 
of filth in a poet? 

Cris. O— —balmy froth — 

Cess. What’s that? 

CA. — Puffie—inflate - turgidous - ventosity. 

Hor. Barmy, froth, puffie, inflate, turgidous, and ventosity are come 
up. 

Tib. O terrible windy words. 

Qal. A sign of a windy brain. 

Cris. O—Matrant - furibund - fatuate - strenuous— 

Hor. Here’s a deal: oblatrant, furibund, fituate, strenuous. 

Cess, Now all’s come up, I trow. What a tumult he hod in his 
beUy? 

Hor. No, thwe’s the often conscious damp behind stilL 

Otii9, O - conscious - damp. 

It is come up, thanks to Apollo and .^soulaiHus: yet there’s 
anSUmr; you were tot take a pill more. 

Otis. O, no; O — 0——O——0-01 

Hor. Powe yourself then a little with your finger. 

- Cris. O-O——prorwnped. 
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Tib. 'Pnrumped / What a noiaa it madel as if his spirit would 
have proruxnpt with it, 

OWa O-O- 01 

Virg. Help him, it stioka strangely, whatever it is. 

Cm. 0——cliUdU. 

Hot. Now it is come; cluieki. 

Oes. Clutchtl it is well that’s come up; it had but a narrow 
passage. 

Cria. O—1 

Virg. Again I hold him, hold his head there. 

Cris. Snarling guata - quaking cuatard. 

Hot. How now, C^pinusT 

Cm O- obakapefaet. 

Tib. Nay, that are all we, I ansure you. 

Hot. How do you feel yourself T 

Cria. i*retty and well, I thank you. 

Virg. These pills can but restore him for a time. 

Not cure him quite of such a malady. 

Caught by so many surfeits, which have fill’d 
His nlood and brain thus full of crudities: 

”ns necessary therefore he observe 
A strict and wholesome diet. Look you take 
Each morning of old Cato’s principles 
A good draught next your heart; that walk upon, 

TiU it be weU digested: then oome home. 

And taste a piece of Terence, suck his phrase 
Instead of liquorice; and, at any hand. 

Shun Plautiu and old Ennius: they are meats 
Too harsh for a weak stomach. Use to read 
(But not without a tutor) the best Greeks, 

As Orpheus, Musseus, Pindnrus, 

Hesiod, Callimachus, and Theocrite, 

High Homer; but beware of Lycophron, 

He is too dark and dangerous a di^. 

You must not hunt for wild outlandish terms. 

To stuff out a peculiar dialect; 

But let your matter run before your words 
And if at any time you chance to meet 
Some Gallo-Belgio phrase, you shall not straight 
Rack your poor vase to give it entertainment. 

But let it pM; and do not think yourself 
Much damnified, if you do leave it out. 

When nor your uncuntanding, nor the sense 
Could well receive it. This fair abstinence. 

In time^ will render you more sound and clear; 

And this have I presoribed to you, in place 
Of a strict aentence; whkh till he pwrorm. 

Attire him in that robe. And henceforth team 
To bear 3 ronrBelf mors humbly; not to swell. 
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Or breftthe yonr insolent and idle spite 
On him whose laughter can your wont aflEright. 

Tib. Take him away. 

Cria. Jupiter guard Cessarl 

Virg. And for a week or two see him lock’d up 
In some dark place, removed from company; 

He will talk idly bIm aftm his physic. 

Now to you, sir. [to Denutniu.'] The extremity of law 
Awards you to be branded in the front, 

For this your calumny: but since it pleaseth 
Horace, the party wrong’d, t’ intreat of Caesar 
A mit^tion of that juster doom. 

With Ceesar’s tongue thus we pronounce your sentence. 

Demetrius Fannius, thou shaft here put on 
That coat and cap, and henceforth think thyself 
No other than they make thee; vow to wear them 
In every fair and generous assembly. 

Till the best sort of minds shall take to knowledge 
As well thy satisfaction, as thy wrongs. 

Ear. Omy, grave praetor, here, in open court, 

1 crave the oath for good behaviour 
May be administer’d unto them both. 

Virg. Horace, it shall: Tibullus, give it them. 

Tib. Rufus IMerius Crispinus, and Demetrius Fannius, lay your 
hands on your hearts. You dtall here solemnly attest and swear, Aat 
never, after this instant, either at hooksetterd slaUs, in taverns, two¬ 
penny rooms, tyring-houaes, noblemen's butteries, puisnis chambers, 
{the best and farthest places where you are admitted to come,) you tdtdtt 
once offer or dare {thereby to endear yourself the more to any player, 
enghle, or guilty gull in your company) to traduce, or detract 

the person or uritings of Quintus Horatius Flaccua, or any other 
eminent men, transcending you in merit, whom your envy shall find 
cause to work upon, either for that, or for keeptng himself in better 
aeqmintance, or enjoying better friends; or if, transported by any 
sudden and desperate resMutian, you do, that then you shaU not under 
the batoon, or in the nesd presence, being an honourable assembly of 
his favourers, be brought as voluntary gentlemen to undertake the for- 
swearing of Nes^er shall you, at any time, ambitiously affecting 
the title of the Untrusaers or WtUppers of the age, suffer the itch of 
writing to over-run your performance in libd, upon pain of being 
taken up for lepers in wit, and, losing both your time and your papers, 
be irrecoverably forfeited to the hospital of fools. So help you our 
Roman gods and the Genius of great Cteaar. 

Virg. Sol now dissolve the court. 

Tib. Gal. Mec. And thanks to Caesar, 

That thus hath exercised his patience. 

Cos. We have, indeed, you worthiest friends of Caesar. 

It is the bane amd torment of our ears, 

. To hear the discords of those jangling rhymers. 
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niAt with their bad aod aoaiidaloiia {vaotioes 
Bring all true arte and learning in contempt 
Bat let not your hi^ thoughta deaoend ao low 
Aa these despised objects; let them fall. 

With their flat grovelling souls: be you youraelves; 

And as with our best favours you stand crown’d. 

So let your mutual loves be stW renown’d. 

Envy will dwell where there is want of merit. 

Though Uie deserving man should crack his spirit. 

Blush, folly, blush; hero’s none that fears 
The wagging of an ass’s ears, 

Althou^ a wolfish case he wears. 

Detraction is but baseness’ varlot; 

And apes ate apes, though clothed in scarlot. [Exeunt. 

Bumpatur, quisquis rumpitur invidifi. 

•• Here, reader. In place of the epilogue, w.is meant to thee an sptdogy 
from the author, with his reasons for the publishing of this book: but, 
rince he is no less restrained, than thou deprived of it by authority, he 
prasrs thee to think charitably of what thou hast read, tiU thou mayest 
near him speak what he hath written.” 


HORACE AND TREBATIUS. 

A Dialoovb. 

SaL 1. Lib. 2. 

Hot. There are to whom I seem excessive sour. 
And past a satire’s law t’ extend my power: 

Others, ^at think whatever I have writ 
Wants pith and matter to eternise it; 

And that they could, in one day’s lig^t^ disclose 
A thousand verses, such as I compose. 

What shall I do, TrebatiusT say. 

Trdt. Surcease. 

Eor. And shall my muse admit no more increaseT 
Trefr. So 1 advise. 

Hot, An ill death let me die^ 

If ’twera not best; but sleep avoids mine ejre. 

And I use these, Imt nights should tedious sMm. 

2Ve6. Bather, contend to sleep, and Uve like them. 
That, holding goldm deep in special price, 

Rubb’d with sweet oils, swim ^ver ^ber thrice. 
And evesy even with neat wine steepM be: 

Or, if soon love of writing ravish tii^ 

Thm dare to sing unconquer’d Gnsar's deeds; 

Who cheers such actions with abundant meeds. 

Hot. ’That, father, I desire; but, when I try. 
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I feel defccte in Bveecy faouKy: 

Nor ie't e labour fit for evoy pen. 

To paint the honid troopa of armed men^ 

The lanoee burst, in Gallia’s slaughter’d forces; 

Or wounded PaiiMans, tumbled from their horses: 

Great OBeaar’s wars oonnot be fought with words. 

TrtA. Yet, what his virtue in his peace affords. 

His fortitude and justice thou canst shew 
As wise Luoilius honour’d Soipio. 

Nor. Of that, my powers shall suffer no neglect, 

When such slight labours may aspire respect: 

But, if I watch not a most chosen time. 

The humble words of Flaccus cannot climb 
Th’ attentive ear of Ctesor; nor must I 
With less observance shun gross flattery: 

For he, reposed safe in his own merit. 

Spurns back the gloses of a fawning spirit. 

Trd». But how much better would such accents sound 
Than with a sad and serious verse to wound 
Pantolabus, railing in his saucy jests. 

Or Nomentanus spent in riotous feasts 7 
fn satires, each man, though untouch’d, complains 
As he were hurt; and hates such biting strains. 

Nor, What sh^l I do 7 Milonius shakes his heels 
In ceaseless dances, when his brain once feels 
l%e Stirling fervour of the wine ascend; 

And that his eyes false numbers apprehend. 

Castor his horse, Pollux loves handy-fights; 

A thousand heads, a thousand choice delights. 

My pleasure is in feet my words to close. 

As, tmth our better, old Luoilius does: 

He, as his trusty friends, his books did trust 
With all his secrets; nor, in things unjust, 
actions lawful, ran to other men: 

So that the old man’s life described, was seen 
As in a votive table in bis lines: 

And to his steps my genius inclines; 

Luoanian, or Apulian, 1 know not whether. 

For the Venusian colony ploughs either; 

Bent thither, when the koines were forced thence. 

As old Fame sings, to give the place defence 
’Gainst such as, seeing it enmty, might make rood 
UjMn the empire; or there fix abode: 

Tl^ether ^e Apulian borderer it were. 

Or the Luoanian violence they fear.— 

But my style no living man shall touch. 

If first I be not forced by base reproach; 

But like a sheathed sword it shall defend 
¥jr innocent life; for why should I contend 
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To draw it out^ when no malioions thief 
Robe my good name, tiie traaenre of my life? 

O Jupiter, let it with rust be eaten. 

Before it touch, or insolently threaten 
The life of any with the least disease; 

So much I love, and woo a general peace. 

But, he that wrongs me. better, I proclaim. 

He never had assay’d to touch my fame. 

For he shtdl weep, and walk with every tongue 
TIuoughout the city, infamously sung. 

Servius the praotor threats the faws, and urn. 

If any at his deeds repine or spurn; 

The witch Canidia, that Albutius gut, 

Denounceth witchcraft, where she loveth not; 

Thurius the judge, doth thunder worlds of ill. 

To such as strive with his Judicial will. 

All men affright their foes in what they may. 

Nature commands it, and men must obey. 

Observe with mo: The wolf his tooth doth use. 

The bull his horn; and who doth this infuse. 

But nature T There’s luxurious Scseva; trust 
His long-lived mother with him; his so just 
And scrupulous right-hand no mischief will; 

No more than with his heel a wolf will kill. 

Or ox with jaw: marry, let him alone 
With temper'd poison to remove the croan. 

But briefly, if to Me 1 dmtined be. 

Or that quick deam’s block wings environ me; 

If rich, or poor; at R(ime; or fate command 
I shall be banished to some other land; 

What hue soever my whole state shall bear, 

I will write satires still, in spite of fear. 

Treft. Horace, I fear thou draw’st no lasting breath; 
And that some great man’s friend will be thy death. 

Hot. What I when the man that first did satirise 
Durst pull the skin over the ears of vice. 

And make who stood in outward fashion clear. 

Give place, as foul within; shall I forbear? 

Did Lcelius, or Uie man so groat with feme, 

That from sack’d Carthage fetch’d his worthy name. 
Storm that Lucilius did MeteUus pierce. 

Or bury Lupus quick in famous verse? 

Rulers and subjects, by whole tribes ho checkt. 

But virtue and her friends did still protect: 

And when from sig^t, or from the judgment-seat. 

The virtuous Scipio and wise Lwlius met. 

Unbraced, with him in all light sports tlicy shared. 

Till their most frugal sappers w«e prepaid. 

Whate’er I am, though both for wqutfa and wit 
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Beneatii Laoilina I am pleaaed to ait; 

Yet Envy, spite of her empoiaon’d breast. 

Shall aav, I uved in grace nere with the Imt; 

And seeking in weak trash to make her wound. 

Shall find me solid, and her teetJi unsound: 

’Less leam’d 'nnbatius’ censure disagree. 

TrA, No, Horace, I of force must yield to thee; 

Only take heed, as being advised by me. 

Lest thou incur some danger: better pause. 

Than rue th^ ignorance of the sacred laws; 

There’s justice, and great action may be sued 
’Gainst such as wrong men’s fames with verses lewd. 

Bor. Ay, with lewd verses, such as libels be. 

And aim’d at persona of good quality: 

I reverence and adore-that just decree. 

But if they shall be sharp, yet modest rhymes. 

That spare men’s persons, and but tax their crimes. 

Such snail in open court find current pass. 

Were Caesar judge, and with the maker’s grace. 

TrA. Nay, I’ll add more; if thou thyself, being clear. 

Shall tax in person a man fit to bear 
Shame and reproach, his suit shall quickly be 
Dissolved in laughter, and thou thence set free. 

TO THE RZADBR 

If, by looking on what Is past, thou hast deserved that name, I am 
grilling thou should’st yet know more, by that which follows, an Afolo- 
OSTiCAL Oialogub; which was only once spoken upon the stage, and all 
the answer I ever gave to sundry impotent libels then cast out (and some 
yet remaining) against me, and this play. Wherein I take no pleasure 
to revive the times; but that posterity may make a difference between 
their manners that provoked me then, and niloe that neglected them ever. 
For, in these strifes, and on such persons, were as wretched to affect a 
victory, as it is unhappy to be committed with them. 

Non annorum canities est laudanda, ted mocum. 

SCENE, The Author’s Lodgings. 

ErUer Nasutus and Polyposus. 

Nas. 1 pray you, lefs go see him, how he looks 
After Hhese libels. 

Pol. O vex’d, vex'd, 1 warrant you. 

Nas. Do you think sot I shmdd he sorry for him, 
IflfoundthoL 

PoL O, they are sueh hitter things. 

Be eannol ehoose. 

Nas. But, is he guilty ef them t 
Pol. Fuk/ Aafs no matter. 

Naa. No/ 

FoL No. Bards his lodging. 
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W^U Meat upon him: or kfa Ualen,' Map. 

He haa a humour oft to taOc f himadf. 

Naa. Th^ are your mannera lead me. not mine own. 
['niCQ^oomefoiSrard; the aoene opena, and diaeoveia the 
Aothor in his study. 

Auh Thefatea have not apun him the ooaraeM thread. 

That {free from knota of perturhation) 

Doth yet ao live, although but to him^f, 

Aa he can aafely acorn the tonguea of mivra. 

And neglect fortune, more than ahe can him. 

It ia the happieM thing this, not to be 
Within the reach of malice; it providea 
A man ao well, to laugh off injurUa; 

And never aenda him farther for hia vengeance. 

Than the vex'd boaom of hia enemy. 

I, now, but thinJk how poor their apite aeta off. 

Who, after all their waate of aulphuroua terma. 

And burM-out thunder of their charge moutha. 

Have nothing left but the unaavoury amoke 
Of their black vomit, to upbraid themadvea: 

WhdM I, at whom they alwt, ait here ahotfree. 

And aa unhurt of envy, aa unhit. 

[Pol. and Nas. discover thenuclvea. 
Pol. Ay, but the multitude they think not ao, air; 

They think you hit, and hurt: and dare give out. 

Tour ailence arguea it «» nol rejoining 
To thia or that late libeL 
Aut. 'Laa, good rout / 

I can afford dtem leave to err ao Mill; 

And like the barking Mudenta of Beara-college, 

To awallow up the garbage of me time 
With greedy guUeta, whilM myaelf ait by, 

Pleaaed, and yet tortured, with their beastly feeding. 

'Tia a aweet madneaa rune along toith them. 

To think, aU that are aim’d at Mill are Mruck: 

Then, where the ahaft Mdl lighta, make that the mark: 

And ao each fear ter fever-ahaken fool 
May challenge Teu^a hand in archery. 

Good troth, tf I knew any man ao vile. 

To act the Crimea these Whippera reprehend. 

Or wh/U their servile apea geMiculate, 

I Mwndd not then much muse their ahreda were liked;^ 

Since HI men have a lust f hear otherd sine, 

AM good men have a teal to hear ain ahamed. 

But when H ia all exeremeiU th^ vent. 

Base filth and offal; or thefts, notable 
Aa oeean-piraciea, or highway-Manda; 

And not a crime there taadd, but ia their own. 

Or vhat their own ford thoughts auggeated to them; 
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And that, in dU their heat of taxing other*. 

Not one of them hut Uvea hxmadf, if known, 

Improbior aatiroia soribente cinitedo. 

What ahovJd I eay more, than turn atone unth wonder t 
Naa. / never aaw this play bred all thie tumult; 
What woe there in it could eo deeply offend. 

And stir eo many homete f 
Atit. Shan I tell you t 
Nas. Yea, and ingenuoualy. 

Aut, Then, by the hope 
Which I prefer unto all other obyecte, 

I eon profeaa, J never writ that piece 
More innocent or empty of offence. 

Some aalt it had, but neither tooth nor gall. 

Nor waa there in it any eircufnatanee 
Which, in the aetting doum, I could auapecl 
Might be perverted by an enemy'a tongue; 

Only it had the fault to be calTd mine; 

That waa the crime. 

Pol. No / why, they aay you tax'd 
The law and lawyera, oajdaina and the playera. 

By their particular namea. 

Autk It ia not ao. 

I uaed no name. My booka have atiU been taught 
To apare the peraona, and to apeak the vicea. 

Theae are mere alandera, and enforced by auch 
Aa have no aafer waya to men'a diagracea. 

But their own liea and loaa of honeaty: 

FeUotoa of pnuUiaed and moat laxative tonguea, 

Whoae etnpfy and eager belliea, in tite year. 

Compel their braina to many deaperate ahifta, 

(/ apare to name them, for their wreUhedneaa 
Fury itaelf toould pardon). Theae, or auch. 

Whether of malice, or of ignorance. 

Or itch t' have me their adveraary, I know not. 

Or aU theae mixt; btd aure J am, three yeara 
They did provoke me with their pe^lant etylea 
On every atage; and / at laat unwilling. 

But weary, I confeaa, of ao much trouble. 

Thought I tocndd try if ahame could win upon 'em; 

And therefore choae Auguatua Ceeaar’a timea, 

ITAen wit and arta were at their height in Rome, 

To Aew that Virgil, Horace, and the reat 
thoae great maaler-apirita, did not want 
DOtraetora then, or pradicera againal them: 

And by thia line, although no parallel, 

I hoped at laat Oxeu would ait down and bluah; 

But nothing I could find more cotUrary. 

And thofigh the impudence offiiea be great. 
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TH Aftt hath ao provok’d the angry waepa, 

Ort tuyou mid, of next neat, the hornets. 

That they fly brazing, mad, about my nostrils. 

And, like so many screaming grase^ppers 
Held by the wings, fitt every ear with noise. 

And imat f those former calumnies you mention'd. 

First, of the law: indeed I brought in Ovid 
Chid by his angry father for neglecting 
The study of their laics fir poetry: 

And / am warranted by his own loords: 

Sfepe pater dixit, studium quid inuUIo tcntas ? 

Maeoaides nulloa ipae reliquit oik'.s. 

And in far harsher terms elsewhere, as these: 

Non me Tcrbonaa legea ediscero. non mo 
Ingrato voces prostituiaae foro. 

But how this should relate unto our laws. 

Or the just ministers, with least abuse, 

/ retwrence both loo much to understand/ 

Then, for the captain, I will only speak 
An epigram 7 here have made: it is 
Unto trvn Soldtebs. 7'hat’s the lemma: mark it. 
Strength of my country, whilst I bring to viow 
Su(!h as are mis-call’d captains, and wrong 3 'ou, 

And your high names; I do desire, that thence. 

Be nor put on you, nor you take ofTcnce: 

I BU'ear by your true friend, my muse, I love 
Your great profeaaon which I once did prove; 

And did not shame it with my actions tiicn. 

No more than 1 dare now do with my pen. 

He that not trusts me, having vow’d thus much, 

But’s angry for the captain, still: is such. 

Now for the players, it is true, I tax’d them. 

And yet but some; and those so sparingly. 

As ail the rest might have sat still unqueHion’d, 

Had they but had the wit or conscience 
To think well of themselves. But impotent, they 
Thought each man’s vice belong'd to their whole tribe; 

And much good do’t them / What they have done 'yainst me, 
I am not moved with: if it gave them meat. 

Or got them dothes, 'tie well; that was their end. 

Only amongst them, I am sorry for 
Some better natures, by the rest so drawn. 

To run in that vile line. 

Pol. And is this aU / 

Will you not answer then the libels f 
Ant. No. 

Pol. Nor the Untruaaers f 
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Aut. Neither. 

Pol. y’ore undone then, 

Aut. With uhom t 
Pol. ThevxjrUL 
Autw The bawd / 

PoL It will be taken 
To be etupidity or tamenesa in you. 

Aut. But they that have incenaed me, can in aoul 
Acquit me of Outt guilt. They know I dare 
To apum or baffe them, or aquirt lAetr eyea 
With ink or urine; or I could do worae. 

Arm'd with ArchiJochua' fury, wrUe lamhica. 

Should make the deaperate laahera hang themadvea; 

Bhime them to death, aa they do Iriah rata 
In drumming tunea. Or, living, I could alamp 
Their foreheada with thoae deep and public brands, 

ThtU the lohole company of barber-aurgeona 
Should not take off toiOt cUl their art and plaatera. 

And theae myprinta ahould last, atill to 6e read 
In their pale fronts; uhen, what they write ’gainst me 
Shall, like a figure drawn in water, fleet. 

And the poor wrecked papers be employed 
To clothe tobacco, or aome cheaper drug: 

This I oould do, and make them infamoua. 

But, to what end t when their own deeds have mark'd ’em; 
And that I know, within hia guilty breast 
Each slanderer bears a whip that ahall torment him 
Worse than a million of these temporal plaguea: 

Which to pursue, were but a feminine humour. 

And far beneath the dignity of man. 

Nas. 'Tie true; for to revenge their injuries. 

Were to oonfeaa you felt them. Let them go. 

And use the treasure of the foci, their tongues. 

Who makes hia gain, by speaking worst of best. 

Pol. O, but they lay particular impUtationa — 

Aut. Aa tdhat f 

Pol. That aU your writing is mere railing. 

Aut. Haf 

If all the salt in the old comedy 
Should be so censured, or the sharper wit 
W the bold satire termed scolding rage. 

What age could then Compaq with those for buffoons f 
What tSutuld be said of Ariatophanea, 

Persiua, or Juvenal, whose names we now 
So glorify in schools, at least pretend it f— 

Have th^ no other t 

PoL Yea; they say you are Mow, 

And scarce bring fam a play a year. 

Aut. 'Tie true. 
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I vmM thetf coM not aa^ that I did that / 

There’a all the Otat I take in their trade, 

Vnleaa aueh aeribea aa theae might he proacribed 
Th\ abuaed theatrea. Th^ would think it atrange, now, 

A tium ahould take but eotta-faolfor one day. 

And, between whilea, apit out a better poem 
Than e’er the maater of art, or giver of wit. 

Their belly, made. iH, thia ia poaaude. 

If a free mind had but tAe patience. 

To Aink ao much together and ao vile. 

But that theae boat and beggarly eonceita 
Should carry it, by the multitude of voicea, 

Againat the moat abetraeted uxurk, oppoaed 
To the Auffd noatrUa of the dru^en rout / 

O, thia wcndd make a Imm'd and liberal aoul 
To rive hia alained quiU up to the back. 

And damn hia long-waicKd laboura to the fire; 

Thinga that were born when none but the atilt night 
And hia dumb candle, aaw hia pinching throea; 

Were not hia own free merit a more crown 
Unto hia travaila than their reeling clapa. 

Thia 'tia that atrikea me ailent, aeala my lipa. 

And apta me rather to deep out my time. 

Than / would waate it in contemned atrifea 
With theae vUe Ibidea, theae unclean birda, 

Tha' make their moutha their dydera, and atilt purge 
From (heir hot entraila. But / leave the monatera 
To their own fate. And, aince the Comic Muae 
Hath proved ao ominoua to me, I will try 
If Traokoy have a more kind aapect; 

Herfavoura in my ttext I will mraue. 

Where, if I prove the pleaawe out of one. 

So he fudidoua be, he ahaU be alone 
A theatre unto me; Once Fit aay 
To atrike the ear of time in thoaefreah atraina, 

Aa ahall, beaide the cunning of their ground. 

Give eauee to aome of wonder, aome deapite. 

And more deapair, to imitate their aound. 

I, that apend half my nighta, and all my daya. 

Here in a cell, to get a dark pale face. 

To come forth worth the ivy or the baya. 

And in thia age can hope no other grace — 

£eaee me I Therda aomething come into my thought. 

That muat and dtaU be aung high and aloof. 

Safe from the waif a black jaw, and the duU aaia hoof. 

Maa. I reverence theae rapturea, and obey than. 

[The acene oIom. 
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TO TUB NO LESS NOBLE BY VIRTUE THAN BLOOD 

ESME LORD ALBIGNY 

Hy Lord, —If ever any ruin were so great as to survive, I think this be 
one I send you. The FaU of SHaiius. It is a poem, that, if I well remember, 
in your lordship’s sight^ sullered no less violence from our people here, 
than the subject of it did from the rage of the people of Rome; but with 
a different fate, as, I hope, merit: i<x this bath outlived their malice, and 
begot itself a greater favour than he lost, the love of good men. Amongst 
whom, if I make your lordship the first it thanks, it is not without a just 
confession of the bond your benefits have, and ever shall hold upon me. 
Your lordship's most faithful honourer. Ben Jonson. 

TO THE READERS 

The following and voluntary labours of my friends, prefixed to my book, 
have relieved me in much whereat, without them, I should necessarily 
have touched. Now I will onlv use three or four short and needful notes, 
and so rest. 

First, if it be objected, that what 1 publish is no true poem, in the strict 
laws of lime, I confess it: as also in the want of a proper chorus; whose 
habit and moods are such and so difficult, as not any, whom I have seen, 
since the ancients, no, not thev who have most presently affected laws, 
have yet come in tne way of. Nor is it needful, or almost possible in these 
our times, and to such auditors as commonly things are presented, to 
observe the old state and splendour of dramatic poems, with preservation 
of any popular delight. But of this 1 shall take more seasonable cause 
to speak, in my observations upon Horace bis Art of Poetry, which, with 
the text translated, I intend shortly to publish. In the mean time, if in 
truth of argument, dignity of persons, gravity and height of elocution, 
fulness and frequency of sentence, I have discharged the other offices of 
a tragic writer let not the absence of these forms be imputed to me, 
wherun I shall give you occasion hereafter, and without my boast, to 
think 1 could better prescribe, than omit the due use for want of a con¬ 
venient knowledge. 

The next is, lest in some nice nostril the quotations might savour 
affected, I do let you know, that I abbcM: nothing more; and 1 have only 
done it to shew my integrity in the story, and save myself in those common 
torturers that bring all wit to the rack; whose noses are ever like swine, 
qioiling and rooting up the Muses’ gardens; and their whole bodies like 
moles, as blindly worlung unda earth, to cast any, the least, hills up<» 
virtue. 

Whereas they are In Latin, and the work in English, it was presupposed 
none but the learned would take the pains to confer them: the authors 
themselves being all in the learned tongues, save one, with whose EngliMi 
I have had little to da To which it may be r^uired, since I have 
quoted the page, to name what editions I followed: Tacit. Lips, in quarto, 
Antwerp, ^t. i6oo; Dio. folio. Hen. Steph. 1392. For the rest, ss 
Sueton., Seneca, eta, the chapter doth sufficiently direct, or the editioo 
Is not varied. 
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Lutly, I would inform jrou, that this book, In all numbert, ii not the 
tame with that which was acted on the pubbc itage; wbereta a second 
pen had'good share: in place of which, I have rather ebosen to put weaker, 
an(L no doubt, less pleasing, of mine own, than to defraud so happy a 
genius of his right by my loathed usurpation. 

Fare you wdl, and if you read farther of me, and like, 1 shall not be 
afraid of it, though you praise me out. 

Neque enim mihi cornea fibra est. 

But that I should plant my felicity in your general saying, good, or well, 
etc., were a weakness which the better sort of you might worthily contemn, 
if not absolutely hate me for. Ben Jonsoh; 

and no such. 

Quern 

Palma negata macrum, donate rcducit opimum. 

THE ARGUMENT 

.Elius Sejanus, son to Seius Strabo, a gentleman of Rome, and born at 
Viilsinium; after his long service in court, first under Augustus; after* 
ward, Tib^us; grew into that favour with the latter, and won him by 
those arts, as there wanted nothing but the name to make him a co-partner 
of the empire. Which greatness of his, Drusus, the emperor's son, not 
brooking; after many smothered dislikes, it one day breaking out, the 
prince struck him publicly on the face. To revenge which disgrace, Livia, 
the wife of Drusus (being before corrupted by him to her diuonour, ami 
the discovery of ho' husband's counsels) Sejanus practiseth with, together 
with her physician called Eudemus, and one Lygdiis an eunuch, to poison 
Drusus. This their inhuman act having successful and unsuspected 
pass.ige, it emboldeneth Sejanus to further and more insolent projects, 
even the ambition of tlie empire; where finding the lets he must encounter 
to be many and hard, in respect of the issue of Gcrmanicus, who were 
next in hope for the succession, he deviseth to make Tiberius' self bis 
means, and instils into his ears many doubts and suspicions, both against 
the princes, and their mother Agrippina; which Ca-sar jealously hearken¬ 
ing to, as covetously consenteth to their ruin, and their friends. In this 
time, the better to mature and strengthen his design, Smanus labours to 
marry Livia, and worketh with all his ingine, to remove 'Tiberius from the 
knowledge of public busiress, with allurements of a quiet and retired life; 
the latter of which, Tiberius, out of a proneness to lust, and a desire to 
hide those unnatural pleasures which he could not so publicly practise, 
embracetb: the farmer enkindletb his fears, and there gives him tot 
cause of doubt or suspect towards Sejanus: against whom be raisetb in 
private a new instrument, one Sertorius Macro, and by him underworketh, 
discovers the other's counsels, his means, his ends, sounds the affections of 
the senators, divides, distracts them; at last, when Sejanus least looketh, 
and is most secure; with pretext of doing him an unwonted honour in the 
senate, he trains him from bis guards, and with a long doubtfid letter, in 
one day bath him suspected, accused, condemned, and torn in pieoM by 
the rage of the people. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiCS 


Tibsrius. 

Drusus bxnior. 
Nero. 

Drubus junior. 
Caligula. 

Luciub Arruntiub. 
Caiub Silius. 

Titiub Sabinub. 
Marcus Lepidus. 
Crbmutius Corous. 
Abinius Callus. 
Rboulus. 
Tbrentius. 
Gracinus Laco. 
Eudrmus. 

Rupus. 

Sejanus. 

Latiaris. 

Varro. 

Sertorius Macro. 
Cotta. 

Dokitius Afer. 


Hateriub. 

Sanquihius. 

POMPONIUS. 

Julius Posthumus. 
Fulcinius Trio. 
Minutius. 

Satriub Secundus. 

PlNNARXUS NaTTA. 

Opsius. 

Tribuni. 

Practmes. 

Flamen. 

Tubieines. 

Nuntius. 

Lietores. 

Ministri. 

Tibieines. 

Servi, etc. 

Agrippina. 

Livia. 

SosiA. 


SCENE, —Rohe 


ACT I 

SCENE I .—A State Room tn the Palace. 

Enter Sabinub and Sivma, fallowed by Latiabis. 

Sab. Hail, Coiiia ^ Siliusl 
SU. Titius Sabinas,* hail 1 
You’re rarely met in court. 

Sab. Theraore, well met. 

SU. ’Tis true: indeed, tiiis place is not our aphere. 

Sab. No, Siliua» we are no good inginere. 

We want their fine arts, and their tiirifing use 
Should make ua graced, or favour’d of the times: 

We have no shift of faces, no cleft tongues. 

No soft and glutinous bodies, that can stick. 

Like snails on painted walls; or, on our breasts, 

Oreep u^ to ful from tiiat proud height, to which 
We did ny slavery,* not by service climb. 

We ace no guilty men, and then no great; 

We have no plaicw in court, ofiBce in states 
That we can say,* we owe unto our crimes: 

*De Calo SUlo, vid. Tadt. Ups. edit, quarto; Ann. Ub. i. p. ii, UK 
ILp. aSet 33. 

* De Titlo SaUno, vid. Tadt. Ub. iv. p. 79. 

* Tadt. Ann. Ub. i. p. 3. * Juv. Sat. i. v. 73. 
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We bora with no black aeorata,t which can mako 
Us dear to the j^e authora; or live fear’d 
Of their still waking iealouaies, to raise 
Ourselves a fortune, by subverting tiidra. 

We stand not in the lines, that do advance 
To tlwt so courted point 


Enter Satrius and Natta, at a dialanee. 

8iL But yonder lean 
A pw that do. 

Sab. [salufee Laiiaris.J Oood cousin Latiaris.— * 

Sit. &triu8 Secundus,^ and Pinnarius Nal ta,* 

The great Sejanus’ clients; there be two. 

Know more than honest counsels; whose close breasts. 
Were th^ ripp’d up to light it would be found 
A poor and ime sin. to whioh their trunks 

not been made fit organs. These con lie. 

Hatter, and swear, forswear, deprave,* inform. 

Smile, and betray; make guilty men; then beg 
The forfeit lives, to get their livings; cut 
Men’s throats with whisperings; sell to gaping suitors 
The empty smoke, that flies about the palace; 

Laugh when their patron laughs; sweat when he sweats; 
Be hot and cold with him; chanj^ every mood. 

Habit, and garb, as often as he varies; 

Observe him, as his watch observes his clock; 

And, true, as turquoise in the dear lord’s ring. 

Look well or ill with him: * ready to praise 
His lordship, if he spit, or but p— fair. 

Have an indifferent stool, or break wind wdl; 

Nothing can 'scape thdr catch. 

Sab. Alas! these thinm 
Desmre no note, conferrd with other vile 
And filthier flatteries,? that oorrupt the times; 

When, not alone our gentries ohiu are fain 
To make their safety from such sordid acts; 

But all our consuls,* and no little part 
Of such as have been praetors, yea, the most 
Of senators,* that else not use thnr voices. 

Start up in public senate and there shrive 
Who shall propound most abject things, and base. 


* gw^Sat. Ui. V. 49 ,^c. 


Lati^, cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 94, et Dion. Step. edit. (oi. 
lib. Iviii. p. 7XX. 

■ De Satrio Secundo, et . _ . . 

• Piiuiarlo Natta, leg. Tacit. Ana. Lib. iv. p. 83. Et de Satrio eons, 
Senee. CousoL ad Mardam. 

• Vid. Sen. de Benef. Ub. iii. cap. a6. ^ , 

• ittv. Sat. UL ver. 105, etc. • VM. Tacit. Ana. Lib. 1 . p. 3. 

• Tadt. Ana. Lib. Ui. p. 69. • Pedarii. 
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So mnoh, as oft Tiberias hath hem heard. 

Leaving the court, to ory,i O race of men. 

Prepared for servitude I—which shew’d that he^ 

Who least the public liberty could likob 
As lothly brook’d their flat servility. 

SiL Well, all is worthy of us, were it more. 

Who with our riots, pride, and civil hate. 

Have so provok’d ^e justice of the gods: 

We^ that, within these fourscore years, were born 
Frei^ equal lords of the triumphra world. 

And knew no masters, but affections; 

To which betraying first our liberties. 

We since became the slaves to one man’s lusts; 

And now to many: * every minist’ring spy 
That will accuse and swear, is lord of you. 

Of me, of all our fortunes and our lives. 

Our looks are call’d to question,^ and our words. 

How innocent soever, are mode crimes; 

We shall not shortly dare to tell our dreams. 

Or think, but ’twill be treason. 

Sab. Tyrants' arts 

Are to give flatterers grace; accusers, power; 

That those may seem to kill whom they devour. 

EtUer CoBous and Abbunttus. 

Now, good Ckemutius Gotdus.* 

Cor. [salutes Sabinus ] Hail to your lordship! 

Nat. [ts&ispers Latiaris.] Who’s that salutes your cousin 7 
Lot. ’Tin one Gordus, 

A gentleman of Home: one that has writ 
Annals of late, they say, and very well. 

Nat. Annals 1 or what times? 

Lot. I think of Pompey’s,* 

And Coins Oeesar’s; and so down to these. 

Nat. How stands he affected to the present state? 

Is he or Drusian,* or Germanican, 

Or ours, or neutral ? 

Itot. I know him not so far. 

Nat. Those times are somewhat queasy to be touch’d 
Have you or seen, or heard part of his work ? 

Lot. Not I; he means th^ shall be public shortly. 

‘ Tacit. Ann. Lib. ill. p. 69. 

*Lega Tacit. Ann, Lib. 1. p. 34. de Romano, Hlspano, et cxteris, ibid, 
et Ub. iU. Ann. p. 61 et 63. Juv. Sat. x. v. 87. Suet. Tib. cap. 61. 

* Vld. Tadt. Ann. 1. p. 4, et Lib. iil. p. 63. Suet. Tib. cap. 61. Senec. 
de Benef. Lib. iii. cap. 36. 

* De Crem. Cordo vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83, 84. Senec. Cons, ad 
Marciam. Dia Lib. Ivii. p. 710. Suet. Aug. c. 33. Tib. c. 61. Cat. c. 16. 

* Suet. Aug. cap. 33. 

* Vld. de faction. Tacit. Ann. Lib. il. p. 39. et Lib. iv. p. 79. 
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Nat. O, Ooidos do you call him? 

Lot. Ay. lExeunt NaUa and Satriua. 

'8ab. But these our times 
Are not the same, Ammtiuai 

Arr. Times! the men, 

Tlie men are not the same: ’tis we are base. 

Poor, and degenerate from the exalted strain 
Of our meat fathers. Where is now the soul 
Of god-Tike Cato T he. tlmt durst be good. 

When Cspsar durst be evil; and had power. 

As not U> live his slave, to die his master T 
Or where’s the constant Brutus, that being proof 
Against all charm of benefits, did strike 
So brave a blow into the monster’s heart 
That sought unkindly to captive his country 1 
O, they are fled the light! Those mighty spirits 
Lie raked up with their ashes in their urns. 

And not a spark of their eternal fire 
Glows in a present bosom. All’s but blase. 

Flashes and smoke, wherewith we labour so. 

There’s nothing Roman in us; nothing good. 

Gallant, or great: 'tis true that Cordus says, 

*' Brave Ca^us was the last of all that race.'’* 

Drusus paaaes over the stage, attended by Haterivs. etc. 

Sab. Stand by! lord Drusu.s.^ 

Hat. The emperor’s son! give place. 

SU. I like the prince well. 

Arr. A riotous youth; ^ 

There’s little hope of him. 

Sab. lliat fault his ago 
Will, as it grows, correct. Methinks he bears 
Himself each day more nobly than other; 

And wins no less on men’s affections. 

Than doth liis father lose. Believe me, I love him; 

And chiefly for opposing to Sejanus.* 

SU. And I, for gracing his young kinsmen so,* 

The sons* of prince Germanicus: ^ it shews 
A gallant clearness in him, a straight mind. 

That envies not, in them, their father’s name. 

' De Lu. Amin, isto vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 6. ct Lib. Ul. p. 6o. et 
Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. 58. 

' Lege de Druso Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 9. Suet. Tib. c. ia. Dia Rom. 
Hist. Ub. Ivii. p. 699. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 63. 

* Vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 74. * Ann. Lib. iv. p. 75, 76. 

■ Nero, Drusus, Caius, qui in castris genitus, et Caligula nominatus. 
Tadt. Ann. Ub. x. 

* Oe Germanioo Cons. Tadt. Ann. Ub. i. p. 14. et Dion. Rom. Hist. Ub. 
Ivii. p. 694. 



|»4 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 


Arr. Hia name waa, whUe he lived, above all envy; 
And, being dead, witiiont it. O, that man! 

If there were aeeda of the old virtoe left, 

They lived in him. 

8u. He had the frnita, ArruntiaB, 

Mora than the aeeda: ^ Itebinua, and myaelt 

Had meana to know him within; and can report him. 

We were hia followera, he would call ua frienda; 

He waa a man moat like to virtue; in all. 

And every action, nearer to the goda. 

Than men, in nature; of a body aa fair 
Aa waa hia mind; and no leaa reverend 
In face, than fame: * he could ao uae hia atate. 

Tempering hia greatneaa with hia gravity, 

Aa it avoided all aelf-love in him. 

And apite in othera. What hia fonerala lack’d 
In imagea and pomp, they had aupplied 
With honourable Borrow, aoldiera’ aadneaa, 

A kind of ailent mourning, auch, aa men. 

Who know no teara, but from their captivea, uae 
To ahew in ao great loaaea. 

Cor. I thou^t once, 

Gonaidering their forma, age, manner of deatha. 

The nearneaa of the placea where they fell. 

To have parallel’d him with great Alexander: 

For boUi were of beat feature, of high race, 

Year’d but to thirty, and, in foreign lands. 

By their own people alike made away. 

Sab. I know not, for his death, how you might wrest it: 
But, for hia life, it did aa much diadain 
Comparison, with that voluptuous, rash. 

Giddy, and drunken Macedon’a, aa mine 
Doth with my bondman’a All the good in him, 

Hia valour and his fortune, he made his; 

But he had other touches of late Romana, 

That more did speak him: * Pompey’a dignity. 

The innocence of Cato, Ccesar’a spirit. 

Wise Brutus’ temperance; and eveiy virtue. 

Which, parted unto others, gave them name. 

Slow’d mix'd in him. He was the soul of goodness; 

And all our praises of him are like atreama 
Drawn from a spring, that still rise full, and leave 
The part remaining greatest. 

Arr. I am aura 


» VId. Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. 79. 

* Tadt. Ann. lib. ii. p. 47, et Dion. Rom. Hist. lib. Ivii. p. 705. 

* Vid. t^ud Veil. Patoo. lips. 4to. p. 33-47, istorum faominum ehai^ 
acutes. 
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He WM too great for iiB.1 and that knew 

'Who did runove hfaw hence. 

Sab. When men grow feet 
Hononr’d and love^ there ia a trick in etate. 

Which Jealous princes never fail to oae^ 

How to decline that growth, with fair pretext. 

And honourable colours of employment. 

Either by embassy, the war, or sucli. 

To shift them forth into another air. 

Where they may purge and lessen; so was he: 3 
And had ms seconds there, sent by Tiberius, 

And his more subtile dam, to discontent him; 

To breed and cherish mutinies; detract 
His greatest octioru; give audacious check 
To his commands; and work to put him out 
In open act of treuon. All which snares 
When his wise cares prevented,® a fine poison 
Was thought on, to mature their practices. 

Enter Ssjamus talking to Hmxs'Ttas, fiAlo'oed by Satrius, 
Natta, etc. 

Cor. Here comes Sejanua® 

Sil. Now observe the stoops. 

The bendings, and the falla 
Arr. Most creeping base I 
Sej. [to A'atta.] I note them well; no more. 

Say you T 
Sat. My lord. 

There ia a gentleman of Rome would buy— 

Sej. How call you him you talk’d with 7 
Sat. Please your lordship. 

It is Eudemus,® the physician 
To Livia, Drusua’ wife. 

Sej. On with your suit. 

Would buy, you said— 

Sat. A tribune’s place, my lord. 

Sej. What will he give? 

Sat. Fifty sestertia.* 

Sej Livia’s phracian, say you, is that fellow? 

Sat. It is, my lord: Your ford^p’s answer. 

* Vid. Tacit, lib. U. Ann. p. x8 et p. 34. Dio Rom. Hist. Lib, IviL 
p. 705. 

■ Con. Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 30. de occultis mandatis Plaoni, et pastes 
P- 4®, 43,48- Orat. D. Celeria Est Tibi AuguMw consdentia, est uesaris 
favor, aed in occulto, etc. Leg. Siwt. Tib. c. 33. Dio. p. 706. 

* Vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 46, 47. Lib. iii. p. 34. et Suet. Cal. e. i et 3. 

*De Sejano vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. i. p. 9 . Lib. iv. prindp. et per tot. 

Suet. Tib. Dio. Lib. IvlL IvUi. et PUn. et Sen^ 

* De Eudemo isto vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74. 

* Moiietw nostrw 373 Ub. rid. Bndienm de aase, Ub. ii. p. 64. 
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8ef. To wlwtr 

HaL The place, my lord. ’Tie for a gentleman 
Tonr lordehip will w«l like at, when wu see him; 

And one, that you may mc^e youre, by the grant. 

8^. Well, let him bring hie monw, and hie nam& 

Sat. ’Thank your loidmp. He snail, my lord. 

Se^. Gome hither. 

Know yon thu same EudemusT is he leam’d 7 
Sat Reputed so, my lord, and of deep practice. 

Sej, Bring him in, to me, in the gallery; 

And take you cause to leave us there together: 

1 would confer with him, about a grief— 

On. [Exeunt Sejanus, Satrius, TereiUius, etc. 

Arr. Sol yet another 7 yet7 0 desperate state 
Of mvelling honour I seest thou this, O sun. 

And do we see thee after 7 Methinks, day 
Should lose his light, when men do lose their shames. 

And for the empty circumstance of life. 

Betray their cause of living. 

Sit Nothing 80.1 

Sejanus can repair, if Jove should ruin. 

He is now the court god; and well applied 
With sacrifice of knees, of crooks, and cringes; 

He will do more than all the house of heaven 
Can, for a thousand hecatombs. ’Tie he 
Makes us our day, or night; hell, and elysium 
Are in his look: we talk of Bhadamanth, 

Furies, and firebrands; but it is his frown 
That is all these; where, on the adverse part. 

His smile is more, than e'er yet poets feign’d 
Of bliss, and shades, nectar— 

Arr. A serving boy I 

I knew him, at Caiua’ trencher,* when for hire 
He prostituted his abused body 
To mat great gormond, fat Apioius; 

And was the noted rathio of the time. 

Sab. And, now,* me second face of the whole world I 
The partner of the empire, liach his im^ 

RearM equal witii Tiberius, bom in ensigns; 

Oommands, disposes every dignity, 

Oenturions, tribunes, hea^ of provinces. 

Praetors and consuls; all that heretofore 
Rome's generd suffrage gave, is now his sale. 

The gain, or rather spoil of all the earth, 

> De ingenlo, moribus, et potentia Sejani, leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 74. 
Dio. Rom. Htit. Ub. ivU. p. 70S. 

■Caios divi Augusti nepos. Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74, et Dio. 
Lib. Ivii. p. 706. 

* Juv. Sat. z. V. 63, etc. Tadt. ibid. Dion. ibid, et sic passim. 
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Ontf, aod his house, reoeivee. 

Sil. He hath of late 

Made him a strength too, strangely, by reducing 
All the pnetorian bands into one oamp. 

Which he commands: pretending that the soldiers. 

By Hving loose and scattw’d, fell to riot; 

And that if any sudden ente^rise 
Should be attempted, thdr united strength 
Would be far more than sever’d; and their life 
More strict, if from the oily more removed. 

Sab. Where, now, he builds what kind of forts he please. 

Is heard to court the soldier by his name, 

Woos, feasts the chiefest men of action. 

Whose wants, not loves, compel them to ho his. 

And though he ne’er were liberal by kind. 

Yet to his own dark ends, he’s most profuse. 

Lavish, and letting fly, he cares not wliat 
To his ambition. 

Arr. Yet, hath he ambition? 

Is there that step in state can make him higlicr. 

Or more, or anything he is, but less ? 

SU. Nothing but emperor. 

Arr. The name Tiberius, 

I hop^ will keep, howe’er he hath foregone 
The dignity and power. 

SU. Sure, while he lives. 

Arr. And dead, it comes to Drusus. Should he fail. 

To the brave issue of Germanicus; 

And they are three: > too manj'—ha ? for him 
To have a plot upon I 
Sab. I do not know 

Tbe heart of his desinis; but., sure, their face 
Looks farther than the present. 

Arr. By the gods. 

If I could guess he had but such a thought. 

My sword should cleave him down from head to heart. 

But I would find it out: and with my hand 
Td hurl his panting brain about the air 
In mites, as small os atomi, to undo 
The knotted bed— 

Sab. You are observ’d. Armntius. 

Arr. [turns to Natta, Termtius, etc.] Death! I dare tell him 
so; and all his spies: 

You, sir. I would, do you look f and you. 

Sab. Forbear. 

* Nero, Orusus, et Caligula.—^Tadt. ibid. 
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scEm n. 

{The former Scene cemtinved.) 

A OaUery discovered opening into the State Room, 
Enter Satbicb with Eudxmus. 

SaL Here he will instant be: let’s walk a turn; 

You’re in a muse^ Eudemus. 

Evd. Not I, sir. 

I wonder he should mark me out sol well, 

Jove and Apollo form it for the best. 

Sat. Your ^ fortune’s made unto you now, Eudemus, 

If you can but lay bold upon the means; 

Do but observe his humour, and—believe it— 

He is the noblest Roman, where he takes— 

Enter SsjANtrs. 

Here comes his lordship. 

Sej. Now, good Satnus. 

Sat. This is the gentleman, my lord. 

Sej, Is thisT 

Give me your hand—we must be more acquainted. 
Report, air, hath spoke out your art and learning: 

Ana I am ^ad I have so needful cause. 

However in itself painful and hard. 

To make me known to so great virtue.—Look, 

Who is that, SatriusT [Em Sat.]—I have a grief, sir. 

That will desire your help. Your name’s Eudemus t 
Eud. Yes. 

S^'. Sir? 

End. It is, my lord. 

Sej. I hear you are 
Ph^oian to Livia,* the princess. 

End, I minister unto her, my good lord. 

Sej. You minister to a royal la^, then. 

End. She is, my, lord, and fair. 

S^. That’s understood 
Of ail her sex, who are or would be so; 

And those that would be, physic soon can make them: 
For those that are, their bmuties fear no colouis. 

Eud. Your lord^p is conceited. 

Sej. Sir, yon know it. 

And can, if need be, read a learned lecture 
On this, and other wcrets. ’Pray you, teU me. 

What more of ladies betides livia, 

Hava you your patients? 

* Lege Teientii defendonem Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. xos. 

* Germanici scror, uxor Dnisl. Vid. Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. 74. 


[Aeide. 
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Evd. Uany, my good lord, 
mw mat Aiigiuta,t Uigniania,* 

MatiOa Priaoa,* and Planciiia; * divera— 

8ef. And all theae tell the partioiilani 
Of every several grief? how first it grew. 

And then increased; what action caused that; 

What passion that: and answer to each point 
lhat you will put them ? 

Eva. EUse, my lord, we know not 
How to prescribe the remedies. 

8ef. do to. 

Yon are a subtile nation, you physicians! 

And grown the only cabinets in court,* 

To ladies’ privacies. Faith, which of these 
Jb the most pleasant lady in hM' physic T 
Gome, you are modest now. 

End. ’Tis fit, njy lord. 

Sej. Why, sir, I do not ask you of their urines. 

Whose smell’s most violet, or whose siege is best. 

Or who makes hardest faces on her stool T 
Which lady sleeps with her own face a nights? 

Which puts her teeth off, with her clothes, in court? 

Or, which her hair, which her complexion. 

And, in which box she puts it; These were questions. 

That might, perhaps, have put your gravity 
To some defence of blush. But, I enquired, 

\Wch was the wittiest, merriest, wantonnest? 

Harmless intergatories, but conceits.— 

Methinks Augusta should be moat perverse, 

And froward in her fit. 

Eud. She’s so, my lord. 

Sej. I knew it: and Mutilia the most jocund. 

Eud. very true, my lord. 

Sej. And why would you 

Oono^ thin from me, now? Come, what is Livia? 

I know ihe’s quick and quaintly spirited. 

And will have strange thought^ when she is at leisure: 

She tells them all to you. 

Eud. My noblest lord. 

He breathes not in the empire, or on earth. 

Whom I would be ambitious to serve 
. Hi any act, that may preserve mine honour. 

Before your lordship. 

* Mater "nberii. vld. Tadt. Ann. i, *, 3, 4, moritur 5. Suet. Tib. Dio. 
Rem. Hist. 37, 38. 

■ DeUdum AueusUb. Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. et iv. 

* Adultera Julii Posthumi. Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 77. 

* Plsonls uxor. Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. iii. iv. 

•Vld. Tadt. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 74. et Piin. Nat. Hist. Ub. xxix. e. i. 
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8ei. Sir, you oaa lose no honour. 

By trusting aught to me. The coarsest act 
Done to my swWce, I can so requite. 

As all the world shaH style it honourable: 

Your idle, virtuous definitions. 

Keep honour poor, and are as scorn’d as vain: 

Those deeds breathe honour that do suck in gain. 

Eui. But, good my lord, if I should thus ^tray 
The counsels of my patient, and a lady’s 
Of her high place and worth; what might your lordship. 

Who presently are to trust me with your own. 

Judge of my faith T 

3ef. Only the best I swear. 

Say now that I should utter you my grief. 

And with it the true cause; that it were love. 

And love to Livia; t you should tell her this: 

Should she suspect your faith; I would you could 
Tell me as much from her; see if my brain 
Could be turn’d jealous. 

Eud. HappOy, my lord, 

I could in time tell you as much and more; 

So I might safely promise but the first 
To her from you. 

Sej. As safely, my Eudemus, 

I now dare call thee so, as I have put 
The secret into thee. 

Eud. My lord— 

Sej. Protest not. 

Thy looks are vows to me; use only speed. 

And but affect her with Sejanus’ love,^ 

Thou art a man, made to make consuls. Go. 

Eud. My lord. I’ll promise you a private meeting 
This day together. 

Sef. Canst thou T 
Eud. Yes. 

Sef. The place? 

Eud. My gardens, whither I shall fetch your lordship. 

8e/. Let me adore my dllsculapius. 

Why, this indeed is physio! and outspeaks 
The knowledge of cheap drugs, or any use 
Can be made out of it! more comforting 
Than yi your opiates, juleps, aposems, 

Magisfral syrups, or-Be gone, my Mend, 

Not barely styled, but created so; 

Expect things greater than thy largest hopes. 

To overtake thee: Fortune shall be taught 
To know how ill she hath deserv’d thus long^ 

To come behind thy wishes. Go, and speed. [Exit Eudemus. 
* Coos. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74. * Tacet. ibid. 
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Ambition makes more txnsty slaves than need. 

These fdlows,t by the favour of their art. 

Have still the means to tempt; oft-times the povcr. 

If Livia will be now corrupt^ then 
Thou hast the way, Sejanus, to work out 
His secrets, who, thou know’st, endures thee not. 

Her husband, Drusus: and to work against them. 

Prosper it, Pallas, thou that better’st wit; 

For Venus hath the smallest share in it. 

Snter Tiberius < and Dbdsus, attended. 

Tib. [to Hateriua, who kneeU to Aim.] We not endure ihese 
flatteries; let him stand; 

Our empire, ensigns, axes, rods and state 
Take not away our human nature from us: 

Look up on us, and fall before the gods. 

Sej. How like a god speaks Giesar I 
Are. There, ohservel 

He can endure that second, that’s no flattery. 

O, what is it, proud slime will not believe 
Of his own worth, to hear it equid praised 
Thus with the go^l 
Cor. He did not hear it, sir. 

Arr. He did not! Tut, he must not, we think meanly. 

"ns your most courtly known confederacy. 

To have your private parasite redeem 
What he, in public, subtileiy will lose. 

To making him a name. 

Hat. Right mighty lord— [Givett him lettera. 

TS>. We must make up our ears 'gainst these assaults 
Of charming toi^es; > we pray you use no more 
These contumelies to us; style not us 
Or lord, or mighty, who profess ourself 
The servant of the senate, and are proud 
T* enjoy them our good, just, and favouring lords. 

Cor. Rarely * diswmbiral 
Arr. Prince-like to the life. 

Sab. When power that may command, so much descends. 
Their bondage, whom it stoops to, it intends. 

Tib. Whence are these letters T 
Hat. From the senate. 

Tib. [Led. givea him lettera. 

Whence these? 

^ End. qpecie artis fr^uens secretis. Tacit, ibid. Vid. Plin. Nat. Hist 
lib. xzix. c. 1. in criminat. medioorum. 

■ De initio Tlberil prindpatus vid. Tadt. Ann. lib. 1. p. 33, lib. iv. 
p. 7S. et Suet. Tib. e. 37. De Haterio vid. Tadt. Ann. lib. I. p. 6. 

■ Cana Tadt. Ann. Lib. ii. p. so. et Suet. Tib. c. 37 et 39. 

■Nidlani teque Tiberius ex virtutibus luis quam distlmutationem 
dDigebat. Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 93. 
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Lat. From thonce too. 

Tih. Are they sitting now? 

IM. They stay thy answer, Cnesar. 

SH. If this man 
Hod but a mind allied unto his words, 

How blest a fate were it to us, and Rome! 

We could not think that state for which to ch.ange. 

Although the aim were our old liberty; 

The ghosts t of those that fell for that, would grieve 
Their bodies lived not, now, again to serve. 

Men are deceived, who think there can be thrall 
Beneath a virtuous prince: Wish’d liberty 
Ne’er lovelier looks, than under such a crown. 

But, when his grace • is merely but lip-good. 

And tliat, no longer than he airs himself 

Abroad in public, there, to seem to shun 

The strokes and stripes of flatterers, which within 

Arc lechery unto him, and so feed 

His brutish sense with their afllicting sound. 

As, dead to virtue, ho permits himself 
Be carried like a pitcher by the ears. 

To every act of vice: this is the case 
Deserves our fe»ir, and doth presage the nigh 
And close approach of blood and tyranny. 

Flattery is midwife ® unto prince’s rage: 

And nothing sooner doth help forth a tyrant. 

Than that and whisperers’ grace, who have the time. 

The place, the power, to make all men ufTcndcrs. 

Arr. He should be told this; and be bid dissemble 
With fools and blind men: we that know f lic evil. 

Should hunt the palace-rats,* or give them bane; 

Fright hence those worse than ravens, that devour 
The quick, where they but prey upon the dead: 

He shall be told it. 

Sah. Stay, Arruntius, 

We must abide our opitortunity; 

And practise what is tit, as what is needful. 

It is not safe t’ enforce a sovereign’s ear: 

Princes hear well, if they at all will hear. 

Arr. Ha, say you so ? well! In the moan time, Jove, 

(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,) 

• Bruti, Cassii, Catonis, etc. 

• Vid. Dio. Hist. Lib. Ivii. de moribua Tibcrii. 

• Tyrannis fere oritur ex nimia procerum adulatione in principem. Arist. 
Pol. Lib. v. c. xo, II. et delatoriim auctoritate. Leg. Tacit. Dio. Suet. 
Tib. p» totum. Sub quo drcrcta accusatoribus pra:ripua praimia. Vid. 
Suet. Tib. c. 6i, et Sen. Benef. Lib. iii. c. 6. 

/Tineas s<»icesque Palatil vocat istos Sex. Aurel. Viet, et Tacit. Hist. 
Lib. i. p. 333, qui secretis criminat. infamant ignarum, et quo incautior 
dedperetur, palam taudatum, etc. 
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Of all wild beasta preserve me from a tyrant: 

And of all tame, a flatterer. 

Sil. ’Tis well pray’d. 

Tib. [having read the fe/Zera.] Return Ihc lorda this voice, 
—We are their creature. 

And it is fit a good and honest jirincc. 

Whom they, out of their bounty, have instructed * 

With so dilate and nhsohito a power, 

.Should owe the office of it to their service*. 

And (rood of all and every citizen. 

Nor shall it e’er repent us to have wisli’d 
The senate just, and favourinc lords unto u.s. 

Since their free loves do yield no less defence 
To a prince's state, than his own innocence. 

Say then, there can l»e nuthin(; in their thought 
Shall want to please us, that hath pleased them; 

Our suffrage rather shall prevent than stay 
Behind their wills: ’tis empire to obey. 

Where such, so creat, so (rrave, so good determine. 

Yet, for the suit of Spain,* to erect a temple 
In honour of our mother and our self. 

We must, with pardon of the senate, not 
Assent thereto. Their lordshi|>s rnny object 
Our not denying the same late reipiest 
Unto the Asian cities: we desire 
That our defence for siiifering that be known 
In these brief reasons, with our after puriswe. 

Since deified Augustus hinden'd not 
A temple to be built at I’ergamura, 

In honour of himself and sacred Rome; 

We, that have all his dcc<ls * and wonls observed 
Ever, in place of laws, the rather follow'd 
That pleasing precedent, because with ours. 

The senate's reverence, also, there was jiiin'd. 

But as, t’ have once received it, may deserve 
The gain of pardon; so. to be adnri^ 

With the continuc<l style, and note of gwls. 

Tlirougli all the provinces, were wild ambition. 

And no less pride: yea, even Augustus’ name 
Would early vani.sh, should it be profaned 
With such promiscuous flatteries. J*'or our part. 

We hero protest it, and are covetous 
Posterity should know it, we are mortal; 

And can but dewls of men: ’twere glory enough. 

Could we be truly a prince. And. they shall add 
Abounding grace unto our mcmoiy, 

* Vid. Suet. Tib. c. ao. et Dio. Hist, Lib. Ivii. p. 696. 

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 84 et 85. 

' Coos. Strab. Lib. vi d« Tib. 
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That Bhall report ua vorthy our forefathers. 

Careful of your affairs, oonstant in dangers. 

And not auaid of a^ private frown 

For public good. These things shall be to ua 

Temples and statues, reared in your minds. 

The fairest, and most during imagery: 

For those of stone or brass, if they become 
Odious in judgment of posterity. 

Are more contemn’d as dying sepulchres. 

Than ta’en for living monuments We then 
Make here our suit, alike to gods and men; 

The one, until the period of our race. 

To inspire us with a free and quiet mind. 

Discerning both divine and human laws; 

The other, to vouchsafe us after death. 

An honourable mention, and fair praise. 

To accompany our actions and our name: 

The rest of greatness princes may command. 

And, therefore, may neglect; only, a long, 

A lasting, high, and happy memory 
They should, without being satisfied, pursue: 

Contempt of fame begets contempt of virtue. 

Nat. Rarel 

Sat. Most di vine 1 

Sej. The oracles are ceased. 

That only Cmsar, with their tongue, might speak. 

Arr, Lot me be gone: most felt and open this! 

Cor, Stay. 

Arr. Whatl to hear more cunning and fine words. 

With their sound flatter’d ere their sense be meant T 
Tib. Their choice of Antium,^ tiiete to place the gift 
Vow’d to the goddess * for our mother’s health. 

We wUl the senate know, we fairly like: 

As also of their grant > to Lepidus, 

For his repairing the .Amilian place. 

And restoration of those monuments: 

Their grace * too in confining of Silanus 
To the other isle CSthera, at the suit 
Of his religious ‘ sister, much commends 
Their policy, so temper’d with their mercy. 

But for the honours which they have decreed 
To our Sejanus,* to advance his statue 
b Pompey’s theatre, (whose ruining fire 
His vigilanoe and labour kept restrain’d 

* Tadt. Lib. Ui. p. 71. ' Fortune equestrls, ibid. 

*Tadt. ibid. * Tacit. Ann. Lib. ili. p. 170. 

* Torquata Virgo vestatls, cujas memciiam aervat maimoc Roous. vid. 
lips, comment, in Tacit. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. iil. p. 71, 
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In that ona hiM^) thegr have therein ont-mne 
Their own great wiadomik their ekilfiU choice^ 

And plaoing of their bounties on a miw . 

Whose merit more adorns the dignity, 

Ulan that can him; and gives a bei^t. 

In taking, greater than it can receive. 

Blush not, ^janu8,t tliou great aid of Romev 
Associate of our laboi^ our chief helper; 

Let us not force thy simple modesty 

With offering at thy praise, for more wo cannot. 

Since there's no voice can take it. No man hero 
Receive our speeches as hyperboles: 

For we are far from flattering our friend. 

Let envy know, as from the need to flatter. 

Nor let them a^ the causes of our praise; 

Princes have still tlieir grounds rear’d with themselves. 

Above the poor low flats of common men; 

And who will search the reasons of their acts. 

Must stand on equal bases. Load, away: 

Our loves unto the senate. 

[Exeunt Tib., Sejan., NaUa, Hat., Lot., Of^cere, fix. 
Arr. Gesarl 
Sab. Peace. 

Cor. Great Pompey's theatre * was never ruin’d 
Till now, that proud Sejanus hath a statue 
Rear’d on his ashes. 

Arr. Place the shame of soldiers. 

Above the best of generals 7 crack the world. 

And bruise the name of Romans into dustt 
Ere we behold it! 

Sil. Check your passion; 

Lord Drusus tarries. 

Dru. Is my father mad,3 
Weary of life, and rule, lords 7 thus to heavo 
An idol up with praise 1 make him bis mate^ 

His rival in the empire! 

Arr. O. good prince. 

Dru. Allow him statues,* titles, honours, such 
As he himself refuaeth 1 
Arr. Brave, brave DrususI 
Dru. The first ascents to sovereignty are hard; 

But, entered once, there never wants or means. 

Or ministers, to hdp the aspirer on. 

Arr. True^ gallant Drusus. 

Dru. We must shortly pray 
To Modesty, that he will rest oontmated— 

Arr. Ay, where he isb and not write emperor. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74*76. ' Vld. Sen. fknis. ad. Mate. e. ss. 

• TscK. Aim. Lib. iv. p. 76. *TaGlt. ibid. 

M4>» 
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Re-enUr SwAinre, Satbiub, LAixuaa. GUenta, efe. 

8tj. There is your bill, and youn; bring you your man. 

TTo SiUriuB, 

I have moved for you, too, Latiaria. 

Dru. What! 

Is your vast greatness grown so Mindly bold. 

That you will over us I 
8ej, Why then give way. 

Dm. Give way, OolosBus! do you lift T advance you T 
Take that! t [Slrikeahim. 

Arr. Good! brave! ezceUent, brave prince! 

Dru, Nay, come, approach. [Drwtiw hia award. 

What, stand you oS? at gaze? 
It looks too full of death for thy cold spirits. 

Avoid mine eye, dull camel, or my sword 
Shall make thy bravery fitter for a grave. 

Than for a triumph, i’ll advance a statue 
O’ your own bulk; but’t shall be on the cross; ^ 

Where I will nail your pride at breadth and length. 

And crack those sinews, which are yet but stretch’d 
With your swoln fortune’s rage. 

Arr. A noble prince I 

AU. A Castor,* a Castor, a Castor, a Castor! 

[Exeunt all hut Sejanva. 

8e). He that, with such wrong moved, can bear it through 
With patience, and an even mind, knows how 
To turn it back. Wrath cover’d carriea fate: 

Revenge is lost, if I profess my hate. 

What was my practice late, I’ll now pursue 

As my fell justice: this hath styled it new. [Exit. 


ACT II 

SCENE I .—The Garden q/’Enonnrs. 

Enter Sbjanos, Livia, and Evdxmtts. 

8ef. Physician, thou art worthy of a {wovince^ 

Eor the great favours done unto our loves; 

And, but that greatest livia bears a part 
In the requital of thy services, 

I should alone despair of aught, like m e ans . 

To give them worthy satisfaction. 

Liv. Eudemns, I will see it, shall receive 

* Vid. Tadt. Ann. Ub. iv. p, 74-7b> 

* Tacit, ibidem. 

■Tacit, aequlmur Ann. lib. iv. p. 74, qsanquam apnd Dhsiam ct 
Zonaram allter lagitut. 
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A fit and full rmraid for hia larga marlti—- 
But for this potiou t inteod to Druaus, 

No more our huaband now, whom ahall we ohooao 
Aa the moat apt and able inatrument, 

1 \) miniater it to him? 

Eud. I eav, Lygdua.* 

Sej. Lygdua? what’ahe? 

Liv. An eunuch Druaus loves. 

Eud. Ay, and his cup-bearer. 

Sej. Name not a second. 

If D^ua love him, and he have that place. 

We cannot think a fitter. 

Eud. True, my lord. 

For free access and trust are two main aids. 

8^. Skilful physician! 

Liv. But he must be wrought 
To the undertaking, with some labour’d art. 

Sej. la he ambitaoua T 
Liv. No. 

Sej. Or covetous? 

Liv. Neither. 

Eud. Yet, gold is a good general charm. 

Sej. What is he, tiion? 

Iav. Faith, only wanton, light. 

Sej. How! is he young and fair f 
Eud. A delicate youth. 

Sej. Send him to me,3 I’ll work him.—Royal lady. 

Though I have loved you long, and with that height 
Of zeal and duty, like tlie fire, which more 
It mounts it trembles, thinking nought could add 
Unto the fervour which your eye hem kindled; 

Yet, now I see your wisdom, judgment, strength. 

Quickness, and will, to apprehend the means 
To your own good and greatness, I protest 
My.self through ratified, and turn’d ail flame 
In your afTection: such a spirit as yours. 

Was not created for the idle second 
To a poor flash, as Drusus; but to shine 
Bright as the moon among the leaser lights. 

And ahwe the sov’reimty of all the world. 

Then livia triumphs in her proper sphere. 

When she and her Sejanua snail divide 
The name of Ceesar, and Augusta’s star 
‘Servile, apud Romanos, et ignwnlnioaisslmum mortM genus erat 
auppHcium cruds, ut ex Liv. ipso. Tacit. Dio. et omnibus frre ontiouls, 
prsnertlm bistorida constet. vid. Plant, in. Mil. Ampb. Aulii. Hot. Lib. L 
Ser 3. et Jev. Sat. vl. Pone cruoem servo, etc. 

• Sie Ctoiwis ob violentiam oognominatus, vId. Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. 
IvB. p. 701. 

* ^mdonis animum stu(uo davinziL TadL ibid. 
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Be dUmm’d with of s blighter beam: 

When Agrippina’s ^ nree are ouite extinot> 

And the soaroe-seen 'nberiiu imitows all 
His little light from us, whose folded arms 
Shall make one perfect orb. [Knocldng mfhin.l Who’s that? 
Eudemns, 

Look. [Exit Eudemiu.] ’Tis not Dmsus. lady, do not fear. 

Liv. Not I, my lord: my fear and love of him 
Left me at once. 

Sef. IllustriouB lady, stay— 

Eud. [loithin.] I’ll tell his lordship. 

Re-enter Eudehtts. 

8tj. Who is it, EudemusT 

Evd. One of your lordship’s servants brings you word 
The emperor hath sent for you. 

8e}. 01 where is he T 

With your fair leave, dear princess. I’ll but ask 
A question and return. 

Evd. Fortunate princess I 
How are you blest in the fruition 
Of this unequall’d man, the soul of Rome, 

The empire’s life, and voice of Gaesar’s world! 

Liv. So blessed, my Eudemus, as to know 
The bliss I have^ with what I ought to owe 
The means that wrought it. How do I look to-day? 

Evd. Excellent clear, believe it. This same fucus 
Was well laid on. 

Liv. Methinks ’tis here not white. 

Evd. Lend me your scarlet, lady. ’Tis the sun. 

Hath riv’n some little taint unto the ceruse; > 

Tou should have used of the white oil I gave you. 

Sejanus, for your love] bis very name 

Oommandeth above Cupid or lus shafts— [Ratnfs her cheeks, 

Liv. Nay, now you’ve made it worse. 

Evd. nl help it straight— 

And but pronounced, is a sufficient charm 
Against all rumour; and of absolute power 
To satisfy for any lady’s honour. 

Liv. li^at do you now, EudemusT 
Evd. Make a light fucus. 

To touch you o’er withal.—Honour’d Sejanns! 

What act, though ne’er so strange and insolent. 

But that addition will at least bear out, 

* Gennanici vldxia. 

* Cerusia (apud Romanoa) inter fictitiores colores etat et quae aolem ob 
oalccem tlmebat. vid. Mart. Lib. 11. Bpig. 11 . 
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irt do not expiate? 

■ L,v. Hen*, good physician. 

Eud. I like this study to preserve the love 
Of such a man, that oomcs not every hour 
To greet the world.—’Tta now well, lady, j'ou should 
Use of the dentifrice I prescribed you too. 

To clear your teeth, and the. prepared iwmatum. 

To smooth the skin:—A lady cannot be 
Too curious of her form, that still would hold 
The heart of such a person, made her captive. 

As you have his: who, to endear him more 
In your clear eye, hath put away his wife,*- 
The trouble of his bed, and your delights. 

Fair Apicata, and made spacious room 
To your now pleasures. 

Liv. Have not we return'd 
That with our hate to Druaus, and discovery * 

Of all his counsels T 

End. Yea, and wisely. Indy. 

The ages that succeed,'and stand f.ar off 
To gaze at your high prudence, shall admire. 

And reckon it an act unthout your sex: 

It hath that rare appearance. >Some will think 
Your fortune could not yield a doeixsr sound. 

Than mix’d with Driisus; but, when they shall hear 
That, and the thunder of Sejanus meet, 

Sejanus, whose high name doth strike the stars. 

And tings about the concave; great Sejanus, 

Whose glories, stylo, and titles are himself. 

The often iterating of Sejanus: 

They then will lose their thoughts, and bo ashamed 
To take acquaintance of them. 

Re-enter Sgjanus. 

8ej. I must make 

A rude departure, lady: Oarsar sends 

With all his haste both of command and prayer. 

Be resolute in our plot; you have my soul. 

As certain yours as it is my body’a 
And, wise physician,^ so prepare the poison. 

As yon may lay the subtile operation 
Upon aome natural disease of his: 

Tour eunuch send to me. I kiss your hands, 

Gloiy of ladies, and commend my love 
To your best faith and mmnory. 

* Bx qua tres Uberos genuerat, ne pcUld suspectaretur Tacit. Ann. Lib. 
hr. p. 74. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 76. 

* Tacit, ibid, et EHoa. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvU. p. 709. 
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Liv. My lord, 

2 ahaJl bat diange your words. FaiewBll. Yet, this 
Remember for your heed, he loves you not; 

You know what I have toid you: his designs 
Are fuU of grudge and danger; wo must use 
More than a common spee£ 

Sej. Ezoellent lady. 

How you do fire my bloodi 
Liv. Well, you must go T 

Hie tho ugh ts be best, ore least set forth to shew. [ExU Sejaniia. 
Bud. When will you take some physio, ladyT 
Liv. When 

I shall, Eudemns: nut let Drusus* drug 
Be fitst spared. 

Bud. Wen Lygdua mcrfle, that’s done; 

I have it ready. And to-morrow morning 
m send you a perfume, first to resolve 
And prooure sweat, and then prepare a bath 
, To cleanse and clear the cutis; a^nst when 
m have an excellent new fuous made, 

Resistive ’gainst the sun, the rain, or wind. 

Which you shall lay on with a breath, or oil. 

As you best like, and last some fourteen hours. 

This change came timely, lady, for your health. 

And the restoring your complexion. 

Which Drusus’ onoler had almost burnt up I 
Wherein your fortune hath prescribed you better 
Hian art could do. 

Liv. Thanks, good physician, 
m use my fortune, you shall see, with reverence. 

Is my coach ready T 

Bud. It attends your highness. {Exeunt. 

SCENE n. —An Apartment iu the Ptdaee 
Enter SxjAmrs. 

Sef. If this be not revenge, when I have done 
And made it perfect, let Egyptian slaves,^ 

Parthians, and bare-foot Hebrews bratul my face, 

And print my body full of injuries. 

Thou lost thyself, child Drusus. when thou thoughtst 
Htou couldst outskip my vengeance; or outstand 
Hie power T had to cruw thee into air. 

Hiy follies now shall taste what kind of man 
Hiey have provoked, and this thy father’s house 
Orau in the flame of my iucensed rage. 

Whose fury shall admit no shame or mean.— 

Adultery I it is the lightest ill 
^ ffi spud Romanos bsrbari et .vilisdml ostlmab. Juv. Mart. etc. 



33* 


Sejanus 

1 win rommit A race of wi<^ad acts 
ShaU flow oat of my anger, and o’erapread 
The world’s wide face, which no posterity 
Shall e’er appove, nor yet keep silent: things 
That for their cunning, close, and cruel mark. 

Thy father would wish his: and shall, perhaps, 

Cany the empty name, but we the prize. 

On, then, my soul, and start not in thy course; 

Though heaven drop sulphur, and hell belch out fire^ 

Laugh at the idle terrors; tell proud Jove, 

Between his power and thine there is no odds: 

’Twas only fear first in the world made gods.t 

ErUer Tibebius, attended. 

Tib. Is yet Sejanus come? 

Sej. He’s here, dread Oesar. 

Ttb. Let all depart that chamber, and the next. 

[Exeunt Attendant a. 

Sit down, my comfort.^ When the master prince 
Of all the world, S^anus, saith he fears. 

Is it not fatal 7 

Sej. Yes, to those are fear’d. 

Tib, And not to him 7 
Sej. Not, if he wisely turn 
That part of fate he holdoth, first on them. 

Tib. That nature, blood, and laws of kind forbid. 

Sej. Do policy and state forbid it 7 
Ttb. No, 

Sej. The rest of poor respects, then, let go by; 

State is enough to make the act just, them guilty. 

Tib. Long hate pursues such acts. 

S^. Whom hatiM frights. 

Let him not dream of sovereignty. 

Tib. Are rites 

Of faith, love, pieiy, to be trod down, 

Foigotten. and made vain 7 
Sej. All for a crown. 

He prince who shames a tpant’s name to bear. 

Shall never dare do any thing; but fear; 

All the command of sceptres, quite doth perish. 

If it beg^ religioua thoughts to cherish: 

Whole empires fall, swajrd by those nice reifMcts; 

It is the license of dark deeds protects 
Ev’n states most hated, when no laws resist 
The sword, but that it aoteth what it list. 

Tib. Yet so, we may do all things cruelly. 

Not safdly. 

* Tdem, et Petro. Arbiter, Sat. et Statius, lib. ilL 
* De bae eonsUHatione, vid. Suet. Tib. e. 33. 
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S^. Yes, and do tiiem tfaoroaghly. 

Tu>. Knows yet S^anna whom we point at? 

8ej. Ay, 

Or else my thonght^ my sense, or both do err: 

’Tis Agrinpina.1 
TA. She, and her proud race. 

8ej. Proud] daugerous,^ Csaor: for in them apaoe 
Ihe father’s spirit woots up. Germanious ^ 
laves in their looks, their gait, their form, t’ upbraid us 
With his close deat^ if not revenge the same. 

Tib. The act’s not known. 

8ef. Not proved: but whispering Fame 
Knowledge and proof doth to the jealous give. 

Who, than to fail, would their own thought believe. 

It is not safe, the children draw long breath. 

Hist are provoked by a parent’s death. 

Tib. It is as dangerous to make them hence. 

If nothing but their birth be their offence. 

8ef. Stay, till they strike at Caesar; then their crime 
Will be enough; but late and out of time 
For him to punish. 

Tib. Do purpose it? 

8ef. You know, sir, thunder speaks not till it hit. 

Be not secure; none swiftlier are opprest. 

Than they whom confidence betrays to rest. 

Let not your daring make your danger such: 

All power is to be fear’d, where ’tis too much. 

The youths are of themselves hot, violent. 

Full of great thought; and that male-spirited dame,* 

Their mother, slac^ no means to put tkem on. 

By large allowance; popular presentings. 

Increase of train and state, suing for titles; 

Hath them commended with like prayers,* like vows. 

To the same gods, with Osesar: days and nights 
She spends in banquets and ambitious feasts 
For the nobility; where Gains Silius, 

Titius Sabinus. old Arruntius, 

Asinins Gallus, Fnmius, Begulus, 

And others of that discontented list. 

Are the prims guests. There, and to tiiese, she tells 
Whose niece she was,* whose daughter, and whose wife. 

* De Agrip. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Ivil. p. 69. 

■ De Sejani oonsil. in Agrip. leg. Tadt. Ann. lib. 1 . p. 33, et Lib. Iv. 
P- 77 ‘ 79 . M Tib. susp. Ub. iu. p. 53. 

* Gnaris omnibus Uetam Tiberlo Germanid mortem male dissimulari. 
Tadt. lib. 111 . ibid. Hue confer Tadt. nairat. de morte Pisonia. p. 33. et 
Ub. iv. p. 74. Germanid mortem inter prospera ducebat. 

* De ^m. VlriU Agrip. cons. Tadt. Ann. Ub. L p. 13 et 33 . Ub. ii. p. 47. 
' Tadt. Ann, Ub. iv. p. 79. 

* Erat enim neptis Auguau, Agrlppw et Julia fills, Germanid uxor. Suet. 
Aug. o 64. 
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And then must tihey compare her with Angoata, 

Ay, and prefer her too; commend her form. 

Extol hw 1 froitfuineea; at which a shower 
FaUs for the memoiy of Oermanicus, 

Which they blow over straight with windy praise. 

And puffing hopec of her aspiring sons; 

Who, with these hourly ticklings, grow so pleased. 

And wantonly oonceitra of themselves. 

As now, they stick not to believe they’re such 
As these do give them out; and wou d be thought 
More than competitors, immediate heirs. 

Whilst to their thirst of rule, they win the rout 
(That’s still the friend of novelty)^ with hope 
Of future freedom, which on every change 
That greedily, though emptUy expects. 

CeBsar, ’tis age in all things breeds neglects. 

And princes that will keep old dignity 
Must not admit too youthful heirs stand by; 

Not their own issue; but so darkly set 
As shadows are in picture, to give height 
And lustre to themselves. 

Tib. We will command ^ 

Their rank thoughts down, and with a stricter hand 
Than we have yet put foiiii; their trains must bate. 

Their tities, feasts, and factions. 

8ei. Or your state. 

But how, sir, will you work T 
Tib. Confine them. 

8ej. No. 

They are too great, and that too faint a blow 
To give them now; it would have serv’d at first, 

When with the wmdeest touch their knot had bunk 
But, now, your care must be^ not to detect 
The smalleBt cord, or line of your suspect; 

For such, who know the weight of prince’s feter. 

Will, when they find themselves discover’d, rear 
Their forces, like seen snakes, that else would lie 
Boil’d in their circles, close: nought is more high. 

Daring, or desperate, than offenden found; 

Where guilt is, ra^ and courage both abound. 

The course must be, to let them still swell up. 

Riot, and surfeit on blind fortune’s cup; 

Give them more place, more dignities, more style. 

Gall them to cou^ to senate; in the while, 

* De foecund. ejus. vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. U. p. 30. et Lib. iv. p. 77. 

* Di^Ucere regnantibus dvilia fiUomm ingenia; neque ob aliud iater- 
eeploa quam quia Pop. Rom. aequo Jure complecti, reddita libertate, 
afftavermt. Nat. Tadt. Lib. il. Aim. p. 49. 

■ ^ Suet. Tib. e. S4- 
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Take from their atroogth aome ine or twain, or mor^ 

Of the main fautora, (it will frixat the atore,) 

And, by aome by<oooaeion. Thoa, with alight 
You shul diaarm them firat; and they, in ni^t 
Of their ambition, not peroeiye the train. 

Till in the engine they are oaught and akun. 

Tib. We would not kill, if we knew how to aave; 

Yet, than a throne, ’tis cheaper give a grave, 
la there no way to bind them by deserts? 

Sej. Sir, wolves do change their hair, but nob their hearts. 
While thus your thought unto a mean is tied. 

You neither dare enough, nor do provida 
All modesty is fond: and chiefly where 
The subject is no less compell’d to bear. 

Than praise his soverdgn’s acta 
Tib. We can no longer i 
Keep on our mask to thea our dear Sejanus; 

Thy thoughts are ours, in all, and we but proved 
Their voica in our designa which by assenting 
Hath more confirm’d ua than if heart’ning Jove 
Had, from his hundred statues, bid us str&a 
And at the stroke click’d all his marble tiiumba> 

But who shall first be struck? 

Sej. First Chius Silius; 

He is the most of mark, and most of danger: 

In power and reputation equal strong. 

Having commanded > an imperial army 
Seven years together, vanquish’d Sacrovir 
In Germany, and thence obtain’d to wear 
The ornaments triumphal. His steep fall. 

By how much it doth give the weightier orach. 

Will send more wounding terror to the rest, 

Oommand them stand aloof, and give more way 
To our surprising of the principal. 

Tib. But what,* Sabinus? 

Sej. Let him grow a while. 

His fate is not 3 ^ ripe: we must not pluck 
At all together, lest we catch ourselves. 

And there’s Arrnntius too, he only tallm. 

But Sosia,* Silius* wife, would be wound in 


1 Tiberlum variis artibus devinxit adeo Sejanus, ut obsetarum adversum 
alios, sibi uni incautum, intectumque effieeret. Tarit. Ann. Lib. iv. p 
74. vid. Dio. Hist. Rom. Ub. Ivil. p. 707- 
■ Fremere poUieem, apud Romanos, maximi favoris erat aignum. Horat. 
Bpist. ad LolUum. Fautor utroque horum laudabit poIUce iudum. Bt 
Pun. Nat. Hist. Lib. zxviii. cap. a. Polliccs, cum taveamus, premere 
etiam proverbio jubemur. De inteep. lod, vid. Ang. PoL MiscelL eap>. zU. 
at Turn. Adver. Lib. xi. cap. vi, 

* Tndt. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 63. et Lib. iv. p. 79. 

«Tacit.ibid. ■Tadt. ibid. 
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Now, for she hath a foty in her breast, 

More than hell ever knew; and would be sent 
Thither in tini& Then is there one Gremutius * 

Oordus, a writing fellow, they have got 
]\> mther notes of the precedent times. 

And make them into Annals; a most tart 
And bitter spirit, I hear; who, under colour 
Of praising those, doth tax the present state. 

Censures &e men, the actions, leaves no trick. 

No practice unexamined, parallels 

The times, the governments; a profest champion 

For the old liberty— 

Tib. A perishing wretch I 
As if there were that chaos bred in things. 

That laws and liberty would not rather choose 
To be qmte broken, and ta'en hence by us. 

Than bave the stain to be preserved by such. 

Have we the meaiu to make these guilty first? 

Sej. Trust that to me: let Cesar, by his power 
But oaum a formal meeting of the senate, 

I will have matter and accusers ready. 

Tib. But how? let us consult. 

Sej. We shall misspend 
The time of action. Counsels are unfit 
In business, whwe all rest is more pernicious 
Than rashness can be. Acts of this close kind 
Thrive more by execution than advice 
Therf is no lingering in that work begun. 

Which cannot praisra be, until through done 

Tib. Our edicts shall forthwith command a oonrt.^ 

Whfie I can live, I will prevent earth’s fury; 

‘E/ioO Octwdrrot yaia /uxO'irw rvpt.* 

iExit. 

Enter Jxnsaa Postruhcs. 

Poa. My lord Sejanns— 

Sej. Julius ^Posthumus! 

Come with my wish I What news from Agrippina’s? 

Poa. Faith, none They all look up them^ves a’late^ 

Or talk in character; I have not seen 
A company so changed. Except they bad 
Intelligence by augury of our practice— 

Sej. When were yon thme? 

Tadt. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 83. Die Hist. Rom. Lib. IviL p. 710, et 
$«n. Cone ad Mare cap. i. et fuslus, cap. 33. 

* Edicto ut plurlmum Senatores in curiam vocatos constat. Tadt. 
Ann. Lib. i. p. 3. 

* Vulgaris quidam versus, quern aspe Tiber, redtassememoratur. Dion. 
Hist. Rom. Ub. Iviii. p. 739. 

* De Julio Postumo, vld. Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77. 
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Poa. Lart night. 

8ej. And what ^eats found you? 

Poa. Sabinua, SiMua, the old hat, Arruntiu^ 

Furnioi^ and Gidlua. 

Sej. Would not these talk? 

Poa. Little: 

And yet we offer'd ohoioe of argumontb 
Satrina waa with me. 

Sej. WeD: ’tia guilt enough 
Their often meeting. You forgot to extol ^ 

The hospitable lady? 

Poa. No; that trick 

Was well put home, and had succeeded too. 

But that wbinua oou^’d a caution out; 

For she beran to swell. 

Sej. And may she burst I 
Julius, I would have you go instantly 
Unto the palace of the great Augusta, 

And, by your > kindest friend, get swift access; 

Acquaint her with these meetings; tell the words 3 
You brought me the other day. of Silius, 

Add somewhat to them. Make her understand 
The danger of Sabinus, and the times. 

Out of I 1 & closeness. Give Arruntius’ words 
Of malice against Caesar; so, to Gallus: 

But» above all, to Agrippina. Say, 

As you may traly, that her infinite pride,* 

Propt with the hopes of her too fruitful womb. 

With popular studies gapes for sovereignty. 

And threatens Caesar. Pr&y Augusta wen. 

That for her own, great Caesar’s, and the pub* 
lie safety, she be pleased to urge these dangers. 

Caesar is too secure, he must be told. 

And best he’ll take it from a mothers tongue. 

Alas! what is’t for us to sound, to explore. 

To watch, oppose, plot, practise, or prevent, 

If he, for whom it is so strongly labour’d, 

Shadl, ont of greatness and free spirit, be 
Supinelv negugentT our city’s now * 

Divided as in time o’ the civil war. 

And men forbear not to declare themselves 
Of Apippina’s party. Every day 
Ae wtion multipliee: and will do more. 

If not resisted: yon can best enlarge it, 

*Proztanl Acrip. inliciebantur pravis sennonlbus tumldoa mfaitns 
pertUmulare. TaHt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 77 . 

■ Mutilla Prisca, quae in animum Augusta valida. Tae. IbiA 

* Verba SlUl immodice Jactata, vid. apud Tac. Ann. lib. Iv. p. 70. 
*Tafclt. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 77. 

* Hae spud Tadt. 1%. Aim. lib. iv. p. 79. 
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As you find audience. Noble Poathomna, 

Commend me to yoUr Priaoa: and pray hw. 

She wiU aolioit thia great buaineea, 

To eaxneat and moat present execution. 

With all her utmost credit with Augusta. 

Po8. 1 shall not faU in my instructions. \_ExU. 

Sef. This second, from his mother, will well urge 
Our late design, and spur on Cessar’s rage; 

Which else might grow remiss. The way to put 
A prince in blood, is to present the shapes 
Of dangers, neater than they are, like late. 

Or early shadows; and, Kimetimos, to feign 
Where there are none, only to make him fear? 

His fear will make him orud: and once enter’d. 

He doth not easily learn to stop, or spare 
Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule. 

To thrust Tiberius into t 3 rranny. 

And make him toil, to turn aside those blocks. 

Which 1 alone could not remove with safety, 

Orusus once gone, Germanicus’ three sons ^ 

Would clog my way; whose guards have too much faith 
To be oorruptM: and their mother known 
Of too, too unreproved a chastity. 

To be attempted, as light Livia was. 

Work then, my art, on Caesar’s fears, as they 
On those they fear ’till all my lets be clear’d. 

And he in ruins of his house, and hate 
Of all his subjects, bury his own state; 

When with my peace and safety, I will rise. 

By making him the public sacrifice. lExit. 

SGEiNE UI .—A Room in Aouppma’s House. 

Enter Satbius and Natta. 

Sat. They’re grown exceeding circumspect, amd wary. 

Nat. They have us in the wind: and yet Arruntius 
Cannot contain himself. 

Sat. Tut, he’s not yet 

Look’d after; there are others more desired > 

That are more sUent. 

Ntd. Here he comes. Away. [Exeunt. 

Enter SABnnrs, Abbumtitts, and Cobdus. 

Sab. How is it, that these beagles haunt the house 
Of Agrippina T 

i Quorum non dubia successlo, neque spsrgi venennm in tree potent, 
etc. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77. 

■ SiUus. Sabinus. de quibus supra. 
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Arr, O, th^ htint,> they hunt! 

There is some game here lodged, which they most roose^ 

To make the great ones sporh 
Cnr. Did you observe 
How they inveigh’d ’gainst CeBsar? 

Arr. Ay, bai^ baits. 

For us to bite at: would I have my flesh 
Tom by the public hook, these qu^ified hangmen 
Should be my company. 

Cor. Here comes another. [Dom. Afer paaaea over the Mage, 
Arr. Ay, there’s a man,* Afer the orator! 

One that hath phrases, flgures, and fine flowers. 

To strew his rhetoric with,* and doth make haste, 

To get him note, or name, by any offer 
Where blood or ^n be objects; steeps his words. 

When he would kill, in artificial tears: 

The crocodile of Tyberl bim I love^ 

That man is mine; he hatii my heart and voice 
I When I would cursel he, he. 

Sab. Contemn the slaves, 

Their present lives will be their future graves. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV .—Another Apartment in the same. 

Enter Siliits, AamppiXA, Nbbo, and Sosia. 

SU. May’t please your highness not forget yourself; 

I dare no^ with my manners, to attempt 
Your trouble farther. 

Agr. Farewell, noble Siliust 
S^ Most roy^ princess. 

Agr. Sosia stays with usT 

Sth She is your servant, and dotii owe your grace 
An honest, but unprofitable love. 

A». How can that be, when there’s no gam but virtue’s? 

Sm You take the moral, not the politic sense. 

I meant, os she is bold, and free of speech. 

Earnest * to utter what her zealous (nought 
Travails wdthal, in honour of your house; 

Which act, as it is simply bora in her. 

Partakes of love and honesty; but may. 

By the over-often, and unseason’d use, 

* Tib. temper, delatores ^enus hominum publico ezitio repertun^ et 
poanls quidem nunquam satu coBreitum, per pramia eliciebantur. Tao. 
Ann. Lib. Iv. p, 63. 

' De Domlt. Af. vid. Tac. Ann. lib. Iv. p. Sq-ps. 

' Quoquo facinore properua clarescere. Tacit, ibid. Et infra, prospertora 
doquentia quam morum famA fuit. Et p. 93. din egens, et porto nuper 
pca^o male usus, plura ad flagitia acciageretur. 

' Vld. Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79.. 
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Tam to yoor loss and danm:i for your state 
Is' waited on by envies, as by eyes; 

And eveiy second guest your tables take 

Is a fee’d spy, to observe who goes, who comes; 

What conference you have, with whom, where, when. 

What the discourse is, what the looks, the thoughts 
Of every person there, they do extract* 

And nuuce into a substance. 

Agr. Hear me, Silius. 

Were all Tiberius’ body stuck with eyes. 

And every wall and hanging in my house 
Transparent, as this lawn I wear, or air; 

Yea, had Sejanus both his ears as long 
As to my inmost closet, I would hate 
To whisper ary thought* or change an act. 

To be made Juno’s rivaL Virtue’s forces 
Shew ever noblest in conspicuous courses. 

SH. ’Tis great, and bravely spoken, like the spirit 
Of Agrippina: yet, your highness knows. 

There is nor loss nor shame in providence; 

Few can, what all should do, beware enough. 

You may perceive > with what officious face, 

Satrius, and Natta* Afer, and the rest 

Visit your house, of late, to enquire the secrets; 

And with what Ix>ld and privileged art, they rail 
Against Augusta, yea, and at Tiberius; 

Tdl tricks of Livia, and Sejanus; all 
To excite, and call your inmgnation on. 

That thm might hear it at more liberty. 

A^. You’re too BuspioiouB, Silius. 

8iL Pray the gods, 

I be BO, Amppina; but 1 fear 

Some subtle praotice.9 They that durst to strike 

At so exampfess, and nnblamed a life. 

As that of the renowned Germanicus, 

Will not sit down with that exploit alone: 

He threatens many that hath injured one. 

N t/ro. ’Twero bret rip forth their tongues, sear out their eyes^ 
When next tiiey come. 

Boa. A fit reward for spies. 

Enter Dstrstrs, jun. 

Dru. fan . Hear you the rumourT 
Agr. what? 

Dru. fun, Drusus is dying* 

Agr. Dyingl 


• VM. Ise. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77. * Tadt. ibid, et pp. 00 et 

' Suet. Tib. e. a. Dion. R<»i. Hist. Ub. IviL p. 703 

* Tao. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 74,73, 76, 77. 
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Nero. That’s strsnml 

Agr. You were wiw him yesternight. 

Dru. jun. One met Eudemus the physician. 

Sent for, but now; who thinks he cannot liv& 

8U. Thinks 1 if it be arrived at that, he knowi^ 

Or none. 

Af^. ’Tis quick I what should be his disease T 
SU. Poison, poison— 

Agr, How, SiliusI 
Nero. What’s that? 

8U. Nay, nothing. There was late a certain blow 
Glv n o’ &e face. 

Nero. Ay, to Sejanus. 

8iL True. 

Dru. jun. And what of that 7 
8iL I’m glad I gave it not. 

Nero. But there is somewhat else? 

8iL Yes, private meetings, 

, With a great lady [sir], at a physician’s, 

. And a turn’d away. 

Nero. Ha! 

8il. Toys, mere toys: 

What wisdom’s now in th’ streets, in the common mouth 7 

Dru. jun. Fears, whisperings, tumults, noise, 1 know not what: 
'niqy 8 ^ the Senate sit.^ 

8iL rU thither straight; 

And see what’s in the forge. 

Agr. Good Silius do; 

Sosia and I will in. 

8%l. Haste ^ou, my lords. 

To vimt the sick prince; tender your loves. 

And sorrows to the people. This Sejanus, 

Trust my divining soul, hath plots on all: 

No tree, that stops his prospect, but must fall. lExeunt. 


ACT III 

SCENE I .—The 8enate~Hou8e. 

Enter Prseoones, Liotoree, SajAmrs, Yakbo, Latiabis, Cotta, 
Olid Atbb. 

Sej. ’Tis only * you must urn against him, Vanro; 

Nor I nor Gssar may appear toerein. 

Except in your defence, who are toe consul; 

And, under colour of late enmity 

Between your father and his, may better do it, 

^Vid. Tao. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 76 . 

* Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. 79 . 
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As free from ell suspipion of a praotioei. 

Here be your notes, What points to touch at; read: 

Be cunning in them. Afer has them too. 

For. But is he summon’d? 

Sej. Na It was debated 
By Cffisar, and concluded as most fit 
To take him unprepared. 

Afer. And prosecute 
All under name of treason.^ 

Far. I conceive. 

ErOer Sabinits, Gaixxts, larnnus, and Abbitwitus. 

8db. Drusus being dead, Csesar will not be here. 

Qal. What should the business of this senate be? 

Arr. That can my subtle whisperers tell you: we 
That are the goodnlull-noble lookers on. 

Are only call’d to keep the marble warm. 

What should we do with those deep mysteries. 

Proper to these fine heads? let them alone. 

Our ignorance may, perchance, help os be saved 
From whips and furies. 

Qatt. see, see their action I 
Arr. Ay, now their heads do teavail, now they work; 

Their faces run like shittles; Ihey are waving 
Some curious cobweb to cateh flies. 

8db. Observe, 

They take their places. 

Arr. What,* so lowl 
Q<d. O yes. 

They must be seen to flatter Ceesar’s grief. 

Though but in sitting. 

Far. Bid us silenoe. 

Free. Silence! 

Far. Fathera conscript,* may tkia owr present meetinj 
Turn fair, and fortunate to the eommon-weaUh t 

Enter SmcuB, and other Senators, 

8^. See, SiliuB enters. 

8Q. Hail, grave fatheral 
Lie. Stand. 

Silius, forbear thy placa 
8en. Howl 

Pres. Silius, stand forth. 

The consul hatii to charge thee. 

Lie. Boom for Oeesar. 

* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. Sed ciineta qaasatioos majestatis eserdts. 
■Tacit, cod. Lib. iv. p. 76. Cmisulesque seds vuipui per apedem 

nuBsUtita aedentea. 

* Fnafatio adwinia Consnlum Rom. vid. Bar. Btlas. da for. Ub. U. 
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Arr. Is he come tool nay then expect a trick. 

Sab. SUine aocooedl sure he will answer nobly. 

Enter TmaBins, attended. 

Tib. We stand amazed, fathers, to behold 
This general dqection. Wherefore sit 
Rome’s consuls thus dissolved.^ as they had lost 
All the remembrance both of style ana place ? 

It not becomes. No woes are of fit weight. 

To make the honour of the empire stoop: 

Though I, in my peculiar self, may meet 
Just reprehension, that so suddenly. 

And, in so fresh a grief, would greet the senate. 
When private tongues, of kinsmen and allies. 
Inspired with comfort^ lothly are endured. 

The face of men not seen, and scarce the c^y. 

To thousands that communicate our loss. 

Nor can I at^e these of weakness; since 
They take but natural ways; yet I must seek 
For stronger aids, and those fair helps draw out 
From warm embraces of the common-wealth. 

Our mother, great Augusta, ’s struck with time. 
Our self imprest with aged characters, 

Dmsus is gone, his children young and babes; 
Our aims must now reflect on those that may 
Give timely succour to these present ills. 

And are our only glad-survivmg hopes. 

The noble issue of Germanicus, 

Nero and Drusus: might it please the consul 
Honour them in, they both attend without. 

1 would present them to the senate’s care. 

And raise those suns of joy that should drink up 
These floods of sorrow in your drowned eyes. 

Arr. By Jove, I am not CEdipus enough 
To understand this Sphyxix. 

Sab. The princes come. 

Enter Nbbo, and Dansns, junior. 

Tib. Approach you, noble Nero, noble Drusus. 
These princes, fathers, when their parent died, 
Igave unto their uncle, with this prayer. 

That though he had proper issue of his own. 

He would no less bring op, and foster these. 
Than that self-blood; and by that act confirm 
Their worths to him, and to posteri^. 

Drusus ta’en hence, I turn my prayers to you. 
And ’fore our country, and our go^ beseech 
You take^ and rule Augustus’ nephew’s sons, 

^ Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. y6. 
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Sprang of the noblest anceetora; and so 
Aoodmplish both my duty, and yoor own. 

Nero, and Drosus, these shall be to you 
In place of mrents, these your fathers, these; 

And not unfitly: for vou are so bom. 

As all your go^ or ill’s the common-wealth’s. 

Receive them, you strong guardians; and blest gods, 

Mahe all their actions answer to their bloods: 

Let their great titles find increase by them. 

Not they by titles. Set them as in place. 

So in example, above all the Romans: 

And may they know no rivals but themselves. 

Let Fortune give them nothing; but attend 
Upon their virtue: and that still come forth 
Grmter than hope, and better than their fame. 

Relieve me, fathers, with your general voice. 

Senators. May all the gode consent to Caesat’s meh. 

And add to any horwmra that may crown 
The hopefid issue of Qermanicua / 

TQ>. We thank you, reverend fathers, in their right. 

Arr. If this were true now I but the space, the space 
Between the breast and lips—Tiberius’ heart 
lies a thought further than another man’s. [Aside, 

Tib. My comforts are so flowing in my joys. 

As, in them, all my streams of grief are lost, 

No leas than ore land-waters in the sea. 

Or showers in rivers; though their cause was such. 

As might have sprinkled ev’n the gods with tears: 

Yet, since the greater doth embrace the less. 

We covetously obey. 

Arr. Well acted, CJeosar. [Aside. 

Tib. And now 1 am the happy witness mode 
Of your so much desired affections 
To this great issue, I could wish, the Fates 
Would here set peaceful mriod to my days; 

However to my labours, I entreat. 

And beg it of this senat^ some fit ease. 

Arr. Laugh, fathers, laugh: t have you no spleens'about youT 

[Aside. 

Tib. The burden is too heavy I sustain 
On my unwilling shoulders; and I pray 
It may be taken off, and reconferred 
Upon the consuls, or some other Roman, 

More able, and more worthy. 

Arr. Laugh on still. [Aside. 

Sab. Why this doth render all the rest suspected! 

Oal. It poisons all 

* Tadt. lib. iv. p. 76. Ad vans et toties inrisa revolutus de reddenda 
Rep. utqne consedes, seu quia alius regimen susdperent. 
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ilrr. 0, do you taat« it then? 

8<A. It takes away my faith to any thing 
He shall hereafter speak. 

Art, Ay, to pray that, 

Which would be to his head as hot as thunder, 

’Gunst which he wears that charm i should but the court 
Recdre him at bis word. 

OaL Hear I 
!r»6. For m 3 rBelf 

I know my weakness, and so little covet, 

Like some gone past, the weight that will oppress m^ 

As my ambition is the counter-point. 

Art. Finely maintained; good still 1 
8ej. But Rome, whose blood. 

Whose nerves, whose life, whose very frame relies 
On Caesar’s strength, no less than heaven on Atlas, 

Cannot admit it but with genertJ ruin. 

Arr. Aht are you there to bring him off 7 [Aside. 

8ei. Let Caesar 

No more then urge a point so contrary 
To Cesar’s greatneu, the grieved senate’s vows. 

Or Rome’s necessity. 

Oal. He comes about— 

Arr. More nimbly than Vertumnus. 

Tib. For the publick, 

I may be drawn to shew I can neglect 
All private aums, though I affect my rest; 

But if the senate still command me serve, 

I must be glad to practise my obedience.^ 

Arr. You must and will, sir. We do know it. [Aside. 
Senators. Ccesar, 

Live hnuj and happy, great and royal Caesar; 

The gads preserve mee and thy modesty. 

Thy tois^m and thy innocence / 

Art. Whweis’t? 

The prayer is made before the subject. [Aside. 

Senators. Guard 

Eis meekness, Jove; his piety, his care. 

His bounty — 

Arr. And his subtility, FU put in; 

Yet he’ll keep that himwlf, witiiout the gods. 

All prayers are vaun for him. [Aside. 

Ttb. We will not hold 

Your patience, fathers, with long answra; but 

s'Gainnahieh He wears nekarm.] Tonitnia praster modum expavescebat : 
et turbatlOTe ccalo nunquam non ooronam lauream capite gestavlt, quod 
fuhnine afflarl negetur id genus fnmdis. Suet. Tib. e. 6q. Piln. Nat. EQst. 
lib. XV. 0. ao. 

s Semper perpiexa et obscure crat. Tib. vid. Tacit. Ann. lib. L p. s. 
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Shall still contead to be what you desire. 

And work to satisfy so great a hope. 

Proceed to your affaire. 

Arr. Now, Sih’us, guard thee; 

The curtain’s drawing. Afer advanceth. lAaide. 

Pree. Silence! 

4fer. Cite ^ Caius Silius. 

Prat. Caius Silius 1 
8il. Here. 

Afer. The triumph that thou hodst in Germany 
For thy late victory on Sacrovir, 

Thou hast enjoy’d so freely, Caius Silius, 

As no man it envied thee; nor would Ctesar, 

Or Borne admit, that thou wert then defrauded 
Of any honours thy deserts could claim. 

In the fab service of the common-wealth: 

But now, if, after all their loves and graces, 

(Thy actions, and theb courses being discover’d) 

It shall appear to Cecsar and this senate. 

Thou hast deRled those glories with iby crimes— 

SU. Crimes! 

Afer. Patience, SUius. 

8il. Tell thy mole of patience; 

I am a Roman. What are my crimes T proclaim them. 

Am I too rich, too honest for the times 7 
Have I or treasure, jewels, land, or houses 
That some informer gapes for 7 is my strength 
Too much to be admitted, or my knowledge 7 
These now are crimes.* 

Afer. Nay, Silius, if the name 
Of crime so touch thee, with what impotence 
Wilt thou endure the matter to be search’d 7 
8il. I tell thee, Afer, with more scorn than fear: 
your mercenary tongue and art. 
my accuser 7 
For. Here. 

Arr. Varro, the consul! 

Is he thrust in 7 lAaide. 

Var. ’Tis I accuse thee, Silius. 

Against the majesty of Rome, and Ctesar, 

I do pronounce thee here a guilty cause. 

First of banning * and occasioiiing. 

Next, drawing out the war in * Gallia, 

* atabatur reus e tribunal! voce ptwconis. vid. Bar. Brisson. Lib. 5 , 
de fcrin. 

* Vid. Suet. nb. Tadt. Dio. Senec. 

■Tadt. Lib. iv. p. 79. ConsdentUi belli, Saavvb dlu disdmulatm, 
victoria per avaritlam foedata, et uxor Sosia arguebantur. 

* Belium Sacrovirianum in GalL erat. Triumph, ht Germ. vid. Tadt. 
Ann. Ub. ilL p. 63. 
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For whioh thou late teiomph’ett dissembling long 
Saoroyir to be an enemy, 

Only to make thy entertainment more. 

Whilst thou, and thy wife Soaia, poll’d the province; 

Wherein, with sordid, base desire of gain. 

Thou hast discredited thy actions’ worth. 

And been a traitor to the state. 

8il. Thou liest. 

Arr. I thank thee, Silius, speak so still and often. 

For. If •! not prove it, Csesar,^ but unjustly 
Have call’d him into trial; here I bind 
Myself to suffer, what 1 claim against him; 

And yield to have what 1 have spoke, confirm’d 
By judgment of the court, and all go^ men. 

SU. Cesar, I crave to have my cause defert’d, 

TQl this man’s consulriiip be out, 

Tib. We cannot. 

Hot may we grant it. 

8U. Why? shall he design 
My day of trial T Is he my accuser. 

And must he be my judge T 
It hath been usual. 

And is a right that custom hath allow’d 
The magistrate,* to call forth private men; 

And to appoint their day: wmoh privilege 
We may not in the consul see infringed. 

By whose deep watches, and industrious care 
It is so labourd, as the common-wealth 
Beceive no loss, by any oblique course. 

8il. Cesar, thy fraud is worse than violence. 

Tib. Silius, mistake us not, we dare not use 
The ore<Bt of the consul to thy wrong; 

But only to preserve his place and power. 

So far as it conoems tixe ^nity 
And honour of the state. 

Arr. Believe him, Silius. 

Cot. Why, so he may, Arruntiua. 

Ait. I say so. 

And he may choose too. 

Tib. By the Capitol, 

And all our gods, but that the dear republic. 

Our sacred laws, and just authority 
Are interess’d therein, I should be silent. 

’Please Caesar to give way unto his trial. 

He diall have justice. 

8il. Nay, I shall have law; 

Vid. socusandi fcsmulam spud Brlsson. Lib. v. de form. 

Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. fg. Adversatus est Caesar, soHrum quippe 
■Istratibua diem prtvaus dieere, neo Inhingendum Ccmsulia jus, oujus 
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Shall I not, AferT apeah, 

Afer. Would yon hava more? 

Sil. No, my weU-ajpoken man, I would no more; 

Nor leas: might 1 enjoy it natural. 

Not taught to ape^ onto your present ends. 

Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling 
Furious enforcing, moat unjust presuming. 

Malicious, and manifold applying. 

Fool wresting, and imposmble oonstruotion. 

Afer. He raves, he raves. 

SU. Thou durst not tell me so, 

Hadst thou not Caesar’s warrant. I can see 
Whose power condemns me. 

For. This betrays his spirit: 

This doth enough declare him what he is. 

SH. What am 17 speak. 

Far. An enemy to the state. 

SU. Because I am an enemy to thee. 

And such corrupted ministers o’ the state, 

Tiiat here art znade a present instrument 
To t gratify it with thine own disgrace. 

8ej. This, to the consul, is most insolent. 

And impious I 

SU. Ay, take part. Reveal yourselves, 

Alas! 1 scent not your confederacies. 

Your plots, and combinations! 1 not know 
Minion Sejanus hates me: and that aU, 

This boast of law, and law, is but a form, 

A net of Vulcan’s filing, a mere ingine. 

To take that life by a pretext of justice, 

Wltich you pursue in malice! I want brain. 

Or nostril to persuade me, t^t your ends. 

And purposes are made to what they are, 

Before my answer! O, yon equal gods. 

Whose justice not a world of woLf-tum’d men 
Shall niue me to accuse, howe’er provoked; 

Have I for this so oft engaged myself 7 
Stood in the heat and fervour of a fi^t. 

When Phoebus sooner hath forsook t^ day 
Than I the field, against the blue-wed Gauls, 

And crisped Germans 7 wh«i our Roman eagles 
Have fann’d the fire, with their labouring wings. 

And no blow dealt, that left not death behind itf 
When I have ohai]^, alone, into the troops 
Of curl’d Sioambrians,* rout^ tiiem, uid came 
’ Tstit. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 79 - Inunistusque Vszro consul qui peteniss 
InlmidUss obtendens. odus Sejani per dedecus suum gratlficaoatiir. 

■ Populi Germ, hoole Geldrl in Belgica sunt inter Mosam et Rhenum, 
quoa embrat Mart. Spec. 3. 

Crinlbua in nodum tertis venom SicomM. 
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Not off, vith backward eoaigiis of a slave;. 

But forward marks, wounds on my breast and face. 

Were me&nt to thee, O C^sar, and thy Borne? 

And have I this return I did I, for 
Perform so noble and so brave defeat 
On Sewrovirl O Jove, let it become me 
To boast my deeds, wlien he whom they concern. 

Shall thus forget them. 

Aftv. SiliuB, Silius, 

These are the common customs of thy blood, 

Whta it is high with wine, as now with rage: 

This well agrees with that intemperate vaunt. 

Thou lately mad’st ^ at Agrippina’s table, 

That,' when all other of the troops were prone 
To fall into rebellion, only thine 
Remain’d in their obedience. Thou wert he 
That saved the empire, which had then been lost 
Had but thy l^ons, there, rebell’d, or mutined; 

Thy 'virtue met, and front^ every peril. 

Thou gav’st to Ceesar, and to Borne their surety; 

Their name, their strength, their spirit, and their state, 

Thmr being was a donative from thee. 

An. Well worded, and most like an orator. 

Tih. Is this true, Silius T 
iStf. Save thy question, C^sar; 

^y spy of famous credit hath afiSrm’d it. 

An. Excellent Roman 1 
8db. He doth answer stoutly. 

Stj. If this be so, there nee^ no farther cause 
Of mime against him. 

For. What can more impeach 
The royal dignity and state of Csssar, 

Than to be urged wito a benefit 
He cannot pay? 

Cd. In this, ail Gsesar’s fortune 
Is made unequal to toe courtesy. 

LoA. Hie means are clean destroyed that should requite. 

OoZ. Nothing is great enough for Silius’ merit. 

ilrr. Gallus on toat side tool [Aaide. 

Sit. Come, do not hunt. 

And labour so about for circumstance. 

Tb make him guilly whom you have foredoom’d: 

Take shorter ways, Fll meet your purposes. 

The words were mine, and more I now will say: 

Since I ha've done thee that great service, Caesu, 

0%on Still hast fear’d me; and in place of grace. 

Return’d me hatred: so soon all Imt turns. 

With doubtful princes, turn deep injuries 
* Tadt. Ann. lib. Iv. p. 79 . 
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In ^timation, when thej^ greater rise 
Than can be answeifd. Benefits, with yon. 

Are of no longer pl^ure, than you can 
With ease restore them; that transcended onoe. 

Your studies are not how to thank, but kill. 

It is your nature, to have all men slaves 
To you, but yon acknowledging to none. 

The means that make your greatness, must not come 

In mention of itr if it do, it takes 

So much away, you think: and that which help’d. 

Shall soonest perish, if it stand in eye. 

Where it may front, or but upbraid the high. 

Cd. Suffer him speak no more. 

Var. Note but his spirit. 

Afer. This shews him in the rest. 

Let him be censured. 

8tj. He hath spoke enough to prove him Cecsar’s foe. 

Cot. His thoughts look timugh his words. 

8ej. A censure. 

8U. Stay, 

Stay, most officious senate, I shall straight 
Delude thy fiuy. Silius hath not placed 
His guards within him, against fortune’s spite. 

So weakly, but he can escape your gripe 
'That are but hands of fortune: she herself. 

When virtue doth oppose, must lose her ttureats. 

All that can happen m humanity. 

The frown of Coemr, proud Sejanus’ hatred. 

Base Varro’s spleen, and Afer’s bloodying tongue. 

The senate’s servile fiatte^, and these 
Muster’d to kill, I’m fortified against; 

And can look down upon: th^ are beneath me. 

It is not life whereof 1 stand enamour’d; 

Nor shall my end make me accuse my fate. 

The coward and the valiant'man must fall. 

Only the cause and manner how, discerns them: 

Which then are gladdest, when cost us dearest. 

Romans, if any here be in this senate 
Would know to mock Tiberius’ tyranny. 

Look upon Silius, and so leom to die. [Stair hinudf. 

Yar. O desperate aotl 
Arr. An honourable hand! 

Tib. Look, is he deodT 

Sab. ’Twos nobly struck, and home. 

Arr. My thought did prompt him to it. Farewell, Silius^ 

'Be famous ever for thy great example. 

Tib. We are not pleased in this sad accident^ 

That thus hath stalled, and abased our mercy. 

Intended to preserve tiiee, noble Roman, 
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And to provent tiiy hopes. 

Art. Excellent wolf I 

Now he & full he howls. [Aside. 

8tj. Caesar doth wrong 
His dignity and safety thus to mourn 
The deserv’d end of so profest a traitor, 

And doth, by this his lenity, instruct 
Others as factious to the like offence. 

Tib. The confiscation merely of his state 
Had been enough. 

Ait. O, that was gaped for then T [Aside. 

Far. Remove the body. 

8ej. Let citation 
Go out for Soaia. 

Oaf. Let her be proscribed: 

And for the goods, I think it fit that half 
Go to the treasure, half unto the children. 

Lep. With leave of Caesar, I would think that fourth, 

The which the law doth cast on the informers. 

Should be enough; the rest go to the children. 

Wherein the prince shall shew humanity. 

And bounty; not to force them by their want, 

Which in their parents’ trespass they deserv’d. 

To take ill courses. 

Tib. It shall please us. 

Arr. Ay, 

Out of necessity. This i Lepidus 
Is grave and honest, and I have observed 
A moderation still in all his censures. 

8ab, And bending to the better-Stay, who’s this? 

Enter Satbixts ond Natta, with CEBMurnra Cobdos guarded. 
Cremutius Cordusl What! is he brouglit in? 

Arr. More blood into the banquet 1 Noble Cordas,^ 

I wish thee good: be as thy writings, free. 

And honest. 

Tib. Whnt is he? 

8ej. For the Annals, Caesar. 

Pne. Cremutius Cordus I 
Cor. Here. 

Pra. Satritts Sccundus, 

Pinnarius Natta, you are his accusers. 

Arr. Two of Sej anus’ blood-hounds, whom he breeds 
With human flesh, to bay at citizens. 

A/er. Stand forth before the senate, and confront him. 

8at. I do accuse thee here, Cremutius Cordus, 

To he a man factious and dangerous, 

A sower of sedition in the stab^ 

‘ Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. So. 

' Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83, 84. IMo. Hist. Rom. Lib. Ivii. p. 710. 
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A t urbulent and discontented spirit, 

Wfiich I 'will prove from thine own 'writings, here^ 

The Annals thou h^t publish’d: where thou bit’st 
The present age, and 'with a viper's tooth. 

Being a member of it, dar’st that U1 
Which never yet degenerous bastard did 
Upon his parent. 

Nat. To this, I subsoribe; 

And, forth a world of more particulars. 

Instance in only one: comparing men. 

And times, thou praisest Brutus, and affirm’st 
That Cassius -was the last of all the Romana. 

Cot. How 1 what ere we then T 
Var. What is Cwsar T nothing? 

Afer. My lords, this strikes at every Roman’s private^ 
In whom reigns gentry, and estate of spirit. 

To have a Brutus brought in parallel, 

A peurioide, an enemy of his country. 

Rank’d, and preferr’d to any real worth 

That Rome now holds. This is most strangely invecUvc, 

Most full of spite, and insolent upbraiding. 

Nor is’t the time alone is here disprised. 

But the whole man of time, yea, Caesar’s self 
Brought in disvalue; and he aimed at most. 

By oblique glance of his licentious pen. 

Caesar, if Cai^ius were the last of Romans, 

Thou hMt no name. 

Tib. Let’s hear him answer. Silence! 

Cor. So innocent 1 am of fact, my lords. 

As but my words are argued: yet those words 
Not reaching either prince or prince’s parent: 

The which your law of treason comprwends. 

Brutus and Cassius I am charged to have praised; 

Whose deeds, when many more, besides myself. 

Have 'writ, not one hath mention’d -without hcmour. 
Great Titus Livius, great for eloquence. 

And faith amongst us, in his history. 

With so great praises Pompey did extol. 

As oft Augustus call’d him a Pompeian: 

Yet this not hurt their friendship. In his book 
He often names Scipio, Afranius, 

Yea, the same Cassius, and this Brutus too. 

As worthiest men; not thieves and parricides. 

Which notes upon their fames are now impost 
Asinius Poliio’s -writings quite throughout 
Give them a noble memory; so i Mess.ila 
Renown’d his general Cassius: yet both these 
Lived with Augustus, full of wealth and honours. 

1 Septem dec. Ub. Hist, scripait. vid. Suid. Suet. 
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To CSoero’s book, where Cato was heav’d op 
Equal with Heaven, what else did Ctesar answer, 

Being then dictator, but with a penn’d oration. 

As if before the judges? Do but see 
Antonius’ letters; iread but Brutus’ pleadings: 

What vile reproach Uiey hold against Augustus, 

Fabe, I confess, but with much bitterness. 

The epimms of Bibaculus and Catullus 

Are read, full stuft with spite of both the Csssars; 

Yet deified Julius, and no less Augustus, 

Both bore i^em, and contemn’d them: 1 not know. 

Promptly to speak it, whether done with more 
Temper, or wiraom; for such obloquies 
If they despbed be, they die supprest; 

But if with rage acknowledg’d, they are oonfest. 

The Greeks 1 slip, whose license not alone. 

But also lust did scape unpunbhed: 

Or where some one, by chance, exception took. 

He words witii words revenged. But, in my work, 

What could be aim’d more free, or farther off 
From the time’s scandal, than to write of those. 

Whom death from grace or hatred had exempted? 

Did I, with Brutus and with Cassius, 

Arm’d, and possess’d of the Philippi fields. 

Incense the people in the civil cause. 

With dangerous speeches? Or do they, being slain 
Seventy years since, as by their images. 

Which not the conqueror hath defaced, appears. 

Retain that guilty memory with writers? 

Posteritv pays every man hb honour; 

Nor shall there want, though I condemned am. 

That will not only Cassius well approve. 

And of great Brutus’ honour mindful be. 

But that will also mention make of me. 

Art. Freely and nobly spoken I 
Sab. With good temper; 

I like him, that he b not moved with passion. 

An. He puts them to their whbper. 

Tib. Take him hence; t 
We shall determine of him at next sitting. 

[Exeunt O^Seera with Cordua, 
Cot. Mean time, give order, that hb books be burnt, 

To the tediles. 

Sej. You have well advised. 

Afar. It fits not such licentious things should live 
T* upbraid the age. 

An. If the sige were good, they might. 

^Bgressusdeinsenatuvitamabstinentiftfinivit. Tadt.ibld. Gmerosam 
Jens mortem vld. spud Sen. Cons, ad Marc. cap. aa. 
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Lai, Let them be burnt. 

Q<d. All sought, end burnt to^y. 

Pra. Hie court is up; liotors, resume the fasoee. 

[Exeuvt att but Arruntius, Sabinua, and Lepidua. 
Arr. Let them be burnt! O, how ridiculous 
Appears the senate’s brainless diligence, 

Who think thm can, with present power, extinguish 
The memory of all succeeding times I 
Sab. ’Tis true; when, contrary, the punishment 
Of wit, doth make the authority increase. 

Nor do they aught, that use this cruelty 
Of interdiotion, and this rage of burning. 

But purchase to themselves rebuke and shame, 

And to the writers t an eternal name. 

Lep, It is an argument the times are sore. 

When virtue cannot safely be advanced; 

Nor vice reproved. 

Arr. Ay, noble Lepidus; 

Aiigustus well foresaw what we should Buffer 

Under Tiberius, when he did pronounce 

The Roman race most wretched,> that should live 

Between so slow jaws, and so long a bruising. lExeuni. 

SCENE II .—A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Tibbiuus and Sejanus. 

Tib. This business hath succeeded well, Sejanus, 

And quite removed ail jealousy of practice 
’Gainst Agrippina, and our nephews. Now, 

We must betmok us how to plant our ingine. 

For th’ other pair, Sabinns and Arruntius, 

And Gallus ^ too: howe’er he flatter us, 

His heart we know. 

8ej. Give it some respite Caesar. 

Time shall mature, and bring to perfect crown. 

What we, with so good vultures have begun: 

SabinuB shall be next. 

Tib. Bather Arrunrius. 

Sej. By any means, preserve him. His frank tongue 
Being let the reins, would take away all thought 
Of malice, in your course against the rest: 

We must keep him to stalk with. 

Tib. Dearest head, 

To thy most fortunate design I yield it. 

’ Manserunt ejus Ubri occultati et editL Tacit, ibid. Scrlpserat "bis 
Cronut. bdla drilla, et res Aug. estantque firagmenta in SuasocU sexU 
Senec. 

• Vid. Suet. Tib. e. ai. 

* Vid. Tadt. Ann. Ub. 1. p. 6. Lib. U. p. 8s. 
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Bef. Sir.i— j have been bo long train’d up in gmco, 
Firat with your father, great Augustus; sinoe, 

With your most happy bounties so familiar 
As 1 not aconer would commit my hopes 
Or wishes to the gods, than to your ears. 

Nor liAve I ever, yet, been covetous 
Of over-bright and dazzling honour^; rather 
To watch and travail in great Caesar’s safety. 

With the most common soldier. 

TA. ’Tie oonfest. 

iS«'. The only gain, and which I count most fair 
Of all my fortunes, is, that mighty Caesar 
Has thought me worthy his allianoe.* Henco 
Begin my hopes. 

Tib. Umph! 

Bej. I have heard, Augustus, 

In the bestowing of his daughter, thought 
But even of gentlemen of Rome: if so,— 

1 know not how to hom so great a favour— 

But if a husband should be sought for Livia, 

And I be had in mind, as Caesar’s friend, 

1 would but use the glory of the kindred: 

It should not make me slothful, or less caring 
For Caesar’s state: it were enough to me 
It did confirm, and strengthen my weak house. 
Against the now unequal opposition 
Of Agrippina; and for dear regard 
TJnto my children, this I wish: m 3 r 8 eli 
Have no ambition farther than to end 
My days in service of so dear a mMtOT. 

Tib. We cannot but commend thy piety. 

Most loved Sejanus, in acknowlodgit^ 

Those bounties; which we, faintly, such remember— 
But to thy suit. The rest of mortal men. 

In all their drifts and counsels, pursue profit; 

Princes alone are of a different sort. 

Directing their main actions still to fame: 

We therefore will take time to think and answer. 

For Divia she can best, herself, resolve 
If she will marry, after Drusus, or 
Continue in the family; besides. 

She ^th a mother, and a grandam yet. 

Whose nearer counsels she may guide her by: 

But I will simply deaL That enmity 
. Thou fear’st in Agrippina, would bum more. 

If Liivla’s marriage mould, as ’twere in parts, 

IMvide the imperial house; an emulation 

' 1 Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 83. 

* FiUa eius Oaudii filio aesponsa. 
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Between the women might break forth; and disooid 
Buin the sons and nephewa on both hands. 

What if it cause some present dififerenoet 
Thou art not safe, S^amu, if thou prove it. 

Canet thou believe, that Livia, first the wife 
To Caiua GeeBar.^ then my Drusus, now 
Will be content^ to grow old with thee. 

Bom but a private gentleman of Rome, 

And raise thee witii her loss, if not her shame T 
Or say that I should wish it, canst thou tliink 
The senate, or the people (who have seen 
Hw brother, father, and our ancestors. 

In highest place of empire) will endure it? 

The state tnou hold’st already, is in talk; 

Men murmur at thy grwtness; and the nobles 
Stick not, in public, to upbraid thy climbing 
Above our father’s favours, or thy scale: 

And dare accuse me, from their hate to thee. 

Be wise, dear friend. We would not hide these things^ 
For friendship’s dear respect: Nor will we stand 
Adverse to time, or Idvia’s designmonts. 

What we have purposed to thee, in our thought, 

And with what near degrees of love to bind &ee. 

And make thee eqtial to us; for the present, 

We will forbear to speak. Only thus much 
Believe, our loved Sejanus, we not know 
That height in blood or honour, which thy virtue 
And mind to us, may not aspire with merit. 

And this we’ll publish on all watch’d occasion 
The senate or me people shall present. 

Sej. I am reetoim, and to my sense again. 

Which I had lost in this so blinding suit. 

Ceesor hath taught me better to refuse. 

Than I knew how to ask. How pleas^ Qcsar* 

T embrace my late advice for leaving BomeT 
Tib. We are resolved. 

Sej. Here are some motives more, [Oivea him t 

Which I have thought on since, may more confirm. 

Tib. Careful Sejanus I we will straight peruse them. 
Go forward in our main design, and prosper. 

Sej. If those but take, I duiU. Dull, neavv Gesorl 
Wouldst thou tell me, thy favours were made crimes^ 
And that my fortunes were esteem'd ihv faults. 

That thou for me wert hated, and not think 
I would with winged haste prevent that change. 

When thou mighvst win all to thyself again. 

By forMture (d mel Did those fond words 



paper. 

[Exa. 
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Fly swifter from tby lips, than this my brain, 
sparkling forge, created me an armour 
T* encounter chance and theeT Well, rend my charms. 

And may they lay that hold upon tiiy senses. 

As thou hadst snuft up hemlock, or ta’en down 
The juice of^ppy and of mandrakes. Sleep, 

Voluptuous Ccew, and security 

Seize on thy stupid powers, and leave them dead 

To public cares; awake but to thy lusts. 

The strength of which makes thy libidinous soul 
Itch to leave Borne I and I have thrust it on; 

With blaming of the city business. 

The multitude of suite, the oonfiuence 
Of suitors; then their importunacies. 

The manifold distractions he must suffer. 

Besides ill-rumours, envies, and reproaches. 

All which a quiet and retired life. 

Larded with ease and pleasure,^ ^d avoid: 

And yet for any weighty and great affair. 

The fittest place to give the soundest counsels. 

By this I shall remove him both from thought 
And knowledge of his own most dear affairs; 

Draw all dispatches through my private hands; 

Know his designments, and pursue mine own; 

Make mine own strengths by giving suits and places. 
Conferring dignities and offices; 

And these that hate me now, wanting access 
To him, will make their envy none, or less: 

. For when they see me arbiter of all. 

They must observe; or else, with Oossar fall. \ExU. 

SCEINE IIT .—Another Boom in the same. 

Enter Ttbebitts. 

Tib. To marry livial wUI no less, Sejanus, 

Content ihy aimT no lower object? welll 
Thou knosrst how thou art wrought into our trust; 

Woven in our design; and think’st we must 
Now use thee, whatsoe’er thy projects are: 

’Tie true. But yet with caution and fit care. 

And, now we better think-who’s there within ? 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. Csesar! 

Tib. To leave our journey off, were sin 
’Gunst our decreed delights; and would appear 
Itoubt; or, what leu b^mes a prince, low fear. 

Yet doubt hath law, and fears have th^ excuse. 

^ Tarit. Ann. lib. Iv. p. 85. 
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Wbere princes’ states plead neoessaiy use; 

As outs doth now:, more in Sejanus’ pride. 

Than all fell Amppina’s hates beside. 

Those are the dreadful enemies we raise 
With favours, and make dangerous with praise; 

The injured by us may have will alike. 

But ’tis the favourite nath the power to strike; 

And foi^ ever boils more high and strong. 

Heat with ambition, than revenge of wrong. 

’Tis then a part of supreme dull, to grace 
No man too much; but hold a certain space 
Between the ascender’s rise, and thine own flat. 

Lest, when all rounds be reach’d, his aim be that. 

’Tis thought. [Aside .]—Is Alacro t in the palace T see: 

If not, go seek him, to come to us. [Erit OffL ]—He 
Must be the organ we must work by now; 

Though none less apt for trust: nera doth allow 
What choice would not. I have heard that aconite. 

Being timely taken, hath a healing might 
Against the scorpion’s stroke: the proof we’ll give: 

That, while two poisons wrestle, we may live. 

He hath a spirit too working to be used 
But to the encounter of his Tike; excused 
Are wiser sov’reigns then, that raise one ill 
Against another, and both safely kill: 

The prince that feeds great natures, they will sway him; 

Who nourisheth a lion must obey him.— 

Re-enter Officer, with Macro. 

Macro, we sent for you. 

Mac. 1 heard so, Ctesar. 

Tib. Leave us a while. [Exit Officer .]—When you shall know, 
good Macro, 

The causes of our sending, and the ends. 

You will then hearken nearer; and be pleas’d 
You stand so high both in our choice and trust. 

Mae. 'The humblest place in Caesar’s choice or trust) 

' May make glad Macro proud; without ambition. 

Save to do Caesar service. 

Tib. Leave your oourtings. 

We are in purp^. Macro,* to depart 
The city for a time, and see Campania; 

Not for our pleasures, but to dedicate 
A pair of temples, one to Jupiter 
At Capua; tir otiier at* Nola, to Augustus: 

^ De Maorone isto, vld. Dio. R<»n. Hist. Lib. UL p. 718, et Tacit. Ann. 
Lib. vi. p. X09, etc. 

* Suet. Tib. e. 4. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivlil. p. 711. 

*.Saet. Tib. e. 43. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91. 
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In which great work* perhaps out stay will be 

B^ond our will produced. Now since we are 

Not ignorant what danger may be born 

Out of our diortest absence in a state 

So subject unto envy, and embroil’d 

'^th hate and faction; we have thought on thee. 

Amongst a field of Romans, worthiest Macro, 

To be our ^e and ear: to keep strict watch 
On Agrippina, Nero, Drusus; ay. 

And on wjanus: not that we distrust 

His loyalty, or do repent one grace 

Of all that heap vre wve conferred on him; 

For that were to disparage our election. 

And call that judgment now in doubt, which then 
Seem'd as unquestion’d as an oracle— 

But, preatnees hath his cankers. Worms and moths 
Breed out of too much humour, in the tMngs 
Which after they consume, transferring quite 
' l^e substance of their makers into themselves. 

Macro is sharp, and apprehends: besides, 

I know him subtle, close, wise, and well-read 
In man, and his large nature; he hath studied 
Affections, passions, knows their springs, their ends^ 

Which way, and whether th^ will work: ’tis proof 
Enough of his great merit, that we trust him. 

Then to a poin^ because our conference 
Cannot be long without suspicion— 

Here, Macro, we assign thee, both to spy. 

Inform, and chastise; think, and use tny means. 

Thy ministers, what, where, on whom thou wilt; 

Explore, plot, praotiBe: all thou dost in this 
Shiul be, as if the senate, or the laws 
Had given it privilege, and thou thence styled 
The saviour both of 0»sar and of Rome. 

We will not take thy answer but in act: 

Whereto, as thou proceed’st, we hope to hear 
By trust^ messengers. If *t be inquired. 

Wherefore we call’d you, say you have in charge 
To see our chariots ready, and our horse.— 

Be still our loved and, shortly, honour'd Macro. {Exit 

Mae. I wUl not ask, why GsBsar bids do this; 

But joy that he bids me.^ It is the bliss 
Of oou^ to be employ'd, no mattw how; 

A prince's power makes all his actions virtue. 

We, whom ne works by, are dumb instruments. 

To do, but not inquire: his great intents 
Are to be served, not search'd. Yet, as that bow 
Is most in hand, whose owner beet doth know 
* De Uscrone et ingmlo ejus, cons. Tacit. Ann. Ub. vl pp. IT 4 . tts. 
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To affect his aims; ep let that statenman hope 
Most use, moat price, can hit his prince's 8cop& 

Nor must he lo(w at what, or whom to afarike^ 

Bat loose at all; each mark must be alike. 

Were it to plot against the fame, tiie life 
Of one, witn whom I twinn’d; remove a wife 
From my warm side, as loved as is the air; 

IhActiae away each parent; draw mine heir 
In compass, though hut one; work all my kin 
To swift p^ition; leave no untrain’d engine. 

For friendship, or for innocence; nay, midte 

The gods all g^uUty; I would undertwe 

This, being imposed me, both with gain mid easo: 

The way to rise is to obey and please. 

He that will thrive in state, he must neglect 
The trodden paths that truth and right respect; 

And prove new, wilder ways: for virtue there 
b not that narrow thing, she is elsewhere; 

Men’s fortune there is virtue; reason their will; 

Ihrir licrase, law; and their observance, skill. 

Occasion is thrir foil; conscience, their stain; 

Profit their lustre; and what else is, vain. 

If then it be the lust of Caesar’s power,! 

To have raised Sejanus up, and m an hour 
O’ertum him, tumbling down, from height of all; 

We are his ready engine: and his fall 

May be our rise. It is no uncouth thing 

To see fresh buildings from old ruins spring. {JExU, 


ACT IV 

SCENE I .—An Apartmenl in Aohippina’s House, 

Enter Oallps and Aobiffiha. 

Oal. You must have patience,^ royal Agrippina. 

Agr. I must have vengeance, first; and ttiat were nectar 
Unto my famish’d spirits. O, my fortune. 

Let it be sudden thou prepar’st against me; 

Strike all my powers of understanding blind. 

And ignorant of destiny to cornel 
Let me not fear that cannot hope. 

Chd. Dear princess, 

tHiese tyrannies on yourself, are worse than Ceesar’s. 

Agr. Is this the happiness of being bom great? 

StiU to be aim’d att still to be suspected? 

* Wde Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718, etc. 

■ Apippina semper atrox, turn et pericule propinquo ao ce n s a. Tadt, 
Ann. Lib. iv. p. 89. 



^6p Ben Jonson’s Plays 

To live tho sabjeot of all jealonaiesT 
At least tbe colour made, if not the eround 
To every painted danger? who would not 
Choose once to fidl, than thus to hang for ever? 

Qal. You might be safe if you would— 

Agr. What, my Gallusl 
Be lewd Sejanus’strumpet, or the bawd 
To Caesar’s lusts, he now is gone to practise T 
Not these are safe, where nothing is. Yourself, 

While thus you stand but by me, are not safe. 

Was Sillus safe? or the good So^ safe? 

Or was my niece, dear Claudia Pulchra,! safe. 

Or iimocent fhirnius T th^ that latest have 
(By being mode guilty) added reputation ^ 

To Afer’s eloquence? O, foolish friends. 

Could not so fresh example warn your loves. 

But you must buy my favours with that loss 
Unto yourselves; and when you might perceive 
That Cassar’s cause of raging must forsake him. 

Before his willl Away, go<» Callus, leave me. 

Here to be seen, is danger; to speak, treason: 

To do me least observance, is call’d faction. 

You are unhappy in me, and I in all. 

Where are my sons, Nero and Drusus ? We 
Are they bewot at; let us fall apart; 

Not in our ruins, sepulchre our friends. 

Or shall we do some action like offence. 

To mock their studies that would make us faulty,. 

And frustrate practice by preventing it? 

The danmr’s like: for what they can contrive, 

!]^ey wm moke good. No innocence is safe. 

When power contests: nor can they trespass more. 

Whose only being was all crime before. 

Enter Nkro, Dbusus, and Caliottla. 

Ner. You hear Sejanus is come book from Caesar ? 

Qal. No. How? disgraced? 

Dru. More graced now than ever. 

Oal. By what mischance? 

Cal, A fortune like enough 
Once to be bad. 

Dru. But turn’d too good to both. 

Oal. What was’t? 

Ner. Tiberius > sitting at his meat, 
tn a farm-house they cul Spelunca,* sited 

* Pulchra et Fumlus damnat. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 89. 

* Afer primwibus oratorum additus, divulgate ingenio, et& Tacit. Ann. 
lib. iv. p. 89. 

. * Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91. 

* Pnstortum Suet, appellat. Tib. c. 39. 
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By the sea-gide, among the Fiindane hUla, 

Within a natural pave; part of the grot. 

About the entry, fell, and overwhelm’d 
Some of the waiters; others ran away: 

Only Sejanus with Ids knees, hands, face, 

O’erhanging CsBsar, did oppose hizuKlf 
To the remaining ruins, and was found 
In that so labouring posture by the soldiers 
That came to succour him. With which adventure. 

He hath so fix’d himself in Ceesar’s trust,^ 

As thunder cannot move him, and is come 
With all the height of Caesar’s praise to Rome. 

Agr. And power, to turn those ruins all on us; 

And bury whole posterities beneath them. 

Nero, and Drusus, and Caligula, 

Your places are the next, and therefore moat 
In their offence. Think on your birth and blood. 

Awake your spirits, meet their violence; 

’Tis princely when a tyrant doth oppose^ 

And is a fortune sent to exercise 

Your virtue, as the wind doth try strong trees. 

Who by vexation grow more sound and firm. 

After your father’s fall, and uncle’s fate. 

What can you hope, but all the change of stroke 
That force or sleight can give? then stand upright; 

And though you do not act, yet suffer nobly: 

Be worthy of my womb, and take strong chear; 

What we do know will come, we should not fear. [Extunt. 

SCENE II.—TAe Street. 

Enter hlacRO. 

Mck. Return’d so soon! renew’d in trust and grace I 
Is Caesar then so weak, or hath the place 
But wrought this alteration with the aur; 

And he, on next remove, will all repair 7 
Macro, thou art engaged: and what before 
Was public; now, must be thy private^ mora 
The woU of Caesar, fitness did imply; 

But thine own fate confers necessity 

On thy employment; and the thoughts bom nearest 

Unto ourselves, move swiftest still, and deawest. 

If he recover, thou ant lost; yea, ^ 

The weight of preparation to bis hdl 

Will turn on thee, and crush thee: therefore strike 

Before he settle^ to prevent the like 

Upon thyself. He dotii his vantetge know. 

That msikea it home, and gives the foremost blow. [ExU. 
* Prwbuitque tpsi materiem cur amicita amstanUaeque Sejonl magis 
flderet. Tacit. Ann. lib. iv. p. 91 . 
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SCENE in. —An upper Room 0/Aobifpina’s House. 

Enter liA.TiABi9, Bimrs, afi({ OFSinB 

Lot. It is a serrioe ^ lord Sejanoa will 
See well reqoited, and accept of nobly. 

Here place yourself between the roof and coiling; 

And when 1 bring him to his words of danger. 

Reveal yourselves, and take him. 

Ruf. Is he come? 

Lot. I’ll now go fetch him. [Exit. 

Ops. With goM speed.—^I long 
To merit from the state in such an action. 

Ruf. 1 hope, it will obtain the consulship 
For one of us. 

Ops. We cannot think of less. 

To bring in one so dangerous os Sabinus. 

Ruf. He was a follower of Germanicus, 

And sUll is an observer of his wife 
And children,* though they be declined in grace 
A d^y visitant, keeps them company 
In private and in public, and is noted 
To be the only client of the house: 

Pray Jove, he will be free to Latiaris. 

Ops. He’s allied to him, and doth trust him wdl. 

Ruf. And he’ll requite his trustl 

Ops. To do an office 
So grateful to the state, I know no man 
But would strun nearer bands, than kindred— 

Ruf. list I 
1 hear them come. 

Ops. Shift to our holes * with silence. [They retire. 

Re-enter LarriABis and Sabinus. 

Lot. It is a noble constancy you shew 
To this afflicted house; that not like others. 

The friends of season, you do follow fortune. 

And, in the winter of meir fate, forsake 

The place whose glories warm’d you. You are just. 

And worthy such a princely patron’s love. 

As was the world’s renoMm'd Germanicus; 

Whose ample merit when I call to thought. 

And see his wife and issue, objects made 
To so much envy, jealouqr, and hate; 

^Sabinum aggrediuntur cupidine consulatus, ad quern non nisi per 
Manum aditus, neque ^ani volimtas nisi scrieie qusrebatur. Tant. 
Lib. Iv. p. 94. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviil. p. 711. 

* Boque spud brnios laudatus, et gravis mlqula Tadt. Ub. tv. p. 04. 

*Haud minus turpi latebrA quam detestandfl frauds, aese abstniaunt; 
focamlnlbuB et Hmia aurem admovent. Tadt. Ann. Lib, iv. c. 69. 
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It.makeB me toady to eooQBe tiie gods 
Of neglwBnoe, as men of granny. 

Sab. They must be patient^ so must wo. 

Lot. O Java, ' 

What will become of us ot of the times, 

When, to be high or noble, are mode crimes. 

When land and treasure are most dangerous faults? 

Sab. Nay, when our table, yea our bed,^ assaults 
Our peace and safety? when our writii^ are. 

By any envious instruments, that dare 

Apply them to the guilty, made to speak 

What th^ will have to fit their tyrannous wreak? 

When ignorance is scarcely innocence; 

And knowledge made a capital offence? 

When not so much, but the bare empty shade 

Of liberty is reft us; and we made 

The pr^ to greedy vultures and vile spies. 

That first transfix us with their murdering eyes. 

Lot. Methinks the genius of the Roman race 
Should not be so extinct, but that bright flame 
Of liberty might be “revived again, 

(Which no gc^ man but with his life should lose) 

And we not sit like spent and patient fools. 

Still puffing in the dwk at one poor coal. 

Held on by hope till the last spark is out. 

The cause is public, and the honour, name. 

The immortality of every soul. 

That is not bastard or a slave in Rome, 

Thermn concern’d: whereto, if men would change 
The wearied arm, and for the weighty shield 
So long sustain’d, employ the facue sword. 

We might soon have assurance of our vows. 

This sss’s fortitude doth tire us all: 

It must be active valour must redeem 

Our loss, or none. The rock and our hard steel 

Should meet to enforce those glorious fires again. 

Whose splendour cheer’d the world, and heat gave life^ 

No less wan doth the sun’s. 

Sab. ’Twere better stay 
In lasting darkness, and despair of day. 

No ill should force the subject undertake 
Against the sovereign, more than hell should make 
The gods do wron^. A good man should and mtut 
Sit rather down with loss, than rise unjust. 

Though, when the Romans first did yield themselves 
To one man’s power, th^ did not mean tiieir lives. 

Their fortunes and their liberties, should be 

Ne nox quidem secura, cum uxor (Nenmls) vigiUsi, somnos, sut^ria 
matxi Uvlw, stque ilia Sejano patefaee^. Taat. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 93. . 
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Hi> absolute spoil, as purohased by the swoid. 

Lot. Why we are worse, if to be slaves, and bond 
To Ceesar’s slave be such, the oroud Sejanusl 
He that is all, does all,^nvee Ceesar leave 
To hide his ulcerous and anointed faoe,^ 

With his bald orown at Rhodes,^ while he here stolka 
Upon the heads of Romans, and their princes. 

Familiarly to empire. 

8 (A. Now you touch 
A point indera, wherein he shews his art. 

As well as power. 

Lai. And villainy in both. 

Do yon observe where lavia lodges T how 
Drusus came dead? what men have been cut off? 

Sab. Yes, those are things removed: I nearer look'd 
Into his later practice, where he stands 
Declared a master in his mystery. 

First, ere Tiberius went, he wrought his fear 
To think that Agrippina sought death. 

Then put those doubts in her; sent her oft word. 

Under the show of friendship, to beware 
Of Ccesar, for he laid to poison ‘ her: 

Drave them to frowns, to mutual jealousies. 

Which, now, in visible hatred are burst out. 

Since, he hath had his hired instruments 
To work * on Nero, and to heave him up; 

To tell him Cesar’s old, that all the people. 

Yea, ^ the army have their eyes on him; 

That both do long to have him undertake 
Something of worlli, to give the world a hope; 

Bids him to court their grace: the easy youth 
Perhaps gives ear, which stnught he writes to Cesar; 

And with this comment: Set yon dangerous boy; 

Note hui the practice of the mother, there; 

Sh^a tying him for purposes at hand. 

With men of sword. Here’s Cesar put in fright 
'Gainst son and mother. Yet, he leaves not thus. 

The second brother, Drusus, a fierce nature. 

And fitter for bis snares, because ambitious 
And full of envy, him * he clasps and hugs. 

Poisons with praise, tells him what hearts he weara^ 

How bright he stands in popular expectance; 

That Rome doth suffer with him in the wrong 
His mother does him, by prefnring Nero: 

* Fades ulcerosa ac plerumque medloaminibus iuterstlneta. Tadt. Ann. 
lib. Iv. p. 91. 

*Tadt. Ibid. Et Rhodi secreto, vitare coetus, reeondere vduptates 
tnsuerat. 

■ Tadt Ann. Lib. iv. p. 90. * Tadt Lib. eod. pp. px, 9a. < 

*Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. pp. 91,9a. 
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Thas sets he them aani^er, each ’gainat other, 

Pn^ects the course that serves him to oondemn. 

Keeps in opinion of a friend to all. 

And all drives on to ruin. 

Lot. Ceesar sleeps. 

And nods at this. 

Sab. Would he might ever sleep, 

Bogg’d in his filthy lusts! [Opsiua and Rufus rusk in. 

Ops. Treason to Ceesar I 
Ruf. Lay hands upon the traitor, Latiaris, 

Or take the name thyself. 

Lai. I am for Csesar. 

Sab. Am I then catoh’dT 

Ruf. How think you, sir? you are. 

Sab. Spies of this he^, so white, so full of years I 
Well, my most reverend monsters, you may live 
To see yourselves thus snared. 

Ops. Away with him! 
liai. Hale him away. 

Ruf. To be a spy for traitors. 

Is honourable vigifanoe. 

Sab. Yon do well,i 

' My most officious instruments of state; 

Men of all uses: drag me hence, away. 

The year is well begun, and I fall fit 
To be an offering to Sejanus. Go I 

Ops. Cover him with his garments, hide his face. 

Sab. It shall not need. Forbear your rude assault. 

The fault’s not shameful, villainy makes a fault. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IT.— The Street before Aqbippina’s House. 

Enter Macbo and CAuaULA. 

Mae. Sir, but observe how thick your dangers meet 
In his clear drifts I your mother and your brothers,^ 

Now cited to the senate; their friend Gallus,* 

Feasted to-day by Caesar, since committed! 

Sabinus here we met, hurried to fetters: 

The senators all strook with fear and silence. 

Save those whose hopes depend not on good mean% 

But force their private pr^ from public spoil. 

And you must know, if here you stay, your state 
Is sure to be the subject of his hate. 

As now the object. 

Cal. What would you advise me? 

Jfoe. To go for Caprem presently; and there 

• Tadt. Ann. Ub. iv. pp. 94,95. * Tacit. Ann. Lib. v. p. 98. 

* Asininm Gal. eodem die et convlvam Tlberii luisse et eo subomante 
damnatum nairat Dio. Lib. Iviil. p. 713. 

•n4*9 
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GHve op yourself entirely fo your nnola 
Tell Caesar (since your ^ motner is aocused 
To fly for succours to Augustus’ statue. 

And to tiie army 'with your brethren) you 
Have rather chose to place vour aids in hinn. 

Than live suspected; or in nourly fear 
To be Ihrust out, by bold Sejanus’ plots: 

Which, you shall confidently urge to be 
Most full of peril to the state, and Caesar, 

As being laid to his peculiar ends. 

And not to be let run with common safely. 

All which, upon the second, I’ll make plain. 

So both shall love and trust with Caesar gain. 

Cal. Away then, let’s prepare us for our journey. lExeunt. 


SCENE V .—Another part of the Street. 

Enter AaittniTitrs. 

Arr. Still dost thou sufler, heaven I will no flame. 

No heat of sin, make thy just wrath to boil 
In thy distemper’d bosom, and o’erflow 
The pitchy blazes of impiety. 

Kindled beneath thy throne 1 Still canst thou sleep. 

Patient, while vice doth make an antick face 
At thy dread power, and blow dust and smoke 
Into thy nostrils I Jove I will nothing wake theet 
Must vue Smanus pull thee by the beard. 

Ere thou wilt open thy black-lidded eje. 

And look him dead? Weill snore on, dreaming god^ 

And let this last of that proud giant-race 

Heave mountain umn mounted, ’gainst your state— 

Be good unto me. Fortune and you powers, 

Whom I, expostulating, have profaned; 

I see what’s equal with a prodigy, 

A great, a noble Roman, and an honest, 

Live an old man!— 

Enter Lxpinus. 

O Marcus Lepidus,* 

When is our turn to bleed? Thysellandl, 

Without our boast, are almost au the few 
Left to be honest in these impious times. 

Lep. What 'we are left to be, we will be, Lucius; 

• nto ngh tyranny did stare as wide as death, 

Vid. Tadt. Lib. v. p. 94 - Suet. Tib. c. 53. 

De Lepldo isto vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. L p. 6. Lib. UL pp. 60,63, et lib. 

P.**- 
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Ta fright 08 from it. * 

Atr. ’T hath so on Sabinas. 

hep. I saw him now drawn from the Gemonies,! 

And, what increased the direness of the fact. 

His faithful dog,* upbraiding all us Romans, 

Never forsook the corps, but, seeing it thrown 
Into the stream, leap’d in, and drown’d with it. 

Arr. O act, to be envied him of us men I 
We are the next the hook lays hold on, Marcus: 

What are thy arts, good patriot, teach them me, 

That have preserved thy hairs to this white dye. 

And kept so reverend and so dear a head 
Safe on his comely shoulders? 

Lep. Arts, Arruntiusl 
None,* but the plain and passive fortitude. 

To suffer and be silent; never stretch 
These arms against the torrent; live at home. 

With my own thoughts, and innocence about me. 

Not tempting the wolves’ jaws: these are my arts. 

Arr. I would begin to study ’em, if I thought 
Th^ would secure me. May I pray to Jove 
In secret and be safe T ay, or aloud. 

With open wishes, so I (to not mention 
Tiberius or SejanusT yes, I must. 

If I speak out. ’Tis hard that. May I think. 

And not be rack’d? What danger is’t to dimm. 

Talk in one’s sleep, or cough ? Who knows the law ? 

May I sh^e my head without a comment? say 
It rains, or it holds up, and not be thrown 
Upon the Gemoniea? These now are things, 
whereon men’s fortune, yea, their faith depends. 

Nothing hath privilege ’gainst the violent ear. 

No place, no (fay, no hour, we see, is free. 

Not our religious and most sacred times, 

Stem some one kind of cruelty: all matter 
Nay, all (XH^sion pleaseth. Madmen’s rage. 

The idleness of drunkards, women’s nothing. 

Jester’s simplicity, all, all is go(xl 

That can be (»tcht at. Nor is now the event 

Of any person, or for any crime. 

To be expected; for ’tis always one; 

Death, with some little difference of place. 

Or time—What’s this? Prince Nero, guarded 1 

* Scabs Gemonia fuerunt in Aventino, prope templum Junonls regina 
a Camlllo captis Veils dlcatum; a planctu et gemitu dictas vult Rhodig. 
In quas contumelUe caust cadavera projecta; aliquando a camifice unco 
trahebantur. Vid. Tac. Suet. Dio. Senec. Juvenal. 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviii. p. 713. Et Tacit. Aim. Ub. iv. p. 04. 

. » Tadt. Ann. Ub. Iv. p. 80. 
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Enter Laoo ^ and Nkbo, wUh Guards. 

Lac. On, liotors, keep your way. My lords, forbear. 

On pain of Caesar’s wrath, no man attempt 
Speech with the prisoner. 

Nero, Noble friends, be safe; 

To lose yourselves for words, were as vain hazard. 

As unto me small comfort: fare you well. 

Would all Rome’s sufferings in my fate did dwell! 

Lac. Lictors, away. 

Lefp. Where goes he, Laoo ? 

Lae. Sir, 

He’s bani^’d into Pontia > by the senate. 

Arr. Do I see, hear* and feel T May I trust sense. 

Or doth my phant’sie form itT 
Le/p. Where’s his brother ? 

Lac. Drusus * is prisoner in the palace. 

Arr. Ha! 

1 smell it now:''tis rank. Where’s Agrippina? 

Lac. The princess is confined to Pandataria.* 

Arr. Bolts, Vulcan; bolts for Jove 1 Phcebus, thy bow; 
Stem Mars, thy sword: and, blue-ey’d maid, thy spear; 

Ihy club, Alcides: all the armoury 

Of heaven is too little 1 —^Ha!—to guard 

The gods, 1 meant. Fine, rare dispatch! this same 

Was swiftly bom! Confined, imprison’d, banish’d? 

Mosttrupamtel the cause, sir? 

Lac. Treason. 

Arr. 01 

The complement* of all accusings! that 
Will Idt, when all else fails. 

lAp. This turn is strange! 

But yesterday the people would not hear. 

Far less objected, but cried • Ceesar’s letters 

Were false and forged; that all these plots were malice; 

>^d that the ruin of the prince’s house 
Wu practised ’gainst his Knowledge. Where are now 
Iheir voices, now, that th^ behold his heirs 
Look’d disgraced, led into ezilef 
Arr. Hush’d, 

Drown’d in their bellies. Wild Sejanus’ breath 
Hath, like a whirlwind, scatter’d that poor dust. 

With this rode blast.—We’ll talk no treason, sir, [Tiimslo £aee 
If that be it you stand for. Fare you well. and the rest. 

We have no need of horse-leeches. Good spy. 

Now you are spied, be gona [^EaeeutU Loco, Nero, and Qnarda. 

* De Lacon. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvUl. p. 7x8. 

* Suet. Tib. a 54. * Suet ibid. * Suet. ibid. 

* Tsclt. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 63. * Tacit. Lib. v. p. 98. 
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£ep. I fear you wrong him: 

He baa the voice to be an honest Roman. 

Arr. And trusted to this ofSoe! Lepidos, 
rd sooner trust Greek l^on, than a man 
Our state employs. He’s gone: and being gone, 

I dare tell you, whom I dsM better trust. 

That our night>eyed Tiberius ^ doth not see 
His minion’s drifts; or, if he do, he’s not 
So arrant subtile, as we fools do take him; 

To breed a mungrel up, in his own house. 

With his own blood, and, if the good gods please. 

At his own throat, flesh him, to take a leap. 

1 do not beg it, heaven; but if the fates 
Grant it these eyes, they must not wink. 

Zep. Thw must 
Not see it, Lucius. 

Arr, Who should let them ? 

Lep. Zeal, 

And duty; with the thought he is our prince. 

Arr. He is our monster; forfeited to vice 
So far, as no rack’d virtue can redeem him. 

His loathed person ^ fouler than all crimes: 

An emperor, only in.liis lusts. Retired, 

From ml regard of his own fame, or Rome’s, 

Into an obscure island; * where he lives 
Acting his tr^edies with a comic face. 

Amidst his route of Chaldees: * spending hours. 

Days, weeks, and months, in the unkind abuse 
Of grave astrology, to the bane of men. 

Casting the scope of men’s nativities. 

And having found aught worthy in their fortune. 

Kill, or precipitate them in the sea. 

And boast, he can mock fate. Nay, muse not: these 
Are far from ends of evil, scarce degrees. 

He hath his slaughter-house at Capreae; 

Where he doth study murder, as an a>t; 

And th^ are dearest in his grace, that can 
Devise the deepest tortures. Thither, too. 

He hath his bovs, and beauteous girls ta’en up 
Out of our noblest houses, the best form’d. 

Best nurtured, and most modest; what’s their good. 

Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allured,^ 

Some threaten’d: others, by their friends detained, 

‘ Tiberius in tenebcis videret; testibus Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Ivli. p. 6 ot. 
Et PUn. Nat. Hist. Ub. ii. c. 37. 

* C(H». Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 91. (Juv. Sat. 4.) 

' ^^id. Suet. Tib. de secessu Caprensh e. 43. Dio. p. 713. Juv. Sat. 10. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. vl. p. 106. Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. Ivu. p. 706. Suet. 
Ub. e. 6a, etc., 

«*Tadt. Ann. lib. vi. p. 100. Stiet. Tib. e. 43. 
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Ate »yish*d henoeb like osptiveB, and, in sight 
Of their most grieved parente, dealt away 
Unto his spinmee, sellaries, and slaves. 

Masters of strange and new commented lusts, 

For which wise nature hath not left a nama 
To this (what most strikes us, and bleeding Rome) 
He is, with all his craft, become ^ the ward 
To his own vassal, a stale catamite: 

Whom he, upon our low and suffering necks, 

Hatk rais^ from excrement to side the gods. 

And have his proper sacrifice in Rome: 

Which Jove beholds, and yet will sooner rive 
A senseless oak with diunder than his trunk!— 


Re-enter Laco,* with Pomfoniits and Mnnrrnrs. 

Lae. These letters > make men doubtful what t* expect, 
Whether his coming, or his death. 

Pom. Troth, both: 

And which comes soonest, thank the gods for. 

Art. Ustl 

Their talk is Ceesar; I would hear all voices. 

[Arrunt. and Lepidus etafid aeide, 
Min. One day,* he’s well: and will return to Rome; 

The next day, sick; and knows not when to hope it. 

Lae. True; and to-day, one of Sqanus* friends 
Honour’d by special writ; and on the morrow 
Another punish’d— 

Pom. By more special writ. 

Iftn. This man » recrives his praises of Sejanus, 

A second but slight mention, a wird none, 

A fourth rebukes: and thus he leaves the senate 
Divided and suspended, all uncertain. 

liac. These forked tricks, I understand them not: 

Would he would tell us whom he loves or hates, 

Ihat we might follow, without fear or doubt. 

Arr. Qood Heliotrope! Is this your honest mant 
Let bim be yours so sml; he is my knave. 

Pom. 1 cannot tell, Sejanus still goes on. 

And moimts, we see; * new statues are advanced, 

Freeh leaves of titles, larm inscriptions read, 

TTis fortune sworn by,^ himself new ^ne out 
Otesar’s ^ colleague in the fifth consmship; 


* Leg. Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. Ivili. p. 714. 

* De Pomp<nio et Mlnutio vid. Tacit. Ann. lib. vL 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. Iviii. p. 7t6. 

* Dio. ibid. ■ Dio. ibid. 

* L^. Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 96. 

* Adulationis pleni mnnes ejus Foctunam Jurabant. Dio. Hist. Rom. 
lib. IvilL p. 7x4. 

* Dto. p. 714. Suet. Tib. e. 6$; 
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Mmb altan amoke to him tiian all the gods: 

What would we more? 

Art. That the dear smoke would choke him. 

That would I more. 

Lap. Peace, good Arruntius. 

Lot. But there are letters * come, they say, ev’n now. 

Which do forbid that last. 

Mill. Do you hear so T 
Lae. Yes. 

Pom. By Castor, that’s the worst. 

Arr. By Pollux, best. 

Min. I did not like the sim. when Regulus,^ 

Whom all we know uo friend unto S^anub, 

Did, by Tiberius’ so precise command. 

Succeed a fellow in the consulship: 

It boded somewhat. 

Pom. Not a mote. His partner,® 

Fulcinius Trio, is his own, and sure.— 

Here comes Terentius. 

Enter Txbentius. 

He can give us more. 

[They whisper with Terentius. 
Lep. I’ll ne’er believe, but Caesar hath some scent 
Of bold Sejanus’ footing.® These cross points 
Of varying letters, and opposing consuls, 

Mingling ms honours and his punishments. 

Feigning now ill, now well,® raising Sejanus, 

And then depressing him, as now of late 
In all reports we have it, cannot be 
Empty of pracrice: ’ris Tiberius’ art. 

For having found his favourite grown too great. 

And with his greatness * strong; that all the soldiers 
Are, with their leaders, made a his devotion; 

That almost all the senate are his creatures. 

Or hold on him their main dqiendencies. 

Either for benefit, or hope, or fear; 

And that himself hath lost much of his own. 

By parting unto him; and, by th’ increase 
Of ^ rank huts and rages, quite disarm’d 
Himself of love, or other public means. 

To dare an open contestation; 

His snbtilty hath chose this doubling line. 

To hold him even in: not so to fear him. 

As wholly put him out, and yet give check 
Unto his farther boldness. In mean time, 
his employments, makes him odious 

1 raob lib. Iviil. p. 718. ■ Do R^ilo cons. Dio. lUd. ■ Dio. IMd. 

« Suet. Tib. e. 6s. ' Dio. p. 7®6. * Dio. p. 714. 
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Unto the staggering ront, whose aid, in fine. 

He hopes to use, as sure, who, when they sway. 

Bear down, o’ertum all objeote in their way. 

Arr. You may be a Lynceus, Lepidus: yet 1 
See no such cause, but that a politio tyrant. 

Who can so well disguise it, should have ta’en 
A nearer wav: feigird honest, and oome home 
To out his throat, by law. 

Len. Ay, but 1 ^ tear 

Would ne’er be mask’d, allbe his vices were. 

Pom. His lordship then is still in grace T 
Ter. Assure you. 

Never in more, either of grace or power. 

Pom. The gods are wise and just. 

Arr. The fiends they are, 

To suffer thee belie ’em. 

Ter. I have here 

His last and present letters, where he writes him. 

The ‘partner of hie cares, and hie Sejanus .— 

Lm. But is that true,^ it is prohibited 
To sacrifice unto Mm ? 

Ter. Some such tMng 
Oeesar makes scruple of, but forbids it not; 

No more than to himself: says he could wish 
It were forbom to all. 

£ae. Is it no other? 

Ter. No other, on my trust. For your more, surety. 

Here is that letter too. 

Arr. How easily 

Do wretched men believe, what they would have I 
Looks riiis like plot? 

Lep. Noble Arruntius, stay. 

Lae. He names Mm here > without his titles. 

Lep. Note! 

Arr. Yes, and oome off your notable fool. I will. 

Lac. No other than Sejanus. 

Pom. Ihat’s but haste 

In him that writes: here he gives large amends. 

Mar. And with his own hand written? 

Pom. Yes. 

Lae. Indeed? 

Ter. Believe it, gentlemen, Sejanus’ breast 
Never received more full oontmitments in. 

Than at this present. 

Pom. Takes he well ^ the escape 
Of youim Caligula, with Macro? 

Ter. Faith, 

i At tile first air it somewhat troubled him. 

EHo. Hist. Rom. Ub. IviU. p. 7X8. * Dio. Ibid. •Dio.p. yif. 
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Lep'. ObBeireyouT 
Arr. Nothing; riddles. Till I see 
Sejanus struok, no sound thereof strikes me. 

[Exeunt Arrun. and Lepidue, 
Pom. I like it not. I muse he would not attempt 
Somewhat aj^unst him in the oonsulship,* 

Seeing the people ’gin to favour him. 

Ter. He doth repent it now; but he has employ’d 
Pagonianus after him: ^ and he holds 
That correspondence there, with all that are 
Near about Caesar, as no thought can pass 
Without his knowledge, thence in act to front him. 

Pom. I gratulate the news. 

Lae. But how comes Macro 
So in trust and favour with Caligula f 

Pom. O, sir, he has a wife; ^ and the young prince 
An appetite: he can look up, and spy 
Flies in the roof, when there are fleas i’ the bed; 

And hath a learned nose to assure his sleeps. 

Who to be favour’d of the rising sun. 

Would not lend little of his waning moon T 
It is the saf st ambition. Noble Terentius i 

Ter. The night grows fast upon us. At your service. [Exeunt, 


ACT V 

SCENE I.— An Apartment in Ssjanus’ Houm. 

Enter Skjanus. 

Sej. Swell, swell, my joys; and faint not to declare 
Yourselves as ample as your causes are. 

I did not live till now; this my first hour; 

Wherein I see my thoughts reach’d by my power. 

But this, and gripe my wishes.* Great and high. 

The world knows only two, that’s Rome and 1 . 

My roof receives me not; ’tis air I tread; 

And, at each step, I feel my advanced head 
Knock out a star in heaven I rear’d to this height^ 

All my desires seem modest, poor, and slight, 

Hint did before sound impudent: ’tis place. 

Not blood, discerns the noble and the base. 

Is there not something more than to be Cwsar? 

Must we rest there? it irks t’ have come so far. 

To be so, near a stay. Caligula, 

* Ma p. 717. 

* De Pagoniano, vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. xoi. alibi Paconiano. 

* Tadt. cons. Ann. Lib. vi. p. X14. 

* De fastu Sejani leg. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviil. p. 7x3, et Tacit. Ann. 
lib. iv. p. 96. 
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Would thou ttood'ot stiff, and many in our wayl 
Winds lose their stzen^h, when th^ do empty fly. 

Unmet of woods or bmidingB; great fires die. 

That want their matter to withstand them: so. 

It is our grief, and will be our loss, to know 
Our power shall want opposites; unless 
The gods, by mixing in the cause, would bless 
Our fortune with their conquest. That were worth 
Sejanns* strife; durst fates but bring it forth. 

Elder TeasHTius. 

Ttr. Safety to great Sejanusl 
ffs/. Now, Terentiust 
Ter. Hears not my lord the wonder f 
8 tj. Speak i^ no. 

Ter. 1 meet it violent in the people’s mouths. 

Who run in routs to Pompey’s theatre. 

To view your statue,^ which, they say, sends forth 
A smoke, as from a furnace, black and dreadful. 

8 t^. Some traitor hath put fire in: you, go see. 

And let the head be taken off, to look 
What 'iis. [Exit Terenttus.]—Some slave hath practised 
imposture, 

To stir the people.—How now 1 why return you T 
Re-erder TuKUNTros, toUh Satbids and Natta. 

Sat. The head,* my lord, already is ta’en off, 

I saw it; and, at opening, there leapt out 
A tpeat and monstrous serpent. 
aej. Monstrous! whyf 

Had it a beard, and horns? no heart? a tongue 
Forked as fiattery ? look’d it of the hue. 

To such as live in great men’s bosoms? was 
The spirit of it Macro’s? 

Nat. May it please 

The most divine Sejanns, in my days, 

i And by his sacred fortune, 1 aB^m it,) 

! have not seen a more extended, grown. 

Foul, spotted, venomous, ugly— 

Sej. O, the fates! 

What a wild muster's here of attributes, 

T express a worm, a snskel 
Ter. But how that should 
Come there, my lord! 

Sej. What, and you too, Terenrius! 

I th^ you mean to make’t a prodigy 
In mur reporting. 

Ttr. Can the wise Sejanus 
? Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. IvUi. p. 717. 
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ithink heaven ha^ meant it leae? 

8ej. O, Bupentitionl 

Why, then the hilling ^ of our bed, that braJce 
This mominj^ burden’d with the populous weight, 

Of our expecting clients, to salute us; 

Or running * of the cat betwixt our legs. 

As we set forth unto the Capitol, 

Were prodigies. 

Ter. I thiiiak them ominous; 

And would they had not happened 1 As, to-day. 

The fate of some 3 your servants: who, declining 
Their way, not able, for the throng, to follow, 

Slipt down the Gemonies, and brake their ne^s! 

Besides, in taking vour last augury,* 

No prosperous bho appear’d; Wt croaking ravens 
Flagg^’d up and down, and from the sacrifice 
Flew to the prison, where thc^ sat all night. 

Beating the air with their obstreperous bea^l 
I dare not counsel, but I could entreat. 

That great Sejanus would attempt the gods 
Once more with sacrifice. 

8ef. What excellent fools 
Religion makes of men I Believes Terentius, 

If these were dangers, as I sliame to think them. 

The gods could change the certain course of fate? 

Or, if they could th^ would, now in a moment. 

For a beeve’s fat, or less, be bribed to invert 
Those long decrees? Then think the gods, like flies. 

Are to be taken with the steam of flesh. 

Or blood, diffused about their altars: think 
Their power as cheap as I esteem it small.— 

Of all the throng that fill th’ Olympian hall. 

And. without pity, lode poor Atlas^ back, 

1 know not that one deity, but Fortune, 

To whom I would throw up, in begging smoke^ 

One grain of incense; * or whose ear I’d buy 
With thus much oil. Her I, indeed, adore; 

And keep her grateful image * in my house, 

Sometime belonging to a Roman king. 

But now call'd mine, as by the better style: 

To her I care not, if, for satisfying 

Tour scrupulous phant’sies, I go offm*. Bid 

Our priest prepare us hon^, milk, and poppy 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviil. p. 713. * Dio. ibid. p. 716. 

■ Dio. ibid. * Dio. ibid. 

• Grsnl turis. Plant. Pcnu. A. I. Sc. i. et Ovid. Fast. Lib. iv. 

• Dla Hist. Rom. Ub. IvUI. p. 717. 

* De sacris Fortume, vid. Lil. Gre. Gyr. Synt. 17. et Stueh. lib. d« 
Sk«tiL Gent. p. 48. 
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HIb masoaline odoun, and night-vestments: say. 

Our rites are instant; which perform’d, you’ll see 

How vain, and worthy laughter, your fears be. [Exeumt, 

SCENE II.— Another Room in the same. 

Enter Cotta and PoMPomns. 

Cat. PomponiuB, whither in such speed T 
Pom. I go 

To give my lord Sejanus notice— 

Cot. WhatT 
Pom. Of Macro. 

Cot. Is he come? 

Pom. Enter’d but now 
The house of Begulus.!^ 

Cot. The opposite consult 
Pom. Some half hour since. 

Cot. And by night tool Stay, sir; 
ni bear you company. 

Pom. Along then— [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— A Room in BnoTrLirs’s House. 

Enter Maobo, BEOTri.us, and Attendant. 

Mao. ’Tis Cossar’s will to have a frequent.senate; 

And therefore must your edict > lay deep mulct 
On such as shall be absent. 

Reg. Bo it doth. 

Bear it my fellow consnl to adscribe. 

Mao. And tell him it must early be proclaim’d: 

The place Apollo’s temple.^ [Exit Attendant. 

Reg. Tha^s remember’d. 

Mae. And at what hour? 

Reg. Yes. 

Mac. You do forget * 

To send onp for the provost of the watch. 

Reg. I have not: here he comes. 

Enter Laco. 

Mac. Qraoinus Laoo, 

You are a friend most welcome: by and by, 
m speak with you.—^You must procure this list 
Of the pnotorian cohorts, with the names 
Of the centurions, and their tribunes. 

Reg. Ay. 

* Dio. Hist. Rom. Ub. Ivtli. p. 718. 

* Edlcto ttt pliitimum senatores in curiam vocatos constat, ex Tadt. 
Ann. Lib. i. et Uv. Lib. ii. Fest. Pon. lib. xv. vid. Bar. Brisa de form. 
Ub. 1 . et lips Sat. Menip. 

■ Uo. Rom. Hist. Ub. Ivii. p. 718. * Dio. ibid. 
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' Mac, 1 bring yon letten,i and a health from Csesar— 

Lac. Sir, both oome well. 

Mac. And hear you T with your note^ 

Which are the eminent men, and most of action. 

Reg, That shall be done you too. 

Mac. Most worthy Laco, 

Geesar salutes you. {^Eieit Regvlua.'\ —Consul! death and furies I 
Gone now!—^^e argument vkll please you, sir. 

Ho I Regulus I The anger of the gods 
Follow your diligrat legs, and overtake ’em. 

In likeness of the gout!— 

Re-enier RKOtrLtrs. 

O, my good lord. 

We lack’d you present; I would pray you send 
Another to Fulcinius IMo, straight. 

To t^l him you will come, and speak with him: 

The matter we’ll devise, to stay him there. 

While I with Laco do survey the watch. [Exit Regvltta. 

What are your strengths, GracinusT 
Lac. Seven cohorts.* 

Mae. You see what Caesar writes; and-Gone again 1 

H’ has sure a vein of mercury in his feet.— 

Know you what store of the prsetorian soldiers 
Sejanus holds about him, for nis guard? 

Lac. I cannot the just number; but, 1 think. 

Three centuries. 

Mac. Three! good. 

Lae. At most not four. 

3fac. And who be those centurions? 

Lae. That the consul 
Can best deliver you. 

Mae. When he’s away! 

Spite on his nimble industry—Gracinus, 

You find what place you hold, there, in the trust 
Of royal Csesar? 

Lae. Ay, and I am— 

Mae. Sir, 

The honours there proposed are but beginnings 
Of his great favours. 

Lae. They are more— 

Mae, I heard him 
When he did study what to add. 

Lae. My lif^ 

And all I hold— 

Mae, Yon were his own first choice: 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvlU. p. 718. 

' De prefecto vigilum vid. Roe. Antiq. Rom. Lib. vil. et Dio. Rom. Hist. 
Ub. Iv. 
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Which doth confirm as much as 70a can speak; 

And will, if we succeed, make more-Your guards 

Are seven cohorts, you say 7 
Imc. Yes. 

Mae. Those we must 
Hold still in readiness > and undischarged. 

Lae. I understand so much. But how it can— 

Ifoc. Be done without suspicion, you’ll object? 

Re-enter Reotjlus. 

Reg. What’s that? 

Lae. The keeping of the watch in arms. 

When morning comes. 

Mae. The senate shall be met, and set 
So early in the temple, as all mark 
Of that shall be avoided. 

Reg. If we need. 

We have commission to possess the palace,® 

Hnlarge mince Drusus, and make him our chief. 

Mac. That secret would have burnt his reverend mouth. 

Had he not spit it out now: by the gods. 

You carry things too-Let me borrow a man 

Or two, to bear these-That of freeing Drusus, 

Caesar projected as the last and utmost; 

Not elM to be remember’d. 

Enter Servants. 

Reg. Here are servants. 

Mac. These to Arruntius, these to Lepidus; 

This bear to Cotta, this to Latiaris. 

If they demand you of me, say I have ta’on 

Fresh horse, and am departed. [Exeunt Servants. 

You, my lord. 

To your colleague, and be you sure to hold him 
With long narration of the new fresh favours. 

Meant to Sejanus, his great patron; J, 

With trusted Laco, here, are for the guards: 

Then to divide. For, night hath many eyes. 

Whereof, though most do sleep, yet some are spies. [ExeunL 

SCENE IV.— A Sne^utn (or Chapel) in Sejanus’s House. 
Enter Prajcones,® Flamen,* Tubicines, Tibicines, Ministri, 
Skjanus, Tebentius, Satrixts, Natta, etc. 

Free. Be all profane far hence; * fly, fly far off: 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718. 

■ Vld. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vL p. 107. ct Suet. Tib. c. 65. 

* Praecones Flamen, hi omnibus sacriheiis interesse solebant. Ros. 
Ant. Rom. Lib. iii. Stuch. de Sac. p. 72. 

* Ex Us, qui Flamines Curialcs dicerentur, vid. Lil. Greg. Gyr. Synt. 
17, et Onup. Panvin. Rep. Rom. Comment. 2. 

* Moris antlqui erat, Prsecones prxeedere, et sacris arcere profanos. Cons. 
Briss. Ross. Stuch. ul. Gyr. etc. 
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Be ab'amt far; far hence be all profane / 

[Tub. and Tib. sound while the Flamen washeth.'^ 

Fla. We have been faulty, but repent us now. 

And bring pure hands, pure vestments, and pure minds.^ 

1 Min. Pure vessels. 

2 ilfin. And pure offerings. 

3 Min. Garlands pure. 

Fla. Bestow your garlands: 3 and, with rovcrcnco, place 
The vcrvin on the altar. 

Prat. Favour your tongues.* 

[While they sound again, the Flamen takes of the honey with his 
finger,^ and tastes, then ministers to all the rest; so of the milkfi 
in an earthen vessel, he deals about; which done, he sprinklelh 
upon the altar, milk; then imposeth the honey, and kindleth his 
gums, and after censing about the altar, placeth his censer 
thereon, into which they put several branches of poppy,’’ and the 
music ceasing, proceeds. 

Fla. Great mother Fortune,^ queen of human state. 

Redress of action, arhitress of fate. 

To whom all sway, all power, aU empire bows. 

Be present, and propitious to our vows / 

Pros. Favour » it with your tongues. 

Min. Be present and propitious to our vows! 

Omnes. Accept our offering t** and be pleased, great goddess. 

Ter. See, see, the image stirs! 

StU. And turns away! 

* Observatum antiquis invcnimiis, ut qui rem divinam facturus erat, 
lautus, ac mandus accederet, et ad suas levandas culpas, se imprimis reuiii 
dicere solitiim, et noxs poenitiiisse. l.il. Civr. Synt. xy. 

* In sacris puras manus, puras vostes, pura vasa, etc., antiqui desidera- 
bunt; ut ex Virg. Plaut. Tibui. Ovid, etc., pluribus locis constat. 

’ Alius ritus sertis aras coron.are, et verbenas impoiicre. 

* Hujusroodi verbis silentium imperatum fuisse constat. Vid. Sen. in 
lib. de bcata vita. Serv. et Don. ad eum versum. Lib. v. Aineid. 

Ore favete omnes, et cingitc tempora ramis. 

* Vocabatur hie ritus Libatio. Lege Rosin. Ant. Lib. iii. Bas. Brisson. 
dc form. Lib. i. Stuchium dc Sacrif. et Lil. Synt. 17. 

* In sacris Fortune lacte non vino libabant. iisdem test. Talia sacrificia 
dplra et pq^dXia dicta. Hoc est sobria, et vino carentia. 

’ Hoc reddere erat et litare, id est propitiate, et votum impetrare; 
secundum Nonium Marccllum. Litare enim Mac. Lib. iii. c. 3, explicat, 
sacrificio facto placare numen. In quo sens. leg. apud Plaut. Senec. 
Suet. etc. 

* His solemnibus praifationibus in sacris utebantur. 

* Quibus, in clausu, populus vel cstus a prseconibus favere jubebatur; 
id est bona verba fari. Talis enim altera hujiis forms interpretatio apud 
Briss. Lib. i. extat. Ovid. Lib. i. Fast. Linguis animisque favete. Et Metam. 
Lib. XV. 

-piumque 

iEneads prsstant et mente, et voce favorem. 

>s Solemnia formula in lonis cuivis nomini offerendis. 
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Nat. Fortune ^ averts her face. 

Fla. Avert, you gods. 

The prodigy. Still I stiU, some pious rite 
We have neglected. Yet, heaven be appeased. 

And be all tokens false and void, that speak 
Thy present wrath I 
8^. Be thou dumb, sorupulous priest: 

And gather up thyself, with these thy wares 
Which 1, in spite of thy blind mistress, or 
Thy juggling mystery, religion, throw 

Thus sooruM on the earth. [Overturns the statue and the altar. 

Nay, hold thy look 
Averted till I woo thee turn again; 

And thou shalt stand to all posterity. 

The eternal game and laughter, with thy neck 
Writh’d to thy tail, like a ridiculous oat. 

Avoid these fumes, these superstitious lights. 

And all these cozening ceremonies: you. 

Your pure and spiced conscience I 

[Exeunt all but Sejanua, Terent., Satri., and Natta. 

I, the slave 

And mock of fools, scorn on my worthy head I 
That have been titled and adored a god,^ 

Yea,> sacrificed unto, myself, in Rome, 

No less than Jove: and 1 be brought to do 
A peevish giglot, rites I perhaps the thought 
And shame of that, made fortune turn her face. 

Knowing herself the lesser deity. 

And but my servant.—Bashful queen, if so, 

Sejanus thanks thy modesty.—^Who’s that? 

Enter Fomfoniits and MriJurnrs.* 

Pom. His fortune suffers, till he hears my news: 

I have waited here too long. Macro, my lord— 

Sej. Speak lower and withdraw. [Takes him aside. 

Ter. Are these things true? 

Jftn. Thousands are gazing at it in the streets. 

Sej. What’s that? 

Ter. Minutius tells os here, my lord. 

That a new head behu; set upon your statue, 

A rope B is mnoe found wreath’d about iti and. 

But now * a fiery meteor in the form 
Of a great ball was seen to roll along 

Leg. Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviii. p. 717. de hoc sacrifido. 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 96. 

■ Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 716. 

* De Minutio vld. Tadt. Ann. Lib. vi. 

■ Dto. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717. 

* Senec. Nat. Quest. Lib. i. e. i. 
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The ttoabled air, where yet it hangs unporfeot. 

The amazing wonder Of the multitude 1 

3ef. No more. That Macro’s come, is more (him all I 
Ter. Is Macro come? 

Pom. I saw him. 

Ter. Where? with whom? 

Pom. With Regulua. 

Sef. Terentiual 
Ter. My lord. 

Sej. Send for the tribunes,* we will straight have up 
More of the soldiers for our guard. {Exit Ter.] Minutius, 

We pray you go for Cotta, Latiaris, 

Trib, the consul, or what senators 

You know are sure, and ours. Min.] You, my good Natta, 

For Laoo, provost of the watch. [Exit Nat.] Now, Satrius, 

The time of proof comes on; arm all our servants. 

And without tumult. [Exit Sat.] You, Pomponius, 

Hold some good correspondence with the consul: 

Attempt him, noble friend. [Exit Pomp.] These things begin 
To look like dangers, now, worthy my fates. 

Fortune, I see thy worst: let doubtful states. 

And things uncertain, hang upon thy will: 

Me surest death shall render certain still. 

Yet, why is now my thought turn’d toward death. 

Whom mtes have let go on, so far in breath. 

Uncheck’d or unreproved ? I,> that did help 
To feU the lofty cedar of the world, 

Germanicus; mat at one stroke cut down * 

Drusus, that upright elm; wither’d his vine; 
l^id Silius * and Sabinus,^ two strong oaks. 

Flat on the earth; besides those other shrubs, 

CorduB * and Sosia,* Claudia Pulchra,* 

Fumius and Callus,* which I have grubb’d up; 

And since, have set my axe so strong and deep 
Into the root of spreading Agrippina; ** 

Lopt off and scatter’d her proud branches, Nero, 

Drusus; and Caius ** too, although re>planted. 

If you will. Destinies, that after w, 

* Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 71S. 

* Vid. Tacit. Ann. lib. i. p. 23. 

* Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 74, 73. et Dio. lib. Ivii. p. 709. 

* Tadt. Lib. iv. p. 79 . 

* Ibid. p. 94. 

^ * D^Otnnut. Cor. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Ivii. p. 7sa Tadt. Ann. Lib. 

iosia. Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 94. 

* De Ciau. et Fumio. qmere Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 89. 

* De Gallo. Tadt. lib. iv. p. 95. et Dio. Lib. iviii. p. 713. 

** De Age. Nee. et Dm. leg. Suet. Tib. cap. 33,4. 

u De Caio. cons. Dio. Ub. iviii. p. 727 
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I faint now on I touoh my period. 

Yon aie but onid; and I already have done 
^^nga great enou^ All Rome hath been my dave; 

The aenate sate an idle looker on. 

And witneea of my power; when I have blush’d 
More to command than it to suffer: all 
The fathers have sate ready and prepared. 

To give me empire, temples, or their throats. 

When I would ad: ’em; and what orowns the top, 

Rome, senate, people, all the world have seen 
Jove, but my equtd; Caesar, but my second. 

’Tis then your malice. Fates, who, but your own, 

ilavy and fear to have any power long known. [Bxii. 

SCENE V .—A Room in the same. 

Enter Terentixts and Tribunes. 

Ter. Stay here: I’ll give his lordship, you are come. 

Enter Minuttos, with Cotta and Latiabis. 

Min, Marcus Terentius, ’pray you tell my lord 
'Here^s Gotta, and LatiariB. 

Ter. Sir, I shall. [Exit. 

Cot. My letter is the very same with yours; * 

Onlv requires me to be present there. 

And give my voice to strengthen his design. 

Lot. Names he not what it isT 
Cot. No, nor to you. 

Lot. ’Tis strange and singular doubtful 1 
Cat, So it is. 

It may be all is left to lord Sejanus. 

Enter Natta and Graoinus Laco. 

Nat. Gentlemen, where’s my lord? 

Tri. We wait him here. 

Cot. The provost Laco! what’s the news? 

Lot. My lord— 

Enter Sbjaitcs. 

8ej. Now, my right dear, noble, and trusted friends^ 

How much I am a captive to your kindness! 

Most worthy Cotta, Latiaris. laco. 

Tour valiant hand; and, gentlemen, your loves. 

I wish I could divide myself unto yon; 

Or that it lay within our narrow powers. 

To satisfy for so enlarged bounty. 

Gracinus, we must pray you, hold your guards 
Unqmt when mommg oomee. Saw you the ooruul I 
Jitn. Trio will presently be here^ my lord. 
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CoC* They are bnt giving order for the edict.^ 

To warn the senate. 

Sef. Howl theaenate? 

Lae. Yea. 

This morning in Apollo’s temple. 

Col. We 

Are charged by letter to be there, my lord. 

8e}. letter 1 pray you, let's see. 

£a(. ^owB notnia lordshipT 
Cat. It seems sol 

Sej. A senate warn’d I without my knowledge I 
And on this sudden 1 Senators by letters 
BMuired to be there I who brought these T 
Cot. Macro. 

Sej. Mine enemy 1 * and when? 

C7(tA This midnight. 

Sej. Time, 

M^th every other circumstanoe, doth give 
It hath some strain of engine in’t!—How now? 

Enter Satbius. 

Sat. My lord, Sertorius Macro is without. 

Alone, and pmn t’ have private conference 
In business of nigh nature with your lordship,' 

He says to me, and which regards you much. 

Sej. Let him come here. 

Sat. Better, my lord, withdraw: 

You will betray what store and strength of friends 
Are now about you; which he comes to spy. 

Sej. Is he not arm’d 7 
Sat. We’ll search him. 

Sej. No; but take. 

And lead him to some room, where yon conceal’d 
May keep a guard upon us. [Exit jSa(.] Noble Laco, 

You are our trust; and till our own cohorts 

Can be brought up, your strengths must be our guard. 

Now, good I&nutius, honour’d Latiaris, [He salutes them humbly. 
Most worthy and my most unwearied friend: 

I return instantly. [Exit. 

Lot. Most woray lord. 

Cot. His lordship is turn’d instant kind, methinks; 

I have not observM it in him, hmetofora 

1 Tri. ’Us true^ and it becomes him nobly. 

Min. I 

Am wrapt withal. 

2 Tr*. By Mars, he has my lives. 

Were th^ a million, for this only grac& 

Lae. Ay, and to name a man I 
* V1«L Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718 . 


•Dio. Ub. Iviii. p. 7 x 8 . 
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Lot. As he did met 

Min. And met 

Lot. Who would not spend his life and fortunes. 

To purohaae but the look of suoh a lord? 

Lac. He that would nor be lord’s fool, nor the world’s. [Aside. 

SCENE VI .—Another Room in the same. 

Enter Ssjanus, Macbo, and Satbius. 

8tj. Macro 1 1 most welcome, a most ooTeted friend I 
Let me enjoy my longings. When arrived you 1 

Mac. About the noon of night.^ 

8e}. Satrius, mve leave. [Exit 8at. 

Mae. I have been, since I came, with both the consuls, 

On a particular design from Ceesar. 

8e}. How fares it with our great and royal master T 

Mae. Bight plentifully well; ns, with a prince. 

That still holds out ^ the groat proportion 

Of his large favours, where his judgment hath 

Made once divine election: like the god 

That wants not, nor is wearied to bestow 

Where merit meets his bounty, as it doth 

In you, already the most happy, and ere 

G&e sun shall climb the sou^ most high Sejanus. 

Let not my lord be amused. For, to mis end 
Was I by Cersar sent for to the isle. 

With special caution to conceal my journey; 

And, thence, had my dispatch as privately 
Again to Borne; charged to come here by night; 

And only to the consius make narratioa 
Of his great purpose; that the benefit 
Might come more full, and striking, by how much 
It was lees look’d for, or aspired by you. 

Or least informed to the common thought. 

8ef, What may be this? part of myself, dear Macro, 

If good, speak out; and share with your ^janus. 

ileus. It bad, I should for ever loath myself 
To be the messenger to so good a lord. 

I do exceed my instraotions to acquaint 
Your lordship with thus much; but ’tis my venture 
On your retentive wisdom: and because 
I would no jealous scruple ^ould molest 
Or rack your peace of thought. For 1 assure 
My noble lord, no senator yet knows 
^e business meant: though all by several letters 
warned to be there, and ^ve mdr voices, 

I'Plo. Hist. Rom. Ub. Iviii. p. 78 . 

* tfiTridies noctis, Varr. Mardpor. vld. Non. Mar. cap. vL 

* Dio.-* Ub. Iviil. p. 78 . 
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Only to add onto the state and grace 
Of what is porpoB^ 

8ej. Ton take pleasure. Macro, 

Like a coy wench, in torturing your lover. 

What can be worth this suffering ? 

Jlfoc. That vdiich follows. 

The tiibunitial dignity and power: 

Both which Sejanus is to have this day 
CSonferr’d upon him, and by public senate. 

Sej. Fortune be mine again I thou hast satisfied 
For thy suspected loyalty. [A aide. 

Mae, My lord, 

I have no longer time, the day approacheth. 

And I must back to Oeesar. 

Sej. Where’s Caligula? 

Mae. That I forgot to tell your lordship. Why, 

He liners yonder about Capreee, 

Disgraced; Tiberius hath not seen him yet: 

He needs would thrust himself to go with me. 

Against my wish or will; but I have quitted 
His forwara trouble, with as tardy note 
As my n^lect or sUence could afford him. 

Yoiu lordship cannot now command me aught. 

Because I take no knowledge that 1 saw you; 

But I shall boast to live to serve your lorahip: 

And so take leave. 

Sej. Honest and worthy Macro; 

Your love and friendship. [Exit Maero.l — Who’s there? 
Satrius, 

Attend my honourable friend forth.—OI 
How vain and vile a passion is this fear. 

What base uncomely things it makes men do! 

Suspect their noblest friends, as I did this. 

Flatter poor enemies, entreat their servants. 

Stoop, court, and catch at the benevolence 
Of creatures, unto whom, within this hour, 

I would not have vouchsafed a quarter-look. 

Or piece of face t By you that fools call gods. 

Hang all the ricy with your prodigious signs. 

Fill earth with monsters, drop the scorpion down. 

Out of the zodiac, or the fiercer lion. 

Shake off the loosen’d globe from her long hinge. 

Boll all the world in dwkness, and let loose 
The enraged winds to turn up groves and townsi 
When I do feur again, let me bo struck 
With forked fire, and unpitied die:' 

Who fears, is worthy of calamity. [ExU. 

* Dio. lib. Iviii. p. 78. vid. Suet, de opjaess. Sejan. Tib. e. 65. 
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SCENE VII .—Another Room »n the aame. 

Enter Tbbbntixjs, Minutids, T.iaoo, Cotta, Latiabis, and Pom- 
FONins; BEGiTLna, Tbio, and othera, on different aides. 

Pom. Is not my lord hereT 
Ter. Sir, he will be straight. 

Cot. V^at news, Fulcinius Trio ? 

Tri. Good, good tidings; 

But keep it to yourself. My lord Sejanus 
la to receive this day in open senate 
The tribunitial dignity. 

Cot. Is’t true? 

Tri. No words, not to your thought: but, sir, believe it. 

Lot. What says the consul ? 

Cot. Speak it not again: 

He tells me, that to-day my lord Sejanus— 

Tri. 1 must entreat you. Cotta, on your honour 
Not to reveal it. 

Cot. On my life, sir. 

Lot. Say. 

Cot. Is to receive the tribunitial power. 

But, as you are an honourable man. 

Let me conjure you not to otter it; 

For it is trusted to mo with that bond. 

Lot. I am Harpocrates. 

Ter. Can you assure it T 

Pom. The consul told it me, but keep it close. 

Min. Lord Latiaris, what’s the news T 
Lot. I’ll tell you; 

But you must swear to keep it secret. 

Enter Sejanus. 

Sej. I knew the Fates had on their distafi left 
More of our thread, than so. 

Reg. Hail, meat Sejanus! 

Tri. Hail, uie most honour’dl >■ 

Cot. Happy! 

Lot. High Sejanus! 

Sej. Do you bring prodipes too? 

Tri. May all presage 

Turn to those fair effects, whereof we bring 
Tour lordship news. 

Reg. May’t please my lord withdraw. 

Sej. Yes:—I will speak with you anon. \To some that aland by. 
Ter. My lord. 

What is your pleasure for the tribunes? 

Sej. Why, 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviii. p. 718. 
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Let them be thank’d and sent away. 

Min. My lord— 

Lae, WUl’t please your lordship to command me— 

Sef. No: 

You ore troublesome. 

Min. The mood is changed.^ 

Tri. Not speak. 

Nor look! 

Lae. Ay, he is xrisc, will make him friends 
Of such who never love, but for their ends. [Fxeunt. 

SCENE VTIT.— A Space before the. Tem.'ple of Apollo. 

Enter AHBtrwTros and Lefidus, divers Senators passing by them. 

Arr. Ay, go, make liaste; take heed you be not last 
To tender your All Hail ® in the wide hall 
Of huge Sejanus; run a lictor’s pace: 

Stay not to put your robes on; but away. 

With the pale troubled ensigns of great friendship 
Stamp’d in your face I Now, Marcus Lepidus, 

You still believe your former augury! 

Sejanus must go downward! You perceive 
His wane approaching fast 1 
Lep. Believe me, Lucius, 

I wonder at this rising. 

Arr. Ay, and that we 
Must give our suffrage to it. You will say. 

It is to make his fall more steep and grievous: 

It may be so. But think it, they that can 
With idle wishes ’say to bring back time: 

In cases desperate, dl hope is crime. 

See, see! what troops of his officious friends 
Flock to salute my lord, and start before 
My great proud lord! to get a lord-like nod! 

Attend my lord unto the senate-house I 
Bring back my lord! like servile ushers, make 
Way for my lord! proclaim his idol lordship. 

More than ten cners, or six noise of tnimpets! 

Make legs, kiss hands, and take a scatter’d hair 
From my lord’s eminent shoulder! 

[iS'anfutmtM and Haterius pass over the stage. 
See, Sanquinius ^ 

With his slow belly, and his dropsy I look. 

What toiling; haste he makes! yet here’s another 
Retarded with the gout, vrill be afore him. 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718. 

' Ave. matutina vox salutanti propria, apud Romanos, vid. Briss. de 
form. Lib. viii. 

' De Sanquinio vid. Tadt. Ann. Lib. vi. et de Haterio, ibid. 
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Get ttiee libarniaii 1 porters, thou gro88 fool. 

To bear thy ohseqnloiu fatness, lihe thy peers. 

Th^ are met! the gout returns, and great carriage. 

[lActora, Reguhu, Trio, Sejanua, Sairiua, and many other 
Senatora, paaa over the atage. 

Liet. Give way, make place, room for the consul 1 
San. Hail, 

Hail, great ^janus! 

Hat. Hail, my honour’d lord! 

Arr. We shall be mark’d anon, for our not Hail. 

Lep. That is already done. 

Arr. It is a note 

Of upstart greatness, to observe and watch 
For these poor trifles, which the noble mind 
Neglects and scorns. 

Lep. Ay, and they think themselves 
Deeply duhonour’d where they are omitted. 

As if they were necessities that help’d 
To the p^eotion of their dignities; ^ 

And hate the men that but refrain them. 

Arr. 01 

There is a farther cause of hate. Their breasts 
Are guilty, that we know their obscure springs. 

And base beginnings; thence the anger grows. 

On. Follow. 

SCENE IX.— Another part of the same. 

Enter Macro and Laco. 

Mae. When all are enter’d,^ shut the temple doors; 

And bring ^our guards up to the gate. 

Lac. I will. 

Mac. If you shall hear commotion in the senate. 

Present yourself: and charge on any man 
Shall oifer to come forth. 

Lae. I am insbruoted. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X.— The Temple of ApeiBo. 

Enter Hatxbius, Trio, Sanqiiutius, Cotta, BEacLUs, SsJAinTS, 
PoMTONius, Latiabjb, Lxfidus, ABBuuTnTS, and divers other 
Senators; Presconee, and lictors. 

Hat. How well his lordship looks to-day! 

Tri. As if 

He had been bom, or made for this hour’s state. 

* Bz Ubumia, magnss et proceras statune mittabantur, qul erant Rom. 
I-ectlcarii; test. Juv. Sat. Ui. v. ^o. 

——— Turba cedente vebetur 
Dives, et ingenti cuiret super ora libumo. 

■ Dio. Rma. Hist. Ub. IviU. * Dio. iUd. p. 718. 
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Ccf. Yoor fellow Oonsol’s come about, metiiiiikr t 
Tri. Ay, he is wise. 

San. %ianuB trusts him welL 

Tri. Sejanus is a noble, bounteous lord.^ 

Hat. He is so, and most valiant. 

Lot. And most wise. 

1 Sen. He’s every thing. 

Lot. Worthy of ul, and more 
Than bounty can bestow. 

Tri. This dignity 
Will make him worthy. 

Pom. Above Ceesar. 

San. Tut, 

Caesar is but the rector of an isle,^ 

He of the empire. 

Tri. Now he will have power 
More to reward than ever. 

Cot. Let us look 

We be not slack in giving him our voices.^ 

Lot. Not 1. 

San. Nor I. 

Cot. The readier we seem 
To propagate his honours, will more bind 
His thoughts to ours. 

Hat. I t hink right with your lordship; 

It is the way to have us hold our places. 

San. Ay, and get more. 

LeU. More office and more titles. 

Pom. 1 will not lose the part 1 hope to share 
In these his fortunes, for my patrimony. 

Lea. See, how Arruntius site, and Lepidus! 

Tri. lAst them alone, they will be mark’d anon. 

1 Sen. I’ll do with others. 

2 Sen. So will I. 

3 Sen. And I. 

Men grow not in the state, but w they are planted 
Warm in his favours. 

Cot. Noble Sejanus! 

Hat. Honour’d Sejanus! 

LeU. Worthy and great Sejanus! 

Arr. Qodsl how we sponges open and take in. 

And ^ut againl look, look! is not he blest 
That gets a seat in eye-reach of him T more. 

That comes in ear, or tongue-reach T O but most. 

Can claw his subtle elbow, or with a buz 
Ply-blow his ears f 

Preet. Proclaim the senate’s peace, 

1 Vid. acclamation. Senat. Dio. Rom. Hist. I 4 b. Iviii. p. 719. 
* IMo. p. 7x5. * Dio. p. 719. 

04 ** 
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And last aanmuMU by the ediotb 
Prat. Silence I 

In name of CieBar, and the senate, ^enoe! 

Memmiua Regvhu, and FuLcinivs Trio^ eonauls, these 'present 
halenda of June, tmth the first light, shaU hold a senate, in the temple 
of Apollo Palatine; * aU that are fathers, and are registered fathers, 
that iMve right of entering the senate, toe toarn or command you be 
frequently ‘present, take knowledge the business is the commonwealth’s; 
whoever is absent, his fine or mulct uriU be taken, his excuse wiU 
not be taken. 

Tri. Note who are absent, and record their names. 

Reg. Fathers oonscript,3 may what I am to utter 
Turn good and happy for the commonwealth 1 
And thou, Apollo, in whose holy house 
We here have met, inspire os ail with truth. 

And liberty of censure to our thought 1 
l^e majesty of great Tiberius Gsesar 
Propounds to this grave senate, the bestowing 
Upon the man he loves, honour’d Sejanus, 

The tribunitial dignity and power; * 

Here are his lettra^ signed with his signet. 

What pleaseth now the fathers to be ooneT < 

Sen. Bead, read them, omn, publicly read them. 

Cot. Ceesar hath honour’d his own greatness much 
In thinking of this act. 

Tri. It was a thought 
H^py, and worthy Cscsar. 

Lot. And the lord 

As worthy it, on whom it is directed! 

Hat. Most worthy! 

San. Borne did never boast the virtue 
That could give envy bounds, but his: Sejanus— 

1 Sen. Honour’d and noble! 

2Sen. Good and great Sejanus! 

Arr. O, most tame slavery, and fierce flattery! 

Pros. Silence! 


'Tibkbius C^ab to the Senate, greeting. 

If you, eonseript fathers,* with your children, be in health, it is dbun- 
Aintlu weU; we with our friends here are so. The care of the common- 
wecdlSi, howsoeoer we are removed in person, cannot be absent to our 
thought; although, oftentimes, even to princes most 'present, the truth of 
Oueir oum affairs is hid; than which, nothing faUs out more miserable 

1 Vld. Brlssonium de formul. Lib. ii. et lipdum Sat. Menlp. 

' Palatlnua, a monte Palatino dictus. 

* Solemnis praelatio consulum in relationibus. Dio. p. 718. 

♦Vid. Suet. Tib. cap. 65. 

* Alia fccmula solemnis, vid. Briss. lib. ii. et Dio. p. 719. 

* Solcniie exocdium eputolar. apud Romanos, cons. Bilss. da formul. 
Ub. viU. 



Sejanus 391 

to a slate, or mahee the art of gaoemiaq more difiiouU. But since A 
hath been our easeful happiness to enjoy both the aids and industry 
of so vigilant a senate, we profess to have been the more indulgent to 
our pleasures, not as being careless of our office, but rather secure of 
the necessity. Neither do these common rumours of many, and 
infamous libels published against our retirement, at all afflict us; 
being bom more out of men's ignorance than their malice: and will, 
neglected, find their own grave quickly; whereas, too sensibly acknow¬ 
ledged, U would make their obloquy ours. Nor do we desire their 
authors, though found, be censured, nnce in a free 8 kUe,t as ours, dll 
men ought to enjo^ both their minds and tongues free. 

Arr. The lapwing, the lapwing! 

Yet in things which shall worthily and more near concern the majesty 
of a prince, we shall fear to be so unnaturally cruel to our oum fame, 
as to neglect them. True it is, conscript fathers, that we have raised 
Sejanus from obscure, and almost unknown gentry 

Sen. How, how! 

to the highed and most conspicuous poiiU of greatness, and, we hope, 
deservingly; yet not without danger; it being a most bold hazard in 
that sovereign, who, by his particular love to one, dares adventure the 
hatred of all his other subjects. 

Arr. This touches; the blood turns. 

But we affy in your loves and underetandings, and do no way suspect 
the merit of our Sejanus, to make our favours offensive to any. 

Sen. of good, good. 

Though we could have wished his zeal had run a calmer course against 
Agrippina and our nephews, howsoever the openness of their actions 
declared them delinquents; and, that he uxnM have remembered, no 
innocence is so safe, but it rejoicelh to aland in the sight of mercy; the 
use of which in us, he hath so quite taken away, towards them, by hie 
Icyal fury, as now our clemency would be thought but wearied crudty, 
if we should offer to exercise it. 

Arr. I thank him; there I look’d for’t. A good fox! 

Some there be that would interpret this his public severity to be par¬ 
ticular ambition; ^ and that, under a pretext of service to us, he dedh 
but remove his own lets: alleging the strenglha he hath made to himself, 
by the prcetorian soldiers, by his faction in court and senate, by the 
offices he holds himself, and confers on others, his popularity and 
dependents, his urging and almost driving us to this our unwitting 
retirement, and, lastly, his aspiring to be our son-in-law. 

Sen. T^isstranro! 

Arr. 1 shall anon believe jonr vulturm, Marcus. 

Four wisdoms, conscript fathers, are able to examine, and censure 
these suggestions. But, were they left to our absolving voice, we durst 
pronounce them, as we think them, most malicious. 

Sen. O, he hu restored all; listl 

^ Finnus et patiens sublnde jactabat, in dvitate libera, Unguam men- 
temque Uberas esse debere. Suet. Tib. c. 38. 

* De bac epist. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. Iviii. p. 719, et Juv. Sat. x. 
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Tet Ore they offered to be averred, and on ffie Uvea of the informera. 
Whalt toe ahotud say, or rather lohat toe should not aay, lords of the 
aenate, if this be true, our gods and goddesses confound us if toe hmo / 
Only we must think, we have placed our benefits til; and conclude, that 
in our choice, either we toereteanling to the gods, or (he gods to us. 

[The ^natora shift their places. 

Arr. The place grows hot; th^ shift. 

We have not been covetous, honourable fathers, to change; neither is 
it now any new lust that alters our affection, or old lathing; but those 
needjul jealousies of date, that warn wiser princes hourly to provide 
their safety; and do teach them how learned a thing it is to betvare of 
the humbleal enemy; much more of those great ones, whom their own 
employed favours have made fit for their fears, 

1 Sen. Away. 

2 Sen. Sit farther. 

(7ot. Let’s remove— 

Arr. Qodsl how the leaves drop oft, this little vnnd! 

We therefore desire, that the offices he holds be first seized by the senate; 
and hirnsdf suspended from aU exercise ofplcice or power — 

Sen. Howl 

San. [thruding by.] By your leave. 

Arr, Come, porpoise; where’s Haterius? 

His gout keeps him most miserably constant; 

Your dancing shews a tempest. 

Sej. Bead no more. 

Reg, Lords of the senate, hold your seats: read on. 

Sej. These letters th^ are forged. 

lUg. A guard I »t still. 

Enter La.oo, with the Guards. 

Arr. Here’s change 1 

Reg. Bid silence, and read forward. 

Pres. Silence!-and himself suspended from all exercise of plcM 

or power, but titt due and mature trial be made of his innoceney, which 
yd we can faintly apprehend the necessity to doubt. If, conscript 
fathers, to your more searching wisdoms, there shall appear farther 
cause —or (^farther proceeding, either to seizure of lands, goods, or 
more—it is not our power (hat shall limit your authority, or our 
favour (hat mud corrupt your judiee; either were dishonorable in 
you, and 0th uruOirOble to ourself. We would willingly t be present 
with your counsels in this business; but the danger of so potent a 
faction, if it should prove so, forbids our attempting it; except one of 
(he canards would be entreated for our safety, to undertake the guard of 
ua home; then we should mod readily adventure. In the mean time, 
a skM not be fit for us to importune so judidoua a senate, who know 
horkmueh (hey hurt the innocent, thed spare the guilty; and how 
grMff\d a sacrifice to the gods is the life of an ingrateful person. We 
reiMilOt, in this, on Sejanus, (notwithstanding, if you keep an eye 
Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 7x9, et Suet. Tib. 
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upon'him—and there ia Latiarie, a aenator, and Pinnanua NaUa, 
two of hia moat truated minialera, and ao profeaaed, whom we deaire not 
to have ajrprdwnded,) but aa the neceaaity of the eauae exacta it. 

Reg. A guaid on LatLarisl 
Arr. O, the spy, 

The reverend ejpy is oaughtl who pities him? 

Reward, sir, for your servioe: now, you have done 
Your property, you see what use is made! 

lExeunt Latiaria and Natta, guarded. 

Hang up the instrument. 

Sej. Give leave. 

Lae. Stand, stand! 

He comes upon his death, that doth advance 
An inch toward my point. 

8ej. Have we no friends heret 
Arr. Hush’d! 

Where now ore all the hails and acclamations T 

Enter Macbo. 

Jf oc. Hail to the consuls, and this noble senate 1 

Sej. Is Macro here? O, thou art lost, Scjanus! [Aaide. 

Mac. Sit still, and unaffrighted, reverend fathers: 

Macro, by Caesar’s grace, the new-made provost. 

And now possest of the praetorian bands. 

An honour late belong’d to that proud man. 

Bids you be safe: and to your constant doom 
Of his deservings, offers you the surety 
Of all the soldiers, tribunes, and centurions, 

Received in our command. 

Reg. Sejanus, Sejanus, 

Stand forth, Sejanus! 

Sej. Am I call’d ? 

Mae. Ay, thou. 

Thou insolent monster, art bid stand. 

Sej. Why, Macro, 

It hath been otherwise between you and I; 

This court, that knows us both, hath seen a difference. 

And can, if it be pleased to speak, confirm 
Whose insolence is most. 

Jf oc. Come down, lyphoens. 

If niine be most, lol thus I make it more. 

Kick up thy heels in air, tear off thy^robe. 

Play with thy beard and nostrils, ^us ’tis fit 
(|^d no man take compassion of thy state) 

To use th’ ingntteful viper, tread his braina 
Into the earth. 

Reg. Forbear. 

Mae. If I could lose 

AH my humanity now, ’twere well to torture 
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So meriting • traitor.—^Wherefore, fathen. 

Sit yon amazed and silent; and not censure 
ms wretch, who, in the hour he first roll’d 
’Qainst Cees^s bounty, did condemn himself f 
Phlegra, the field where all the sons of earth 
Muster’d against the gods, did ne’er acknowledge . 

So proud huge a monster. 

Reg. Take him hence; 

And all the gods gnard Ggesarl 
Tri. Take him hence. 

Hat. Hence. 

Cot. To the dungeon with him. 

San. He desenres it. 

Sen. Crown all our doors ^ with bays. 

San. And let an ox. 

With gilded horns and garlands, strught be led 
Unto Sie Capitol— 

HaL And saciificed 
To Jove, for Caesar’s safety. 

Tri. All our gods 
Be present still to Ceesarl 
Cat. Phoebus. 

San. Mars. 

Hat. Diana. 

San. Pallas. 

Sen. Juno, Mercury, 

All guard himl 

iroo. Forth, thou prodigy of men! {Exit S^nua, guarded. 

Cot. Let all the trutor’s titles be defaced. 

Tri. His images and statues be pull’d down. 

Hat. His oha^t-wheels be broken. 

Air. And the 1^ 

Of the poor horses, that deserved nought, 

Let them be broken too I 


{Exeunt Lictora, Praeconea, Macro, Regidua, Trio, Haieriua, and 
Sanquiniua: manent Lepidua, Arruntiua, and a feae Senatora. 
Lep. O Solent change. 

And whirl of men’s affections! 

Ait. Like, as both 

bulks and souls were bound on Fortune’s wheel, 

Jmd must act only with her motion. 

Jberp. Who would depend upon the popular air, 
voice of men, that have to-day beheld 
tjThat which, if ^ the gods had fore-declared, 

|,Would not have been believed, Sejanus’ fall T 
He^ tiiat this mom rose proudly, as the sun. 

And, breaking through a mist of clients’ breath, 

C«^ on, as gazed at and admired as he, 

* Leg. Juv. Sat. z. 
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When BaperatitaonB Mooib Bidnte hia light I 
That had our servile nobles waiting him 
As common mooms; and hanging on his look. 

No leas than human life on destiny I 
That had men’s knees as frequent as tbe gods; 

And sacrifices ^ more than Borne had altars: 

And tbis man fall 1 fall T ay, without a look 
That durst appear his friend, or lend so much 
Of vain relief, to his chan;i^ state, as pityl 
Arr. They that before, like gnat^ play’d in his beams. 

And throng’d to circumscribe him, now not seen 
Nor deign to hold a common seat with him I 
Others, that waited him unto the senate. 

Now inhumanely ravish him to prison. 

Whom, but this mom, they follow’d as their lord! 

Guard through the streets, bound like a fugitive. 

Instead of wreaths give fetters, strokes for stoops, 

Blind shames for honours, and black taunts for titles I 
Who would trust slippery chance T 
Lep. They that would make 
Themselves her spoil; and foolishly forget. 

When she doth flatter, that she comes to prey. 

Fortune, thou hadst no deity, if men 
Had wi^om: we have placed thee so high. 

By fond belief in thy feUoity. 

[iSAoid uat&fn.] The gods guard Ceesarl All the gods guard Cesar! 

Re-enter Maoso, Reoulus, and divers Senators. 

Mae. Now, great Sejanus,* you that awed the state. 

And sought to bring the nobles to your whip; 

That would be Cesar’s tutor, and ^poae 
Of dignities and ofiices I that had 
The public head still bare to your deeigns. 

And made the general voice to echo yours! 

That look’d for salutations twelve score off. 

And would have pyramids, yea temples, rear'd 
To your huge greatness; now you lie aa flat. 

As was pride advancedl 
Reg. Thanks to the gods! 

Sen. And praise to Macro, that hath saved Rome! 

Liberty, libetW, liberty! Lead on. 

And praise to Macro, that hath saved Romel • 

{Exeunt att but Arruntiua and Lepidus. 
Arr. I propheev, out of the senate’s flattmy. 

That this new fellow. Macro, will become 
A greater prodigy in Rome, than he 
That now is fallen. 

I Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. IvlU. p. 710, etc. 

* Vld. Dio. Rom Hist. lib. I^. p. 7so, etc. 
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Enter TaBBHTrcs. 

Ter. O yon, whose minds are good. 

And have not forced all mankind from yonr breasts; 
iWt yet have so much stock of virtue left, 

To pity guilty states, when th^ are wretched: 

Lend yonr soft ears to hear, and eyes to weep. 

Deeds done by men, beyond the acts of furies. 

The eager multitude (who never yet 
Emew why to love or hate, but only pleased 
T* express their rage of ^wer) no sooner heard 
The murmur of Sejanus m decline. 

But with that speed and heat of appetite. 

With which they greedily devour the way 
To some great sports, or a new theatre. 

They fill’d the Capitol, and Fompey’s Gurque, 

Where, like so many mastiffs, biting stones. 

As if his statues now were sensitive 

Of their wild fury; first, they tear them down; ^ 

Then fastening ropes, drag them along the streets. 

Crying in scorn. This, this was that rich head 
Was crown’d with garlands, and with odours, this 
That was in Borne so reverenced! Now 
The furnace and the bellows shsdl to work, 

^e great Sejanus crack, and piece by piece 
Drop in tiie founder’s pit. 

O popular rage I 

Ter. The whilst the senate at the temple of Concord ^ 
Make haste to meet again, and thronging ory. 

Let us condemn him, tread him down in water, 

WMle he doth lie upon the bank; away! 

While some more tardy, ory unto their bearers. 

He will be censured ere we come; run, knaves. 

And use that furious diligence, for fear 

Their bondmen should inform against their slackness. 

And bring their quaking flesh unto the hook: 

The rout they follow with confused voice. 

Crying, they^re glad, say, they could ne’er abide him, 
Enquire what man he was, what kind of face. 

What beard he had, what nose, what lipsT Protest 
They, ever did presage he’d come to this; 

i^ver thought him wise, nor valiant; ask 
After hisvgarmenta, when he dies, what death; 

‘And not a tieast of all the herd demands. 

What was hia crime, or who were his accusers. 

Under what proof or testimony he fell t 

There came, snys one, a huge long-worded letter 

From Capren against him. Did there so T 

^ Vid. Juv. Sat> x. * Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IviiL p. 730. 
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d, th^ are aatiafied; no mora 
Lefp. Alasl 

Thw follow Fortune,! hate men condemn’d. 

Guilty or not. 

Arr. But had Sejanus thrived 
In his design, and prosperously opprest 
]%e old Tiberius; then, in that same minute, 

Tliese very rascals, that now rage like furies. 

Would have proclaim’d Sejanus emperor. 

Lep. But what hath follow’d T 
Ter. Sentence * by the senate. 

To lose his head; which was no sooner off. 

But that and the unfortunate trunk were seized 
By the rude multitude; who not content 
With what the forward justice of the state 
OfBciously had done, with violent rage 
Have rent it limb from limb. A thousand heads, 

A thousand hands, ten thousand tongues and voices. 

Employ’d at once in several acts of malice I 
Old men not staid with age, virgins with shame. 

Late wives with loss of husbands, mothers of children. 

Losing all grief in joy of his sad fall. 

Bun quite transports with their cruelty 1 
These mounting at his head, these at his face. 

These digging out his eyes, those with his brains 
Sprinkling themselves, their houses and their friends; 

Others are met, have ravish’d thence an arm. 

And deal small pieces of the flesh for favours; 

These witii a thigh, this hath out oS his hands. 

And this his feet; these fingers and these toes; 

That hath his liver, he his heart: there wants 
Nothing but room for wrath, and place for hatred 1 
What cannot oft be done, is now o’erdone. 

1%e whole, and all of what was great Sejanus, 

And, next to Ceesar, did possess the world. 

Now tom and scatter’d, as he needs no grave; 

Each little dust covers a little part: 

So lies he no where, and yet often buried 1 

Enter Ntnmus. 

Arr. More of Sejanus? 

Nun. Yes. 

Lep. What can be added? 

We uow him dead. 

Nun. Then there bemn your pity. 

There Is enough behind to melt ev’n Rome, 

* Jw. Sat. z. 

*D>o. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 730. Sense, lib. de Tranq. Anim. c. t(. 
Quo die ilium senatus deduzerat, populus in frusta divisit, etc. 

* 04*9 
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And Geesai into team; nnoe never slave 
Conld yet so hi^y offend, but tyranny, 

In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting.— 

A son and daughter to the dead Sejanus, 

(Of whom 1 there ia not now so much remaining 
As would give fast’ning to the hangman’s hook,) 

Have th^ drawn forth for farther saorifioe; 

Whose trademesB of knowledge, unripe years. 

And childish silly innocence was such, 

As scarce would lend them feeling of their dai^r: 

The ^rl ^ so simple, os she often ask’d 

“ Where thq? would lead her T for what cause they drogg’d her T ” 
Cried, “ She would do no more: ” that she could take 
“ Warning with beating.” And because our laws 
Admit no virgin ^ immature to die. 

The wittily and strangely cruel Macro 
Deliver’d her to be d^ower’d and spoil’d, 

S the rude lust of the licentious hangman, 
an to be strangled with her harmless brother. 

Lep. O, act most worthy hell, and lasting night. 

To hide it from the world I 
Nun. Their bodies thrown 
Into the Gemonies, (1 know not how. 

Or by what accident return’d,) the mother. 

The expulsed * Apicata, finds them there; 

Whom when she saw lie spread on the degrees,^ 

After a world of fury on herself. 

Tearing her hair, defacing of her face, 

Beating her breasts and womb, kneeling amaz’d. 

Crying to heaven, then to them; at last. 

Her drowned voice gat iro above her woes. 

And with such block and bitter execrations. 

As might affright the gods, and force the sun 
Bun backward to the east; nay, make the old 
Deformed chaos rise agmn, to o’erwhelm 
Them, us, and all the world, she fills the air. 

Upbraids the heavens with their partial dooms. 

Defies their tyrannous powers,* and demands. 

What she, and those poor innocents have transgress'd, 

That the^ must suffer such a share in vengeance. 

Whilst lavio, Lygdus, and Eudemus live. 

Who, os she says, and firmly vows to prove it 
To (kesat and tne senate, poison’d Drususf 

^ '\^d. Senec. lib. de Tranq. Anl. c. xi. 

* Tao. Ana. Lib. v. p. 99. Et Dio. Lib. Ivili. p. 720. 

* Lex non tarn virginitati ignotum cautumque voluit quam aetatl. Cons 
Lips, comment. Tac. 

«Dlo. Ub. Iviil. c. 730 . 

* Scal« Gemonia in quas erant protects damnator. cmpora. 

• Dio. Ub. IvlU. p. 730 . 
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Lep. CSonfedaratei wltii hw hasbandt 
Nun. Ay. 

Lep. Strange aot! 

Arr, And etranraly open’d: what says now my monster. 
The multitttdeT they reel now, do they nott 
Nun. Their gall is gone, and now they 'gin to weep 
The muohief thqr have done. 

Arr. I thank ’em, roguee. 

Nun. Part are so stupid, or so flexible. 

As thqr believe him innocent; all grieve: 

And some whose hands vet reek with his warm blood. 

And gripe the part whioh they did tear of him. 

Wish him oolleoted and oreatM new. 

Lep. How Fortune plies her sports, when she begins 
To praodse them I pursues, continues, adds. 

Confounds with varying her impassion’d moods 1 
Arr. Dost thou ho^ Fortune, to redeem thy crimes. 

To make amend for my ill-placed favours. 

With these stnnge punishments? Forbeu, you things 
That Btuid upon the pinnacles of state. 

To boast your slippery height; when you do fall. 

You pash yourselves m piec^ ne’er to rise; 

And he that lends yon pity, is not wise. 

Ter. Let this example move the insolent man. 

Not to grow proud and careless of the gods. 

It is im odious wisdom to blaspheme. 

Much more to sUghten, or deny their powers: 

For, whom the morning saw so great and high. 

Thus low and little, ’fore the even doth lie, IBxeunt. 



VOLPONE ; OR, THE FOX 


TO THE HOST NOBLE AND MOST EQUAL SISTSK3, 

THE TWO FAMOUS UNIVERSITIES. 

you TBEIR LOVE AND ACCEPTANCE SHEWN TO HIS POEM IN THE 
PRESENTATION, 

BEN JONSON, 

THE GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGER, 

DEDICATES BOTH IT AND HIMSELF. 

Never, most equal Sisters, bad any man a wit so presently exodlent, as 
that it could raise itself; but there must come both matter, occasion, 
commenders, and favourers to It. If this be true, and that the fortune 
of all writers doth daily prove it, it behoves the careful to provide well 
towards these accidents; and, having acquired them, to preserve that part 
of reputation most tenderly, wherein the benefit of a friend is also defended. 
Hence is it, that I now render myself grateful, and am studious to justify 
the bounty of your act; to which, though your mere authority were satisfy¬ 
ing, yet it being an age wherein poetry and the professors of it hear so Ul 
on au udes, there will a reason be looked for in the subject. It is certain, 
DOT can it with any forehead be opposed, that the too much license oi 
poetasters in this tune, hath much deformed their mistress; that, every 
day, their manifold and manifest ignorance doth stick unnatural reproaches 
upon her; but for their petulancy, it were an act of the greatest injustice, 
either to let the learned suffer, or so divine a skill (which indeed should not 
be attempted with unclean hands) to fall under the least contempt. For, 
if men uml impartially, and not asquint, look toward the offices and 
function of a poet, they will easily condude to themselves the imposHbiliU 
of any man's being the good poet, without first being a good man. 
that u said to be able to mform young men to ail good disciplines. Inflame 
grown men to all great virtues, keep old men in their best and supreme 
state, or, as they decline to childhood, recover them to their first strength; 
that comes fmrth the interpreter and arbiter of nature, a teacher of thmgs 
divine no less than human, a master in mannas: and can alone, or with 
a few, effect the budness of mankind: this, I take him, is no subject for 
pride and ignnance to exercise thek railing rhetoric upon. But it will 
here be hastily answered, that the writers of these days are other things; 
that not only thdr manners, but thek natures, are inverted, and nothing 
remaining with them of the dignity of poet, but the abused name, which 
every aenbe usurps; that now espedaily in dramatic, or, as they term it. 
stage-poetry, nothing but ribali^, profanation, blasphemy, all license oi 
offence to God and man is practise I dare not deny a great part of this, 
and am ictiy I dare not, because in some men’s abortive fratures (and 
would they had never boasted the light) it is over-true; but that ail are 
miMiricad |a this bold sdventuie for hell, is a most uncharitable thought. 

uttered, a more malidoua slander. For my particular, I can, and 
from a most dear cmudenoe, affirm, that I have ever trembled to think 
toward the least profaneneas; have loathed the use of such foul and nn- 
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wadied bawdry, as ia now made the food of the scene: and, howsoever 
I cannot escape from some, the imputation of sharpness, but that they will 
say, I have taken a pride, or lust, to be bitter, and not my youngest infant 
but bath come into the world with all his teeth; 1 would ask of these 
supercilious poUtica, what nation, society, or general order or state, I 
have provoked? What public person? Whetho' I have not in all these 
preserved their dignity, as mine own person, safe? My works are read, 
allowed, (I speak of those that are intirely mine,) look into them, what 
broad reproora have I used ? where have I been particular? where personal? 
except to a mimic, cheater, bawd, or buffoon, creatures, for their insolencles, 
worthy to be taxed? yet to which of these so pointingly, as he might not 
either ingenuously have confest, or wisely dissembled his disease? But it 
is not rumour can make men guilty, much less entitle me to other men’s 
crimes. I know, that nothing can be so innocently writ or carried, but 
may be made obnoxious to construction; marry, whilst I bear mine 
innocence about me, I fear it not. Application is now grown a trade vdth 
many; wd there are that profess to have a key for the decyphering of 
every thing; but let wise and noble persons take heed how they be too 
credulous, or give leave to these invading interpreters to be over-familiar 
with their fames, who cunningly, and often, utter their own virulent malice, 
under other men’s simplest meanings. As for those that will (by faults 
which charity hath raked up, or common honesty concealed) make them¬ 
selves a name with the multitude, or, to draw their rude and beastly claps, 
care not whose living faces they intrench with their petulant styles, may 
they do it without a rival, for me! I choose rather to live graved in 
obscurity, than share with them in so preposterous a fame. Nw can I 
blame ^e wishes of those severe and wise patriots, who providing the hurts 
these licentious spirits may do in a state, desire rather to see fools and 
devils, and those antioue relics of barbarism retrieved, with all other 
ridiculous and exploded follies, than behold the wounds of private men, 
of princes and nations: for, as Horace makes Trebatius speak among these, 

“ Sibi quisque timet, quanquam est intactus, et odit." 

And men may justly impute such rages, if continued, to the writer, as his 
sports. The increase of which lust m liberty, together with the present 
trade of the stage, in all their miscelline interludes, what learned or liberal 
soul doth not already abhor? where nothing but the filth of the time is 
uttered, and with such impropriety of phrase, such plenty of soledsms, 
suidi dearth of sense, so bold prolepses, so racked metaphors, with brothelry, 
able to violate the ear of a pagan, and blasphemy, to turn the blood of a 
Christian to water. I cannot but be serious in a cause of this nature, 
wherein my fame, and the reputation of divers honest and learned are the 
question; when a name so full of authority, antiquity, and all great mark, 
is, through their insolence, become the lowest scorn of the age; and those 
men subject to the petulancy of every vemaculous orator, that were wont 
to be the care of kings and happiest monarchs. This it is that hath not 
only rapt me to present indignation, but made me studious heretofore, 
and by all my actions, to stand off firom them; which may most appear 
in this my latest work, which you, most learned Arbitresses, have seen, 
judged, and to my crown, approved; wherein I have laboured for th^ 
instruction and amendment, to reduce not only the ancient forms, but 
manners of the scene, the easiness, the propriety, the innocence, and last, 
the doctrine, which is the principal end of poesie, to inform men m the best 
reason of living. And though my catastrophe may, in the strict rigour of 
comic law, meet with censure, as turning back to my promise; I desire the 
learned and charitable critic, to have so much faith m me, to think it was 
done of Industry: for, with what ease I could have varied it nearer his 
scale (but that t fear to boast my own faculty) I could here insert. But 
my special aim being to put the snaffle in thw mouths, that cry out. We 
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never punish vice in our Interludes, etc., I took the more libertv; though 
not without some lines of example, drawn even in the ancients themselves, 
the goings out of whose comedies are not always joyful, but oft times the 
bawds, the servant^ the rivals, yea, and the masters are mulcted; and 
fitly, it being the office of a comic poet to imitate justice, and instruct to 
llf& as well as puritjr of language, or stir up gentle afiections; to which 
I shall take the occasion elsewhere to speak. 

For the present, most reverenced Sisters, as I have cared to be thankful 
for your affections past, and here made the understanding acquainted 
with some ground of your favours: let me not despair their continuance, 
to the maturing of some worthier fruits; wherein, if my muses be true to 
me, I shall raise the despised head of poetry again, and stripping her out 
of those rotten and base rags wherewith the times have adulterated her 
form, restore her to her primitive habit, feature, and majesty, and render 
her worthy to be embraced and kist of all the ^eat and master-spirits of 
our world. As for the vile and slothful, who never affected an act worthy 
of celebration, or are so inward with-their own vicious natures, as they 
worthily fear her, and think it an high point of policy to keep her in 
contempt, with their declamatory and windy invectives; she shall out of 
just rage incite her servants (who are genus irritabile) to spout ink in their 
faces, that shall eat farther than their marrow into their fames; and not 
Cinnamus the barber, with his art, shall be able to take out the brands; 
but they shall live, and be read, till the wretches cUe, as things worst 
deserving of themselves in chief, and then of all mankind. 

From my House in the Black-Friars, 
this iith day of February, 1607. 


DRAMATIS 

VoLFONE, a Magnifico. 

Mosca, his Parasite. 

VoLTORE, an Advocate. 

^RBACCio, an old Gentleman. 
CoRViNO, a Merchant. 

Bonario, son to Corbaccio. 

Sir Politick Would-bk, a Knight. 
Peregrine, a Gentleman Traveller. 
Nano, a Dwarf. 

Castrone, an Eunuch. 

Androcyno, an Hermaphrodite. 

SCENE,- 


PERSON.® 

Grece {or Mob) 

Commandadori, Officers of Justice, 
Mcrcatori, three Merchants. 
Avocatori, four Magistrates. 

Notario, the Register. 

Lady Would-be, Sir Politick'sWife. 
Celia, Corvino's Wife. 

Servitori, Servants, two Waiting- 
women, dc. 

-Venice 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

V olpone, chiltUesa, rich, feigns sick, despairs, 

O ffers his stale to hopes of several heirs, 

L ies languishing: his parasite receives 
P resents of aU, assures, deludes; then weaves 
O ther cross plots, which ope themselves, are told. 

N ew tricks for safety are sought; they thrive; when hold, 
E ach tempts the other again, and all are sold. 


PROLOGUE. 

Now, luck yet send us, and a litUe wit 
Will serve to make our play hit; 

(According to the palates of the. season) 

Here is rhime, not empty of reason. 

This we were bid to credit from our poet. 

Whose true scope, if you would know it. 

In all his poems still hath been this measure. 

To mix profit with your pleasure; 

And not as some, whose throats their envy failing. 

Cry hoarsely. All he writes is railing: 

And when his plays come forth, think they can flout them. 
With saying, he was a year about them. 

To this there needs no lie, but this his creature. 

Which was two months since no feature; 

And though he dares give them five lives to mend it, 

‘Tis kMwn, five weeks fully penrid it. 

From his own hand, without a co-adjular. 

Novice, journey-man, or tutor. 

Tet thus much I can give you as a token 
Of his play's worth, no eggs are broken. 

Nor quaking custards with fierce teeth affrighted. 
Wherewith your rout are so delighted; 

Nor hales he in a guU old ends reciting. 

To Hop gaps in his loose writing; 

WUh such a deal of monstrous and forced action. 

As might make BtMsm a faction: 

No made he his play for jests stolen from each table. 

But makes jests to fit his fable: 
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And ao preserUa quick comedy refined, 

Aa heat eritica have deaigned; 

The lawa of time, jdace, peraona he dbaerveth. 

From no needfid rule he awerveth. 

All gall and copperaafrom hia ink he draineth. 

Only a little aaU remaineth. 

Wherewith he'll rub your cheeka, till red, wi& laughter. 
They ahaU lookfreah a week after. 


ACT I 

SCENE I .—A Boom in Volpoots’s Houae. 

Enter Voijpoini and Mosoa. 

Y<dp. Qood morning to the day; and next, my gold I— 
Open the shrine, that 1 may see my saint. 

[Moaca urUhdrawa the curtain, and diacovera pilea of gold, 
plate, jewela, etc. 

HoU the world’s soul, and mine! more glad than is 
The teemii^; earth to see the long’d-for sun 
Peep through the ' oms of the celestial Bam, 

Ami, to view thy splendour darkening his; 

That lyiim here, amongst my other hoards, 

Shew'st like a flame by night, or like the day 
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled 
Unto the centre. O thou son of Sol, 

But brighter than Uiy father, let me kiss. 

With adoration, thee, and every reUok 
Of sacred treasure in this blessed room. 

Well did wiM poets, by thy glorious name^ 

Title that age which thOT would have the best; 

Thou being the best of things, and far transcending 
All style of joy, in children, parents, friends. 

Or any other waking dream on earth: 

Thy looks when the^ to Venus did ascribe, 

ThOT should have pven her twenty thousand Cupids; 

Such are thy beauties and our loves! Dearsaint^ 

Riches, the dumb god, that giv’st all men tongues. 

Thou canst do nought, and yet mak’st men do ^ things; 
l^e price of souls; even hell, with thee to boot. 

Is mue. worth heavetL Thou art virtneb fame^ 

Honour, and all things else. Who can get thee^ 
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He diall be noble Taliant, honeBt^ wiae~ 

Moa. And whafc be -will. air. ^ohee are in fortune 
A spreater good than wiadom ia in nature. 

Ko^. TSue, my beloved Moaoa. Yet I glory 
More in the cunning purchaae of n^ wealth. 

Than in the glad poaaeaaion, ainoe I gain 
No common way; I uae no trade, no venture; 

I wound no earth with plough-abaxea, fat no beaata. 

To feed the ahamblea; have no milla for iron. 

Oil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder: 

I blow no Bubtle glaas, expoae no ahipa 
To threat’nin^ of the furrow-faced aea; 

I turn no moniea in the public bank. 

Nor usure private. 

Moa. No, air, nor devour 

Soft prodigala. You ahall have aome will awallow 
A melting heir aa glibly as your Dutch 
Will pilla of butter, and ne’er purge for it; 

Tear lorth the fathers of poor famUiea 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive 
In some hind clasping prison, where their bones 
May be forth-coming, when ^e flesh ia rotten: 

But your sweet nature doth abhor these couraes; 

You lothe the widow’s or the orphan’s tears 
Should wash your pavements, or thw piteous cries 
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance. 

Foip. Ri^t, Mosca; I do lothe it. 

Moa. And b^des, sir. 

You are not like the thrreher that doth stand 
With a huge flail, watching a heap of corn. 

And, hungry, dara not taste the smallest grain. 

But feeds on mallows, and such bitter herM; 

Nor like the merchant udio hath fill’d his vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian wines. 

Yet drinks the lees of Lombard’s vinegar: 

You will lie not in straw, whilst motiis and worms 
Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds; 

You know the use of riches, and dare give now 
From that bright heap, to me, your poor observer. 

Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite. 

Your eunuch, or what otiier household trifle 
Your pleasure aUows maintenance— 

Fo^. Hold tihe^ Mosca, \Oioea him money. 

Take of my hand; tiion strik’st on truth in all. 

And they are eavtona term thee parasite. 

Gall forui my dwarf, my eunuch, and my fool. 

And let them make me sport. [ExUMoa.1 \^^t should I do, 
But cockn up my genius, and live free 
To aU delights my fortune mdla me tot 
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it have no trife, no parent, child, ally. 

To give my enbatanoe to; but whom I make 
Must be my h^: and thk makes men obaorve me: 

This draws new clients daily to my hoose. 

Women and men of every sex and age, 

llxat bring me presents, send me plate, coin, jewels. 

With hope that when 1 die (which they expect 
Each wnaSy minute) it shall then return 
Ten-fold upon them; whilst some, covetous 
Above the rest, seek to engross me whole. 

And counter-work the one unto the other. 

Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love: 

. All which 1 sufier, playing with their hopes. 

And am content to coin mem into profit 
And look upon their kindness, and take more. 

And look on that; still bearing them in hand, 

Letting the cherry knock against their lips. 

And draw it by their mouths, and back again.— 

How nowl 

Re-enter Mosoa with Naso, Anobootno, and Oastbonb. 

Nan. Now, room for fresh gamesters, who do will you to know. 
They do bring you neither play nor university show; 

And therefore do entreat you, that whatsoever they rehearse. 

May not fare a whU the worse, for the false pace of the verse. 
IfuM wonder at this, you wUl wonder more ere we pass. 

For know, here is inclosed the soul of Pythagoras, . 

That juggler divine, as hereafter shall foll^; 

Whi^ soul, fast and loose, sir, came first from ApdOo, 

And was bream d into Mthalides, Merowrius his son. 

Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was done. 

From thence it fled forth, and made quick transmigration 
To gctdly-lockd Euphorbus, who uxu killed in good fashion, 
Atthe siege of did Troy, by the cuckold of Sparta. 

Hermatimus teas neat (/ find Hinm^ rharta) 

To whom it did pass, where no sooner it was missing 
But with one Pyrrhus of Ddos leam’d to go a fishing; 

And thence did it enter the sophist of Oreece. 

From Pythagore, she went into a beautiful piece, 

SiM Aspasia, the meretrix; and the next toss of her 




Onies the cyniek, as it sdf dMi rdate it: 

Sinee kings, knights, and beggars, knaves, lards, and foals gat it. 
Besides ox and ass, camel, mute, goat, and brock. 

In an which it hath spoke, as in the cobier^s cock. 

But looms not here to discourse of that matter. 

Or his one, two, or three, or his great oath. By QUATvat 
His musics, his Mgon, his gdlden thigh. 

Or his telling how elements shift, but I 
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Would ask, how of lots fhou kMl suffered trauOation, 

And Mfted thy coat in these days of reformation. 

Anrf. Like one of the reformed, afoot, as you see. 

Counting dll M doctrine heresie. 

Nan. But not on thine own forbid meats hast thou ventured f 
And. On fish, when first a Carthusian I enter'd. 

Nan. Why, then thy dogmatical silence hath left thee f 
And. Of that an abstre/perous lawyer bereft me. 

Nan. O wonderful change, when sir lawyer forsook thee / 

For Pythagore'a sake, what body then took thee f 
And. A good dvU mule. Nan. And how I by that means 
Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of beans t 
And. Yes. Nan. But from the mule into whom didst thou pass f . 

And. Into a very strange beast, by some writers ealVd an ass; 

By others, a precise, pure, illuminate brother. 

Of those devour flesh, and sometimes one another; 

And will drop you forth a libel, or a sanctified Ue, 

Betwixt every spoonful of a nativity-pie. 

Nan. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that profane nation. 

And gently report thy neat transmigration. 

And. To the same that I am. Nan. A creature of delight. 

And, what is more than a foal, an hermaphrodite / 

Now, prithee, sweet soul, in all thy variation. 

Which body would si thou choose, to keep up thy station f 
An^ TrotA, this I am in; even here would I tarry. 

Nan. 'Cause here the ddight of each sex thou canst vary f 
An^ Alas, those pleasures be stale and forsaken; 

No, 'tie your fool wherewith I am so taken. 

The only one creature that I can eaU blessed; 

Far cM other forms I have proved most distressed. 

Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras still. 

This learned opinion we celebrate will, 

Fdhw eunuch, as behoves us, with all our wit and art. 

To dign^y that whereof ourselves are so great and special a part. 
Volp. iww, very, very pretty! Moaca, this 
Was thy invention t 

Mos. If it please my patron. 

Not else. 

Volp. It doth, good Mosoa. 

Has. Then it was, sir. 

Nako and Castbone sing. 

Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men’s envy or admiration: 

IVee £rom care or sonow-taJdng, 

Selves and othmn mercy mahing: 

All they speak or do is sterling. 

Your fool ne is your great man’s darling. 

And your ladier sport and pleasure; 
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Tougae and bauble are his treasure. 

E’en his face begetteth laughter. 

And he speaks truth free from slaughter; 

He’s tke grace of evety f^t. 

And sometimes the ohiefest guest; 

Hath his trencher and his stool. 

When wit waits upon the fool. 

O, who would not be 

He, he, he? [Knoclnng without^ 

Volp. Who’s thatf Away! lExeutU Nano and Castrone.l 
Look, Mosoa. Fool, begone I lExU Androgf/no. 

Moa. ’Tie signior Voltore, the advocate; 

I know him by his knock. 

Volp. Fetcn me my gown. 

My furs and night-caps; say, my couch is changing. 

And let him entertain himself awhile 

Without i’ the gallery. {Exit Mosca.] Now, now, my clients 
Begin their visitation I Vulture, kite. 

Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey, 

'Diat t.tiink me turning carcase, now they come; 

I am not for them yet— 

Re-enter Mosoa, with the gown, etc. 

How now I the newsT 
Moa. A piece of plate, sir. 

Volp. Ofwhatb^essT 
Moa. Huge, 

Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed. 

And arms enmven. 

Volp. Good I and not a fox 
Stretch’d on the earth, with fine delusive sleights. 

Mocking a gaping crow? ha, Moscal 
Moa. Sharp, sir. 

Volp. Give me my furs. {Pvta on hia aids dreaa.] Why dost 
thou laugh BO, man? 

Moa. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend 
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks: 

Ihat this m^t be the last gift he should give; 

That this would fetch you; if you died to-day. 

And gave bim all, what he should be to-morrow; 

What larn return would come of all his ventures;. 

How he would worship’d be, and reverenced; 

Ridb with his furs, and foot-cloths; waited on 
By herds of fools, and clients; have clear way 
Iwie for his mule, as letter’d as himself; 

Be call’d the great and learned advocate: 

And then concludes, there's nought impossible. 

Vdp. Yea, to be learned, Mosoa. 
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Moa. O, no: rich 

Implies itb Hood an ass mth reverend purple^ 

So you can hide hie two sonbitiouB ears. 

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor. 

Foip. My caps, my cajps, good Mosca. Fetch him in. 

Moa. Stay, your ointment for your eyes. 

Vcifp. That’s true; 

Dispatch, dispatch: I long to have possession 
Of my new present. 

Moa. That, and thousands more, 

I hope to see you lord of. 

Foip. Thanks, kind Mosca. 

Moa. And that, when I am lost in blended dust. 

And hundred such as I am, in succession— 

Volp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca. 

Moa. You shall live. 

Still, to delude these harpies. 

VoLp. Loving Mosca! 

’Tis well: my pillow now, and lot him enter. \_ExU Moaea. 
Now, my feign’d cough, my phthisic, and my gout. 

My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrhs. 

Help, uuth your forced functions, this my i^ture. 

Wherein, tins three year, I have milk’d their hopes. 

He comes; I hear him—Uh 1 [cow^Wrij/.] uhl uhl uhl O— 

Jte-enUr Mosoa, introdwing Voltobb, with a piece of Plate. 

Moa. You still are what you were, sir. Only you. 

Of all the rest, are he commands his love. 

And you do wisely to preserve it thus. 

With early visitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know. 

Cannot but come most (prateful. Patron I sir! 

Here’s signior Voltore is come— 

Volp. Ifaintlif.} What say you? 

Moa. Sir, signior Voltore is come this morning 
To visit you. 

Volp. I thank him. 

Moa. And hath brought 
A piece of antique plate, bought of St. Mark, 

With which he here presents yon. 

Volp. He is welcome. 

Pray turn to come more often. 

Moa. Yes. 

VoU. What sa^ he? 

Moa. He thanks you, and desires you see him often. 

Volp. Mosca. 

Moa. My pa^nt 

Folp. Iking him near, where is he? 

I long to feel ms hand. 
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Mo$. The plate is here, sir. 

FoB. How &re you, edr? 

Folp. I thank yon, signiar Yoltore; 

Where is the plate? mine nyes are bad. 

FoB. it into hia nands.^ Fm sony. 

To see yon still thus weak. 

Moa. That he’s not weaker. [Aaide. 

Folp. Yon are too mnnifloent. 

FoB. No, sir; would to heaven, 

I could as weU give health to you, as that platel 

Folp. You give, sir, what you can: I thank you. Your love 
Hath taste in this, and shall not be unanswer’di 
I pray you see me often. 

FoB. Yes, I shall, sir. 

Fo^. Be not for from me. 

Ifos. Do you observe that, sir? 

Folp. Hearken unto me still; it will oonoem you. 
lfo«. Yon are a happy man, sir; know your good. 

Fo^. I cannot now last long— 

Moa. You ore his heir, dr. 

FoB. Am IT 

Fdp. I feel me going; Uhl uhl nh! uhl 

Fm sailing to n^ ^I 

And I am glad I am so near my haven. 

Jfo«. Alas, kind gentleman I Well, we must all go— 

FoB. But, Mosca— 

Moa. Age will conquer. 

FoB. ’Pray thee, hw me: 

Atn I inscribed his heir for certain? 

Jfos. Are you! 

1 do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe 
To write me in your family. All my hopes 
Depend upon your worship: I am lost. 

Except the rising sun do shine on me. 

FoB. It shall both shine, and warm thee, Mosca. 

Moa. Sir, 

I am a man, that hath not done your love 
AU the worst offices: here I wear your keys. 

See all your coffers and your caskets lock’d. 

Keep the poor inventory of your jewels. 

Your plate and monies; am your steward, sir. 

Husband your goods here. 

FoB. But am I sole heir? 

Moa. Without a partner, ur; confirm’d this morning: 

The wax is warm y^ and the ink scarce dry 
Upon the parchment. 

FoB. Happy, happy, mel 
^ whatgood chance, sweet Mosca? 

Moa. xaax desert, sir; 
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I know no noond oniue. 

VoU. Thy mocUoty 

la not to ki^w it; well, we diall re<^iiite it. 

Mos. He erer Uked your oourae, that first took him. 

I oft have heard him say. how he adndred 
Men of your large profession, that could speak 
To every cause, and things mere contraries, 

TUI they were hoarse again, yet all be law; 

That, with most quick agility, could turn. 

And [re-] return; [could] make knots, and undo them; 

Give forked counsel; take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up: these men. 

He knew, would thrive with their humUity. 

And, for his part, he thought ho should be blest 
To have his heir of such a suffering spirit. 

So wise, BO grave, of so perplex’d a tongue. 

And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce 
Lie still, without a fee; when every word 

Your worship but lets fall, is a chequin 1— [Knocking vnOiovt. 
Who’s that? one knocks; 1 would not have you seen, sir. 

And yet—^pretend you came, and went in haste: 

I’ll fashion an excuse' —a nd, gentle sir. 

When you do come to swim in golden lard. 

Up to the arms in hon^, that your chin 
Is borne up stiff, with fatness of the flood. 

Think on your vassal; but remember me: 

I have not been your worst of clients. 

VaU. Mosca!— 

Moa. When will you have your inventory brought, 

Or see a copy of the willT—Anon!— 

I’ll bring them to yon, sir. Away, be gone, 

E’nt business in your face. [Exit VoUore, 

Volp. [apringiTig up.] Excellent Mosca 1 
Come hither, let me kim thee. 

Moa. Keep you still, sir. 

Here is Corbacoio. 

Volp. Set the plate away: 

The vulture’s gone, and the old raven’s come! 

Moa. Betake you to your silence, and your deep. 

Stand there and multi^My. [Putting the plate to the reat.] Now, 
shall we see 

A wretch who is indeed more impotent 
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his grave— 

Enter CaBBAOmo. 

Signior Corbacciol 
You’re very welcome, sir. 

Cork. How does your patoont 
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Mob. Trotii, as he did, sir; no amends. 

(7or6. What! mends heT 
Mob. No, sir: he’s rather worse. 

Oorh. That’s wdl. Where is he 7 

Mob. Upon his oouoh, sir, newly fall’n asleep. 

Ooih. Does he sleep well? 

Mob. No wink, sir, all this night. 

Nor yesterday; but slumbers. 

Coro. Qooa! he should take 
Some counsel of physioians: I have brought him 
An opiate here, ^m mine own doctor. 

Mob. He will not hear of drugs. 

Corh. Why? I myself 

Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients: 

And know, it cannot but most gently work: 

My life for his, ’tis bat to make him sleep. 

Fo2p. Ay, his last sleep, if he would take it. [Aoide. 

Mob. Sir, 

He has no faith in physic. 

Corb. Say you, say you? 

Mob. He has no faiw in physio: he does think 
Most of your doctors are the greater danger. 

And worse disease, to escape. 1 often have 
Heard him protest that your physician 
Should never be his heir. 

Corh. Not 1 his heir? 

Mob. Not your physician, sir. 

Corh. O, no, no, no, 

I do not mean it. 

Mob. No, sir, nor their fees 
He cannot brook: he says, th^ flay a man. 

Before they kill him. 

Corh. Bight, I do conceive you. 

Mob. And then they do it by experiment; 

For which the law not only doth absolve them. 

But pivee them great rewc^: and he is loth 
To bm his death, so. 

Corb. It is true, they kill 
^th as much license as a judge. 

Mob. Nay, more; 

For he butyls, sir, where the law condemns. 

And these can 1^ him too. 

Corb. Ay, or me; 

Or any man. How does his apoplez 7 
Is that strong on him still 7 
Mob. Most violent. 

His speech is broken, and his eyes are set, 

His mce drawn longer than ’twas wont— 

Obrb. Howl howl 
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Stronger than he was wont? 

Bioa. No, air: hia face 
Drawn longer than ’twaa wont. 

Cotb. O, good I 
Moa. His mouth 

la ever gaping, and hia eyelida hang. 

Carb. Good. 

Moa. A freezing nuQibncss stiffens all his joints. 
And makes the colour of his flesh like lead. 

Corb.^ ’Tis good. 

Jfos.’ His pulse beats slow, and dull. 

Corb. Good ^mptoms still. 

Moa. And from his brain— 

Corb. I conceive you; good. 

Bloa. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum. 
Forth the resolved comers of hia eyes. 

Corb. Is’t possible ? Yet I am better, ha! 

How does he, with the swimming of his head T 
Moa. O, sir, ’tis past the scotomy; he now 
Hath lost his feeling, and hath left to snort: 

You hardly can perceive him, that he breathes. 

Corb. Excellent, excellent I sure I shall outlast him: 
This makes me young again, a score of years. 

Moa. I was a coming for you, sir. 

Corb. Has he made his wm T 
What has he pven me ? 

Moa. No, sir. 

Corb. Nothing! haT 

Moa. He has not mode his will, or. 

Corb. Oh, oh, oh! 

What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here? 

Moa. He smelt a carcase, sir, when he but heard 
My master was about his testament; 

As I did urge him to it for your good— 

Corb. He came unto him, did he T I thought so. 
Moa. Yes, and presented him this piece of plate. 
Corb. To be his heir? 

Moa. I do not know, sir. 

Corh. True: 

I know it too. 

Moa. By your ovm scale, sir. 

Cotb. Well, 

1 shall prevent him, yet. See, Mosoa, look. 

Here, I have brought a bag of bright ohequines. 

Will quite we^h down his plate. 

Jfos. {taking ike bag.l Yea, marry, sir. 

Hus is tme physic, your sacred medicine; 

No talk of opiates, to this great elixir! 

Cotb. ’Tis aurum palpalnle. if not potabile. 


{Aaide. 
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Moa. It diall be ministn'd to him, in his bowL 
Ooth. Ay, do, do, do. 

Moa. Most bless^ oordM! 

This will recover him. 

Coih. Yes, do, do, do. 

Moa. 1 think it were not best, sir. 

(7or6. What? 

Moa. To recover him. 

Corh. O, no, no, no; by no means. 

Moa. 'Sfjh.y, sir, this 

Will work some strange effect, if ho but feel it. 

Corh. ’Tis true, therefore forbear; I’ll take my venture: 
Give me it again. 

Moa. At no hand; pardon me: 

You shall not do yourself that wrong, sir. I 
Will BO advise you, you shall have it all. 

Corh. How? 

Moa. All, sir; ’tis your right, your own: no man 
Can claim a part: ’tis yours, without a rival. 

Decreed by destiny. 

Corh. How, how, good Mosca? 

Moa. I’ll tell you, sir. This fit he shall recover. 

Corh. I do conceive you. 

Moa. And, on first advantage 
Of his gain’d sense, will I re-importune him 
Unto l£e making of his testament: 

And shew him this. [Poittti'ng to the money. 

Corh. Good, good. 

Moa. ’Tis better yet, 

If you will hear, sir. 

Corh. Yes, with all my heart. 

Moa. Now, would I counsel you, make home with speed; 
There, frame a will; whereto you ^all inscribe 
My master your sole heir. 

Corh. And disinherit 
My BonI 

Moa. O, sir, the better: for that colour 
Shall make it much more taking. 

Corh. O, but colour? 

Moa. T^ will, sir, you shall send it unto mo. 

Now, when I come to inforce, as I will do. 

Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers. 

Your more than many gifts, your this day’s present. 

And last, produce your will; where,* without thought^ 

Or least regard, unto your proper issae, 

A son so brave^ and l^hly meriting. 

The stream of your divert^ love hath throwp yon 
Upon my master, and made Mm your heir: 

He cannot be so stupid, or stone-aead. 
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But oat of oonsoimioe, and mere gratitude— 

Coth, He must pronooBoe me his? 

Moa. ’Tie tree. 

Carh. This plot 
Did 1 think on before. 

Moa. I do betieve it. 

Corh. Do you not believe itt 
Moa. Yes, sir. 

Cofb. Mine ovm proieot. 

Moa. Which, when he hath done, air— 

C7or&. Pnbliah’d me his heirt 
Moa. And you so certain to survive him— 

Corh. Ay. 

Moa. Being so lusty a man— 

Corh. *1^ true. 

Moa. Yes, sir— 

Corb. I thought on that too. See, how he should be 
The very oigan to express my thoughtal 

Moa. You have not only done yourself a good— 

Corb. But multiplied it on my son. 

Moa. ’Tis rights sir. 

Corb. Still, my invention. 

Moa. 'Las, sir I heaven knows. 

It hath been all my study, all my care, 

(I e’en grow gray withal,) how to work things— 

Corb. I do conceive, sweet Mosoa, 

Jfo«. You are he. 

For whom 1 labour here. 

Corb. Ay, do, do, do: 

I’ll straight about it. \Qoing. 

Moa. Book go with you, raven I 
Corb. I know thee honest. 

Moa. You do lie^ sirl [Aaide. 

Corb. And— 

Moa. Your knowledge is no better than your eus, sir. 

Corb. I do not doubt, to be a father to thee. 

Moa. Nor I to gpill my brother of his bleceing. 

Corb. I may have my youth restored to me, why not? 

Moa. Your worship is a precious ass! 

Corb. What say’st thou T 

Moa. I do desire your worship to make haste, sir. 

Corb. ’Tis done, ’tis done; 1 go. {ExU. 

Volp. \Ua/ping from hia eouch^ O, I shall burstl 
Let out my sid^ let out my sides— 

Moa. Contain 

Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this hope 
Is such a bait, it coven any hook. 

Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing itl 
I cannot hold; good rascal, let me thee: 
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I never knew thee in ao rare a humour. 

Moa. Alas, sir, I but do aa I am taught; 

Follow your grave instructions; give them words; 

Pour oil into their ears, and send them henou 

Folp. ’Tis true, ’tis true. What a rare punishment 
Is avarice to itself I 

Moa. Ay, with our help, sir. 

Folp. & many cares, so many maladies. 

So many fears attending on old age. 

Yea, death so often calFd on, as no wish 

Can be more frequent with them, their limbs faint. 

Their senses dull, their seeing, hearing, going. 

All dead before ^em; yea, their very teeth, 

Th^ instruments of eating, failing them: 

Yet this is reckon’d lifel nay, here was one. 

Is now gone home, that wishes to live longer I 
Feels not his gout, nor palsy; feigns himself 
Younger by scores of years, flatters his age 
With confident belying it, hopes he may. 

With charms, like ^on, have his youth restored: 

And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate 
Would be as easily cheated on, as he. 

And all turns airl {Knocking within,'] Who’s that there, now? 
a third! 

Moa. Close, to your couch again; I hear his voice: 

It is Corvino, our spruce merchant. 

Folp. [lies down aa before.'] Dead. 

JIfos. Another bout, sir, with your eyes. {Anointing them.] 
—^Who’s there? 

Enter Cobvino. 

Signior Corvino! come most wish’d for 1 O, 

How hap^ were you, if you knew it, now! 

Corv. Wlxy? wmt? wherein T 
Moa. The tardy hour is come, sir. 

Corv. He is not dead? 

Moa. Not dead, sir, but as good; 

He knows no man. 

Corv, How shall 1 do then ? 

Moa. Why, sir? 

Corv. I have brought him here a pearL 
Moa. Perhaps he has 

So much remembrance left, as to know you, nr: 

He still calls on you; nothing but your name 
Is in his mouth. Is your peul orient, sir ? 

Corv. Venice wss never owner of the like. 

Folp. {faintly.] Signior Corvino 1 
Moa. Baric. 

Fo^. Signior Corvino I 
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Moa. He calls yoa; step and giro it him.—He’s heteb air* 

And he has brought you a rich pearl. 

Corv. How do you. dr? 

Tell him, it doubles ^e twelfth oaraot. 

Moa. Sir, 

He cannot understand, his hearing’s gone; 

And yet it comforts him to see you— 

Corv. Say, 

1 have a diamond for him, too. 

Moa. Best shew it, sir; 

Put it into his hand; ’tis only there 
He apprehends: he has his feeling, yet. 

See how he grasps itl 

Corv. ’Las, good gentleman I 
How pitiful the sight isl 
Moa. Tut I forget, sir. 

The weeping of an heir should still be laughter 
Under a visor. 

Corv. Why, am I his heirT 
Moa. Sir, 1 am sworn, I may not shew the will 
HU he be dead; but here has been Corbaccio, 

Here has been Voltore, here were others too, 

I cannot number ’em, they were so many; 

All gaping here for legacies: but I, 

Tahmg the vantage of his naming you, 

Signior Corvino, Signior Corvifto, took 
Paper, and pen, and ink, and there I asked him. 

Whom ho would have his heir? Corvino. Who 
Should be executor? Corvino. And, 

To any question he was silent to, 

I stiU interpreted the nods he m^e. 

Through weakness, for consent: and sent home th’ others. 

Nothing bequeath’d them, but to cry and cursa 
Corv. O, my dear Moscal {They embrace.'] Does he not perceive 
us? 

Jfo«. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man. 

No face of friend, nor name of any servant, 

Who ’twas that fed him last, or gave him ^nk: 

Not those he hath begotten, or brought up, 

Gan he remember. 

Corv. Has he children? 

Moa. Bastards, 

Some dozen, or more, that he begot on beggars, 

Gypsies, uid Jews, and black-moors, when he was drunk. 

Knew yon not that, sirf ’tis the common fabla 
Hie dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are aU his; 

He^s the t^ father of his family. 

In all, save me:—^but he has given thmn nothing. 

Corv. That’s wdl, that’s weUl Art sure he does 


not hear ns? 
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Mob. Sore, sir I why, look you, credit your own e»nBe. 

\ShoutB tn FoI.’« ear. 

The pox approach, and add to your diseases. 

If it would send you hence the sooner, sir. 

For your incontinence, it hath deserv’d it 
Thoroughly, and thoroughly, and the plague to boot!— 

You may come near, sir.—Would you would once close 
Those filthy ^es of yours, that flow with sUme, 

Like two frog-pita; and those same hanging cheeks. 

Cover’d with mde instead of skin—^Nay, help, sir— 

That look like frozen dish-clouts set on end 1 

Coro, [o/oud.] Or like an old smoked wall, on which the rain 
Ban down in streaks! 

Mob. Excellent, sir! speak out: 

You may be louder yet; a culverin 
Discharged in his ear would hardly bore it. 

Corv. His nose is like a common sewer, still running. 

Mob. ’Tis good! And what his mouthT 
Corv. A very draught. 

Mob. O, stop it up— 

Corv. By no means. 

Mob. 'I^ay you, let me: 

Fhith I could stifle him rarely with a pillow. 

As well as any woman that should keep him. 

Corv. Do os you will; but I’ll begone. 

Jlfos. ]^so: 

It is your presence makes him last so long. 

Corv. I pray you, use no violence. 

Mob. No, sir! why? 

should you be thus scrupulous, pray you, sirT 
Corv. Nay, at your discretion. 

Mob. Well, goM sir, b^one. 

Corv. I will not trouble him now, to take my pearl. 

Jlfos. Puh I nor your diamond. What a needless caro 
Is this aflSiots yout Is not all here yours t 
Am not I here, whom you have made your creature? 

That owe my being to you T 
Corv. Grateful Mosoa! 

Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion. 

My partner, and shalt share in all my fortunes. 

Jl^. Excepting one. 

Corv. What’s t£at? 

Jlfos. Your gallant wife, sir,— lExit Corv. 

Now is he gone: we had no other means 
^ shoot him hence, but this. 

Folp. My divine Mosca! 

Thou hast to-day outgone thyself. IKnoeking loitkia.]—^Who's there ? 
I will be trouble wiu no more. Prepare 
Me musio, dances, banquets, all delights; 
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The Turk is not mote sensual in his pieasurest 
Than will Volpone. [Exit ilfoa.] Let me see; a pearl! 

A diamond! plate! ohequines! Good morning’s purohase. 
Why. this is better than rob churches, yet; 

Or fat. by eating, onoe a month, a man— 

Be-enter Mosoa. 

Who is’t? 

Moa. The beauteous lady Would-be, sir. 

Wife to the English knight, sir Politick Would-be, 

(This is the style, sir, is directed mo,) 

Hath sent to know how you have slept to-night, 

And if you would be visited f 
Volp. Not now: 

Some three hours hence— 

Moa. 1 told the squire so much. 

Folp. When I am high with mirth and wine; then, then: 
’Fore heaven, I wonder at the desperate valour 
Of the bold English, that they dare let loose 
Their wives to all encounters! 

Moa. Sir, this knight 

Had not his name for nothing, ho is politick. 

And knows, howe’er his wife affect strange airs. 

She hath not yet the face to be dishonest; 

But had she signior Corvino’s wife’s face— 

Volp. Has she so rare a face? 

Moa. O, sir, the wonder. 

The blazing sW of Italy! a wench 
Of the first yearl a beauty ripe as harvest! 

Whose skin is whiter than a swan all over, 

'Than silver, snow, or lilies! a soft lip. 

Would tempt you to eternity of kissing! 

And flesh that melteth in the touch to blood! 

Bright as your gold, and lovely as your gold! 

V(Ap. 'V^y had not 1 known this before 7 
Moa. Alas, sir. 

Myself but yesterday discover’d it. 

Volp. How might I see her T 
Moa. O, not possible; 

She’s kept as warily as is your gold; 

Never does come abroad, never takes air. 

But at a window. All her looks are sweet. 

As rile first grapes or cherries, and are watch’d 
As near m they are. 

Volp. 1 mast see her. 

Moa. Sir, 

There is a guard of spies ten thick u^n her. 

All his whole household; each of which is set 
Upon his fellow, and have all their charge^ 
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When he goes oat, when he comes in, examined. . 

Volp. I will go see her, though but at her window. 

Moa. In some disguise, then. 

Folp. That is true; I must 

Maintain mine own shape still the same: we’ll think. \Exeu,nt, 


ACT II 

SCENE I.— St. Mask’s Piace; a rOired comer before 
CoEviNo’s House. 

Enter Sir Poutiok WoTn:j>-BB, and Pbbegbinb. 

Sir P. Sir, to a wise man, all the world’s his soil: 

It is not Italy, nor France, nor Europe, 

That must bound me, if my fates call me forth. 

Yet, I protest, it is no salt desire 
Of seeing countries, shifting a religion. 

Nor any disaffectioa to tiie state 

Where 1 was bred, and unto which I owe 

My dearest plots, hath brought me out; much less. 

That idl^ antique, stale, gray-headed project 
Of knowing men’s minds and manners, with Ulysses! 

But a peculiar humour of my wife’s 
Laid for this height of Venice, to observe, 

To quote, to learn the lanmage, and so forth— 

I hope you travel, sir, wim license? 

Per. Yes. 

Sir P. I dare the safelier converse—How long, sir. 

Since you left England? 

Per. Seven weeks. 

Sir P. So lately! 

You have not been with my lord ambassador? 

Per. Not yet, mr. 

Sir P. Pray you, what news, sir, vents our climate? 

1 heard last night a most strange ^ng reported 
By some of my lord’s followers, and I long 
To hear how ’twUl be seconded. 

. Per. What was’t, sir? 

V Sir P. Many, of a raven that should build 
a ship royal of t^ king’s. 

Per. This fellow. 

Does he gull me, trow? or is gull’d? [Aaide.'\ Your name, nr. 
Sir P. Mv name is PoUtiok Would-be. 

Per. O, ^t speaks him.—[iletde.] . 

Ak]^ht,8ir? 

Sir P. A poor knight, sir. 

Per. Your lady 

lies here in Venice, for intelligenoe 
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Of tins, and faahinna, sod behaviour. 

Among the ooortezansT the fine lady Would-be T 
Sir P. Yea, air; the apider and the bee, ofttimea. 

Suck from one flower. 

Per. Qood air Politick, 

1 cry you memy; I have heard much of you: 

’Tia trae, air, of your raven. 

Sir P. On your knowledge? 

Per. Yea, and your lion’a whelping in the Tower. 

Sir P. Another whelp I 
Per. Another, sir. 

Sir P. Now heaven! 

What prodigies be these? The fires at Berwick 1 
And the new star! these things concurring, strange. 

And full of omen! Saw you those meteors? 

Per. I did, sir. 

Sir P. Fearful I Pray you, sir, confirm me, 

Were there three porpoises seen above the bridge. 

As they give out ? 

Per. Six, and a sturgeon, sir. 

Sir P. I am astonish’d. 

Per. Nay, sir, be not so; 

I’ll tell you a greater prodigy than these. 

Sir P. What should these things portend ? 

Per. The very day 

(Let me be sure) that I put forth from London, 

There waa a whale discover’d in the river. 

As high as Woolwich, that had waited there. 

Few know how many months, for the subvetmon 
Of the Stode fleet. 

Sir P. Is’t possible? believe it, 

’Twas either sent from Spain, or the archdukes: 

Sp inola’s whale, upon my life, my credit 1 
WUl they not leave these projects ? Worthy sir,' 

Some other news. 

Per. Faith, Stone the fool is dead. 

And they do lack a tavwn fool extremely. 

Sir P. Is Mass Stone dead? 

Per. He’s dead, sir; why,T hope 
You thought him not immortal ?-—O, this knight. 

Were he well known, would be a precious thing 
To fit our English stage; he that should write 
But such a fellow, should be thought to feign 
Extremely, if not maJicionsly. [Aside. 

Sir P. Stone dead I 

Per. Dead. —^Lordl how deeply, Mr, yon apprehend it? 

He was no kinsman to you? 

Sir P. That I know ol 
WeU! that sune fellow was an unknown foM. 
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Per. And yet you knew him, it seems T 
Sir P. I did so. Sir, 

I knew him one of the most dangerous heads 
Living within the state, and so I held him. 

Per. Indeed, sir? 

Sir P. While he lived, in action. 

He has received weekly intelligence. 

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries, 

For all parts of the world, in cabbages; 

And those dispensed again to ambassadors. 

In oranges, musk-melons, apricocks. 

Lemons, pome-citrons, and such-like; sometimes 
In Colchester oysters, and your Selsey cockles. 

Per. You make me wonder. 

Sir P. Sir, upon my knowledge. 

Nay, I’ve observed him, at your public ordinary. 
Take his advertisement from a traveller, 

A conceal’d statesman, in a trencher of meat; 

And instantly, before the meal was done. 

Convey an answer in a tooth-pick. 

Per. Strange! 

How could this be, sir? 

Sir P. Why, the meat was cut 
So like his character, and so laid, as he 
Must easily read the cipher. 

Per. I have heard. 

He could not read, sir. 

Sir P. So ’twaa given out. 

In policy, by those that did employ him: 

But he could read, and had your languages. 

And to’t, as sound a noddle— 

Per. I have heartl, sir. 

That your baboons were spies, and that they were 
A kind of subtle nation near to China. 

Sir P. Ay, ay, your Mamaluohi. Faith, they had 
Their hand in a xSrench plot or two; but they 
Were so. extremely given to women, as 
They mode discovery of all: yet I 
Had my advices here, on Wednesday last. 

From one of their own coat, th^ were return’d. 
Made their relations, as the fashion is. 

And now stand fair for fresh employment. 

Per. ’Heartl 

This sir Pol will be ignorant of nothing. 

It seems, sir, you know alL 
Sir P. Not all, sir, but 
I have some general notions. I do love 
To note and to observe: though I live out. 

Free from tiie active torrent, yet I’d mark 


[Aside. 
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The ourrenta and'tiie passages of things. 

For mine own private use; and know the ebbs 
And Sows of state. 

Per. Believe it, sir, I hold 
Myself in no small tie unto my fortunes. 

For casting me thus luckily upon you. 

Whose knowledge, if your bounty equal it. 

May do me great assistance, in instruction 
For my behaviour, and my bearing, which 
Is yet so rude and raw. 

Sir P. Why, came you forth 
Empty of rules for travel T 
Per. Faith, I had 

Some common ones, from out that vulgar grammar. 
Which he that cried Italian to me, taught me. 

Sir P. Why this it is that spoils all our brave bloods. 
Trusting our hopeful gentry unto pedants. 

Fellows of outside, and mere bark. You seem 
To be a gentleman, of ingenuous race:— 

I not profess it, but my fate hath been 
To be, where I have been consulted with. 

In this high kind, touching some great men’s sons. 

Persons of blood and honour.— 

Enter Mosoa and Nako disguised, foUovoed by •persons wUh 
materials for erecting a Stage. 

Per. Who be these, sir? 

Mos. Under that window, there *t must be. The same. 
Sir P. Fellows, to mount a bank. Did your instructor 
In the dear tongues, never discourse to you 
Of the Italian mountebanks? 

Per. Yes, sir. 

Sir P. Why, 

Here you shall see one. 

Per. Th^ are quacksalvers; 

FeJlows, t^t live by venting oils and drugs. 

Sir P. Was that the character he gave you of them ? 
Per. Am I remember. 

Sir P. Pity his ignorance. 

They are the only knowing men of Europe! 

Great general scholars, excellent physicians. 

Most admired statesmen, protest favourites. 

And cabinet counsellors to the greatest princes; 

Hie only languaged men of all the world! 

Per. And, I have heard, they are most lewd impostors; 
Made all of terms and shreds; no less beliers 
Of ^ireat men’s favours, than their own vile med’dnes; 
Wl&h they will utter upon monstrous oaths: 

Selling that drug for two-pence, ere they part. 
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Which thw have valaed at twelve orowna befora 

Sir P. Sir, oalamiiiea are answer’d best with silence. 

Yourself shall judge.—^Who is it mounts, my friends t 

Moa. Sooto of Mantua, sir. 

Sir P. Is’t he? Na^y, then 
m proudly promise, sir, you shall behold . 

Another man than has bwn phant’sied to you. 

I wonder yet, that he should mount his baink. 

Here in this nook, that has been wont t’appcar 
In face of the Piazza!—Here he comes. 

Enter Yoveomt, disguised as a mountebank Doctor, andfoUoKed 
by a crowd of peop/e. 

Foip. Mount, zany, [to Nano.'\ 

Mm. Follow, follow, follow, follow! 

Sir P. See how the people follow him! he’s a mau 
May write ten thousand crowns in bank here. Note, 

[Vcdpone mounts the Stage. 
Mark but his gesture:—I do use to observe 
The state he keeps in getting up. 

Per. ’Tis worth it, sir. 

Volp. Most noble gentlemen, and my worthy patrons / It may 
seem strange, that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was ever wont to fix my 
hank in face ojf the public Piazza, near the aheller of the Portico to tM 
Procuratia, should now, after eight months' absence from this illustrious 
city of Venice, humbly retire myself into an obscure nook of the Piazza. 

Sir P. Did not I now object the same? 

Per. Peace, sir. 

Volp. het me teU you: I am not, as your Lombard proverb aaith, 
cold OH my feet; or content to part with my commodities at a cheaper 
rate, than 1 accustomed: look not far it. Nor that the calumnious 
reports of that impudent detractor, and shame to our profession, 
{Alessandro Buttons, I mean,) who gave out, in public, I was condemned 

a aforzato to the galleya, for poisoning the cardinal Bembo’a -cooh, 

hath at all attached, much has dejected me. No, no, worthy gentlemen; 
to tdl you true, I cannot endure to see the rabble of these ground eiar- 
litani, that spread their doaha on the pavement, os if they meant to 
^ feats of activity, and then come in larndy, with their mouldy tales out 
ofBoccaeio, like Male Tabarine, thefabuUst: some of them discoursing 
their (raveto, and of their tedious captivity in the Turks’ gaBiea, when, 
indeed, were Ore truth known, they were the Christian^ gallies, where 
very temperately Owy eat bread, and drunk water, as a wholesome 
penance, enjoir^ th^ by their confessors, for base -^feriea. 

Sir P. Note but his bearing, and contempt of these. 

Volp. These turdji-faey-nasty-paty-louay-fartieal rogues, with one 
poor groaPs-worth of unprepared antimony, finely wrapt up in several 
scartoccioa, are able, very weU, to kill their twenty a week, and play; 
yet, these meagre. Starved spirits, who have half slopt the organa of 
th^ minds with earthy oppilationa, want not Adr favourers among 
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uour ahriveWd aoMad-eating artixana, who are overjoyed that they may 
have their half-pt^rth of phyaie; though it purge them into another 
world, i( makea no matter. 

Sir P. Excelleatl have yoa heard better language, air f 

Volp. Wdl, let them go. And, gentlemen, honouraUe gentlemen, 
know, that for thia time, our bank, being thua removed from the damoara 
of the canaglia, ahall be the aeene of pleasure and delight; for I have 
nothing to seU, little or nothing to aeU. 

Sir P. 1 told you, sir, his end. 

Per. You did so, sir. 

Volp. / prdest, I, and my six aenanta, are not able to make of thia 
preeioua liquor, so fast as it ia fetch’d away from my lodging by genUe- 
men of your city; atrangera of the Terra-pfma; worahipfvl merchants; 
ay, and aeneUora too; who, ever since my arrival, have detained me to 
their uses, by their aplendidous liberalUiea. And worthily; for, what 
avails your rich man to have his magazines atuft with moaeadesUi, or of 
the purest grape, when hia physicians prescribe him, on pain of death, 
to drink nothing but water eocted with aniseeds f O, health / health / 
Me bussing of the rich I the riches of the poor / who can buy thee at 
too dear a rate, since there ia no enjoying thia world without thee? 
Be not then ao sparing of your purses, honourabU gentlemen, as to 
abridge the natural course of life — 

Per, You see his end. 

Sir P. Ay, is’t not good? 

Volp. For, when a humid flux, or catarrh, by the mutability of air, 
falls fiom your head into an arm or shoulder, or any other part; take 
you a ducket, or your chequin of gold, and apply to the place affected: 
see what good effect it can work. No, no, 'tie this blessed unguento, 
this rare extraction, that hath only power to diaperae aU malignant 
humours, that proceed either of hot, cold, moist, or windy causes— 

Per. 1 would he had put in dry too. 

Sir P. ’Pray yon, oburre. 

Volp. To fortify the most indigest and crude domach, ay, were tf 
of one that, through extreme weakness, vomited blood, apjdymg only a 
warm napkin to the place, after the unction and frieace;-^or the 
vertigine in the head, putting but a drop into your nostrUa, Ukewiae 
behind the ear a; a most sovereign and approved remedy: themaleaduco, 
erampa, convulsions, paralyaies, epilepsies, tremor-cordia, retired 
nerves, iU vapours of Ae apsen, stopping of the Uver, the alone, the 
strangury, h^ia ventosa, iliaca paaaio; stopa a dyaenteria imme¬ 
diately; eaaeth the torsion of the small guts; and ourea mdancholia 
hypondriaea, being taken and applied according to my printed receipt. 
[Pointing to his and hk vial.] For, thia ia the ptyaieian, this the 
medicine; Mis counsels. Mis ewes; Mis gives the direction, this works 
the effect; and, in sum, both together may be termed an abstract of the 
theoHek and practick in Me ABaeulapian art. ’Twdl coat you eight 
erowna. And,—Zan Fritada, prithee sing a verse eaetempore in 
honour of U. 

Sir P. How do yon like him. rirT 
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Per. Most strangely, I! 

Sir P. Is not his language rare ? 

Per, But alchemy, - 

I never heard the like; or Broughton’s books. 

Nano ainga. 

Had old Hippocrates, or Galen, 

That to their books put med’cines all in. 

But known this secret, they had never 
(Of which they will be guilty ever) 

Been murderers of so much paper. 

Or wasted many a hurtless taper; 

No Indian drug had e’er been famed. 

Tobacco, sassafras not named; 

Ne yet, of guacum one small stick, sir. 

Nor Raymund Lully’s great elixir. 

Ne had been known the Danish Gonswart, 

Or Paracelsus, with his long sword. 

Per. All this, yet, will not do; eight crowns is high. 

Volp. No more.—^e7Ulemen, if I had but time to diaeourae to you 
the tniracvloua effecta of thia my oU, auniamed Oglio del Seolo; with 
the coufUleaa catalogue of those I have cured of the aforeaaid, and many 
more diseaaea; the patenta and privilegea of all the princes and common- 
wealtha of Chriatendom; or but the depositiona of those that appeared 
on my part, before the aigniory of the Sanita and moat learned College 
of Physicians; where I was authorised, upon notice taken of the 
admirable virtues of my medicaments, and mine own exceUency in 
matter of rare and unknown secrets, not only to disperse them publicly 
in thia famous cdy, but in all the territories, that happily joy und^ 
the government of <A« most pioua and magnificent states of Italy. But 
may some other gallant fellow say, O, there be divers that make pro¬ 
fession to have as good, and aa experimented receipts as your ax indeed, 
very many have assayed, like apes, in imitation of that, which is really 
and essentially in me, to make of this oil; bestow^ great cost in 
furnaces, stills, alembecka, continiud fires, and preparation of the 
ingredients, {as indeed there goes to it six hundred several simples, 
baidea some quantity of human fat. for the cottgltUinalion, which we 
buy of the. anatomists,) but, when these practitioners come to the last 
d^oetion, bloiv, blou, puff, puff, and all flies tn fumo: ha, ha, ha 1 
Poor wretches I I lather pity their folly and indiscretion, than their 
loss of time and n%o,:et/; for these may be recovered by industry; but 
to be a fool bom, »■ . .disease incurable. 

For myself, I iuwaja from my youth hat^e endeavoured to get the 
raredt secrets, and book them, eithrr in exchange, or for money: I 
spared nor cost nor labours where any thing was worthy to be learned. 
And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, I will undertalx, by virtue of 
chemiM art, out of the honourable hat that covers your head, to eadract 
the four eUmenta; that is to say, the fire, air, water, and earth, and 
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return you yow fdt without hum or slain. For, whilst others have 
been at the BaUm, I have been at my book; and am now past the 
craggy paths of study, and come to the flowery plains of honour and 
reputation. 

Sir P. I do assure you, sir, that is his aim. 

Volp. But to our price — 

Per. And that withal, sir Pol. 

Volp. You all know, honourable gentlemen, I neivr valued this 
ampulla, or vial, at less than eight crotons; but for this time, I am 
content to 6e deprived of it for six; six crowns is the price, and less in 
courtesy I know you cannot ofler me; take it or leave it, luncsnever, 
both it and I am at your service. I ask you not as the value of the. 
thing, for then I sluntld demand of you a thousand crowns, so the 
cardinals Moutalto, Fernese, the great Duke of Tuscany, my gossip, 
with divers other princes, have given me; but I despise money. Only 
to shew my affection to you, honourable gentlemen, and your illustrious 
State here, 1 have neglected the messages of these princes, mine, own 
offices, framed my journey hither, only to present you with the fruits of 
my travels.—Tune your voices once more to the touch of your instru¬ 
ments, and give the honourable assembly some delightful recreation. 

Per. What monstrous and most painful circumstance 
Is here, to get some three or four gazettes. 

Some three-pence in the whole! for that ’twill come to. 

Nano sings. 

You that would lost long, list to my song. 

Make no more coil, but buy of this oil. 

Would you be ever fair and young ? 

Stout of teeth, and strong of tongue ? 

Tart of palate ? quick of ear f 
Sharp of sight? of nostril clear? 

Moist of hand? and light of foot? 

Or, I will come nearer to’t. 

Would you live free from all diseases ? 

Do the act your mistress pleases. 

Yet fright all aches from your bones? 

Here’s a medicine for the nones. 

Volp. Well, I am in a humour at this time to make a present of the 
snudl quantity my coffer contains; to the rich in courtesy, and to the 
poor few Qodls sake. Wherefore now mark: I ask'd you six^owns; 
and six crowns, at other times, you have paid me; you shall not give 
me six crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, nor two, nor one; nor 
half a ducat; no, nor a moccinigo. Sixpence it will cost you, or six 
hundred pound—expect no lower price, for, by the banner of my 
front, I will not hate a bagatine,—4,hat I wM have, only, a pledge oj 
your loves, to carry something from amongst you, to shew I am not 
contemn'd by you. Therefore, now, toss your handkerchiefs, cheerfully, 
cheerfully; and be advertised, that the first heroic spirit that deigns ' 
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to grace me wUh a handkerchief, I will give it a little remembrance of 
mmelhing, beeide, shall please it better, than if I had presented it wiA 
a double pistolet. 

Per. Will you be that heroic spark, sir Pol ? 

[Celia at a window above, throws down her handkerchief. 
O, see] the window hae prevented you. 

Volp. Lady, I kiss your bounty; and for this timely grace you have 
done your poor Seoto of Mantua, / wiU return you, over and above 
my oil, a secret of that high and inestimable nature, shall make you for. 
ever enamour'd on that minute, wherein your eye first descended on so 
mean, yet not altogether to be despised, an object. Here is a powder 
conceaTd in this paper, of which, if I should speak to the worth, nine 
thousand volumes were but as one page, that page as a line, th^ line 
as a word; so short is this pilgrimage of man (which some call life) 
to the expressing of it. Would I reflect on the price f why, the whole 
world is but as an em/pire, that empire as a province, Oust province as 
a bank, that bank as a private purse to the purchase of it. I taill only 
tdl you; it is the poioder thtU made Venus a goddess (given, her ^ 
Apollo,) that kept her perpetually young, clear'd her wrinUes, firm'd her 
gums, fiUd her skin, colouPd Iwr hair; from her derived to Helen, 
and at the sack of Troy unfortunately lost: till now, in this our age, it 
was as happily recovered, by a studious antiquary, out of some ruins 
of Asia, who sent a moiety ofto the court of France, (but much 
sopkidioated,) wherewith the ladies there, now, colour their hair. The 
rest, at this present, remains with me; extracted to a quintessence: 
so thed, wherever it but touches, in youth it perpetually preserves, in 
age restores the complexion; seats your teeth, did they dance like 
virginal jacks, firm as a waU; makes them white as ivory, that were 
black as — 

Enter Coevino. 

Cor. Spight o’ the devil, and my shame! oome down here; 
Come down;—No house but mine to make your scene t 
Signior Flaminio, will you down, sirT down! 

What, is my wife your Francisoina, sir T 
No windows on the whole Piazza, here. 

To make your properties, but mine? but mineT 

[Beats away Volpone, Nano, etc. 
HeartI ere to-morrow I shall be new-christen’d. 

And call’d the Pantalone di Besogniosi, 

About the town. 

Per. What should this mean, sir Pol? 

Sir P. Some trick of state, believe it; I will home. 

Per. It may be some design on you. 

Sir P. 1 know not. 

I’ll stand upon my guard. 

Per. It is ^our best, sir. 

Sw P. This three weeks, all my advices, all my letters, 

Th^ have been intercepted. 
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Per. Indeed, sirl 
Beet have a care. 

Sir P. Nay, bo I wilL 
Per. This knight, 

1 may not lose him, for my mirth, till night. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II .—A Room in Volponb’s House. 

Enter VoifOBB and Mosca. 

Valp. O, I am wounded! 

Mos. Where, sir T 
Vctp. Not without; 

Those blows wore noting: I could bear them ever. 

But angiy Cupid, bolting from her eyes. 

Hath shot himself into me like a flame; 

Where, now, he flings about his burning heat. 

As in a furnace an ambitious Are, 

Whose vent is stopt. The fight is all within me. 

1 cannot live, except thou help me, Mosca; 

My liver melts, and I, without the hope 
Of some soft air, from her refreshing breath. 

Am but a heap of cinders. 

Mos. ’Las, good sir. 

Would you had never seen her! 

Volp. Nay, would thou 
Had’at never told me of her! 

Moa. Sir, ’tis true; 

I do confess I was u^ortunate. 

And you unhappy: but I’m bound in conscience. 

No less than duty, to effect my best 
To your release of torment, and I will, sir. 

Volp. Dear Mosca, shall I hope ? 

Moa. Sir, more than dear, 

I will not bid you to despair of aught 
Within a human compass. 

Volp. O, there spoke 
My better angel. Mosca, take my ke 3 ra. 

Gold, plate, and jewels, all’s at thy devotion; 

Employ them how thou wilt; nay, coin me too: 

So thou, in this, but crown my long^gs, Mosca. 

Moa. Use but your patience. 

V<dp. So I have. 

Moa. I doubt not 
To bring success to your desires. 

Volp. Nay, then, 

I not reMnt me of my late disguise. 

Moa. If you can horn him, sir, you need not. 

Volp. Trae: 

Besides, I never meant him for my heir.— 

*p489 
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Is not the colour of my beard and ^ebrows 
To make me known T 
Mot. No jot. 

Volp. I did it well. 

Moa. So well, would I could follow you in mine, 

With haU the happiness!—and yet 1 would 

EscaM your epilogue. lAaide. 

Fo^. But were they gull’d 
With a belief that I was Scoto ? 

Moa. Sir, 

Sonto himself could hardly have distinguish’d! 

I have not time to flatter you now; we’ll part; 

And as I prosper, so applaud my art, [ExeutU. 

SCENE III .—A Room in Cobvino’s Houae. 

Enter Cobvino, u>ith hia award tn hia hand, dragging in Ckua. 

Corv. Death of mine honour, with the city’s fool! 

A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mountebank 1 
And at a public window 1 whore, whilst he. 

With his strain’d action, and bis dole of faces. 

To hia drug-lecture draws your itching ears, 

A crew of old, unmarried, noted letchers. 

Stood leering up like satyrs; and you smile 
Most graciously, and fan your favours forth. 

To give your hot spectators satisfaction! 

What, was your mountebank their call ? their whistle ? 

Or were you enamour’d on his copper rings. 

His saffron jewel, with the toad-stone in’t. 

Or his embroider'd suit, with the cope-stitch. 

Made of a herse cloth? or his old tilt-feather? 

Or his starch’d beard? Well, you shall have him, yesl 
He shall come home, and minister unto you 
The fricaoe for the mother. Or, let me see, 

I think you’d rather mount; would you not mount? 

Whv, if you’ll mount, you may; yes, truly, you may: 

And so you may be seen, down to the foot. 

Get you a cittern, lady Vanity, 

And be a dealer with the virtuous man; 

Make one: TU but protest myself a cuckold. 

And save your dowry. I’m a Dutchman, 11 
For, if you thought me an Italian, 

You would be damn’d, ere you did this, you whorel 
Thou’dst fxemble, to imagine, (Aat the murder 
Of father, moth», brother, all tiiy race, 

^ould follow, as the subject of my justice. 

Od. Good sir, have patience. 

Oorv. What couldst thou propose 

to Gtyself, than in this neat of wrath 
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And Btong mth my dishonoor, 1 should strike 
This steel into thee, with as many stabs. 

As thou wert gaz’d upon with goatish eyes? 

Cd. Alas, sir, be appeabsed! I could not think 
My being at the window should more now 
Move your impatience, than at other times. 

Corv. No I not to seisk and entertain a parley 
With a known knave, before a multitude! 

You were an actor with your handkerchief. 

Which he most sweetly Itiat in the receipt. 

And might, no doubt, return it with a letter. 

And point the place where you might meet; your sister’s. 

Your mother’s, or your aunt’s might serve the turn. 

Cd. Why, dear sir, when do 1 make these excuses. 

Or ever stir abroad, but to the church T 
And that so seldom— 

Corv. Well, it shall be less; 

And thy restraint before was liberty. 

To what I now decree: and therefore mark me. 

First, I will have this bawdy light damm’d up; 

And till’t be done, some two or three yards off. 

I’ll chalk a line: o’er which if thou but chance 
To set thy desperate foot, more hell, more horror. 

More wild remorseless rage shall seize on thee. 

Than on a conjuror, that had heedless left 
His circle’s safety ere his devil was laid. 

Then here’s a lock which I will hang upon thee. 

And, now I think on’t, I will keep thee backwards; 

Thy lodging shall be backwards; thy walks backwards; 

Thy prospect, all be backwards; and no pleasure. 

That thou shalt know but backwards: nay, since you force 
My honest nature, know, it is your own. 

Bang too open, makes me use you thus: 

Since you i^l not contain your subtle nostrils 
In a sweet room, but they must snuff the air 
Of rank and sweaty passengers. [Knocking within .]—One knocks. 
Away, and be not seen, pain of thy life; 

Nor look toward the window: if thou dost— 

Nay, stay, hear this—let me not prosper, whore. 

But I will make thee an anatomy. 

Dissect thee mine own self, and read a lecture 
Upon thee to the city, and in public. 

Away I— [ExU Cdia. 

Enter Servant. 

Who’s there? 

8erv. ’Tis signior Mosca, sir. 

Corv. Let Him come in. [Exit Serv.] His master’s dead: there’s 
yet 

Some good to help the bad.— 
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Elder Mosoa. 

My Mosoa, welcome I 

I guess your news. 

Moa. I fear you cannot, sir. 

Oorv. Is’t not his death? 

Moa. Rather the contrary. 

Corv. Not his recovery T 
Moa. Yes, sir. 

Corv. I am curs’d, 

1 am bewitch’d, my crosses meet to vex me. 

How? how? how? how? 

Moa. Why, sir, with Scoto’s oil; 

Oorhaocio and Voltore brought of it. 

Whilst I was busy in an inner room— 

Corv. Death! that damn’d mountebank; but for the law 
Now, I could kill the rascal: it cannot be. 

His oil should have that virtue. Have not I 
Known him a common rogue, come fidling in 
To the osteria, with a tumbling whore. 

And, when he has done all his forced tricks, been glad 
Of a poor spoonful of dead wine, with flies in’t ? 

It cannot be. All his ingredients 

Are a sheep’s gall, a roasted bitch’s marrow. 

Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars, 

A little eapon’s grease, and fasting spittle: 

I know them to a dram. 

Moa. 1 know not, sir; 

But some on’t, there, they pour’d into his ears. 

Some in his nostrils, and recover’d him; 

A|mlying but the frioaoe. 

Vorv. Pox o’ that frieocel 
Moa. And sinoe, to seem the more officious 
And flatt’ring of his health, there, they have had. 

At extreme fees, the college of physicians 
Consulting on him, how they might restore him; 

Where one would have a cataplasm of spices. 

Another a flay’d ape clapp’d to his breast, 

A third would have it a dog, a fourth an oil. 

With wild oats’ ^ns: at last, they all resolved 
That, to preserve him, was no other means. 

But some young woman must be straight sought out^ 

Lusty, and full of juice, to sleep hy him; 

And to this service, most unhappily. 

And most unwillingly, am I now employ’d. 

Which here 1 thought to pre>acquaint you with. 

For your advice, since it concerns you most; 

Because. I would not do that thing might cross 
'Your ends, on whom I have my whole depaidanoe^ sirt 
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Ye(i» if I do it not,' they may delate 
My elac^nees to my patron, work me out 
Of bis opinion; and there all your hopes. 

Ventures, or whatsoever, are ^ frustrate! 

I do but tell you, sir. Besides, they are all 
Now striving, who shall first present him; therefore— 

I could entreat you, briefly conclude somewhat; 

Prevent them if you can. 

Corv. Death to my hopes. 

This is my villainous fortune! Best to hire 
Some common courtezan. 

Moa. Ay, 1 thought on that, sir; 

But they are all so subtle, full of art— 

And age t^ain doting and flexible. 

So as—I cannot tell—^we may, perchance. 

Light on a quean may cheat us all. 

Corv. ’Tis true. 

Jfo«. No, no: it must be one that has no tricks, mr. 

Some simple thing, a creature made unto it; 

Some wench you may command. Have you no kinswoman T 
Odso—Think, think, think, think, think, think, think, sir. 

One o’ the doctors offer’d ^ere his daughter. 

Corv. How! 

Moa. Yes, signior Lupo, the physician. 

Corv. His daughter! 

Moa. And a virgin, sir. Why, alas. 

He knows the state ofs body, what it is; 

That nought can warm his blood, sir, but a fever; 

Nor any incantation rmse his spirit: 

A long forgetfulness hath seized that part. 

Besides sir, who shall know it ? some one or two— 

Corv. I pray thee give me leave. [ Wtdka aside."] If any man 
But I had hod this luck—^The thing in’t self, 

I know, is nothing—^Wherefore should not 1 
As well command my blood and my affections. 

As this dull doctor ? In the point of honour. 

The oases are all one of wife and daughter. 

Moa. I hear him coming. [Aside. 

Corv. She shall do’t: 'm done. 

Sli^t! if this doctor, who is not engaged, 

Umess’t be for bis connsol. which is nothing. 

Offer his daughter, what should I, that am 
So deeply inT I ^1 prevent him: Wretch! 

Covetous wretch!—^Mosca, I have determined. 

Moa. How, air? 

Corv. We’ll make all sure. The party you wot of 
Shall be mine own wife, Mosca. 

Moa. Sir, the thing, 

. Bat that 1 would not seem to counsel you. 
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I should have motion’d to you, at the first: 

And make your count, yon have out all their throats. 

Why, ’tie (urectly taking a possession 1 
And in his next nt, we may let him go. 

’Tis but to pull the pillow from his head. 

And he is throttled: it had been done before. 

But for your scrupulous doubts. 

Cotv. Ay, a plague on’t. 

My conscience foou my wit I Weil, I’ll be brief. 

And so be thou, lest they should be before us: 

Go home, prepare him, tell him with what zeal 
And willingness I do it; swear it was 
On the first heating, as thou may’st do, truly. 

Mine own free motion. 

Mos. Sir, I warrant you, 
m so possess him with it, that the rest 
Of his starv’d clients shall be banish’d all; 

And only you received. But come not, sir. 

Until I send, foi. I have something else 
To ripen for your good, you must not know’t. 

Corv. But do not you forget to send now. 

Moa. Fear not. [Exit. 

Corv. Where are you, wife? my Celia! wife! 

Re-enter Celia. 

—What, blubbering? 
Come, dry those tears. I think thou thought’st me in eunest; 
Ha! by this light 1 talk’d so but to try thee: 

Methinks the lightness of the occasion 

Should have confirm’d thee. Come, I am not jealous. 

Cel. No! 

Corv. Faith I am not, I, nor never was; 

It is a poor unprofitable humour. 

Do not I know, if women have a will. 

They’ll do ’gainst all the watches of the world. 

And that the fiercest spies ore tamed with gold? 

Tut, I am confident in thee, thou shalt see’t; 

And see I’ll give thee cause too, to believe it 
Come kiaa me. Go, and moke thee ready, straight. 

In all thy best attii^ thy choicest jewels. 

Put them all on, an(^ with them, thy best looks: 

Wq are invited to a solemn feast. 

At old Volpone’s, where it shall appear 
How far I am frra from jealousy or fear. 


lErceunt. 
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ACT III 

SCENE I.—^ Street. 

EtUer Mosoa. 

Moa. I fear, I shall b^D to grow in love 
With my dear self, and my most prosperous parts. 
They do so spring and burgeon; I can feel 
A whimsy in my blood: I know not how. 

Success hath made me wanton. I could skip 
Out of my skin, now, like a subtle snake, 

I am so limber. OI your parasite 

Is a most precious thing, dropt from above. 

Not bred ’mongst clods and clodpKjles, here on earth. 

I muse, the mystery was not made a science. 

It is so liberally profest! almost 

All the wise world is little else, in nature. 

But parasites or sub-parasites.—And yet, 

1 mean not those that have your bare town-art. 

To know who’s lit to feed them; have no house; 

No family, no care, and therefore mould 
Tales for men’s ears, to bait that sense; or got 
Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts 
To please the belly, and the groin; nor those. 

With their court dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleer. 
Make their revenue out of legs and faces. 

Echo my lord, and lick away a moth: 

But ydUr fine elegant rascal, that can rise. 

And stoop, almost together, like an arrow; 

Shoot through the air os nimbly as a star; 

^rn short as doth a swallow; and be here. 

And there, and here, and yonder, all at once; 

Present to any humour, all occasion; 

And change a* visor, swifter than a thought 1 
This is the creature had the art bom with him; 

Toils not to learn it, but doth practise it 
Out of most excellent nature: and such spwks 
Are the true parasites, others but their zanis. 

Enter Bonario. 

Who’s this? Bonorio, old Corbaccio’s sonT 
iiie person 1 was bound to seek.—Fair sir. 

You are happily met. 

Bon. That cannot be by thee. 

Moa. Why, sirT 

Bon. Nay, pray thee, know thy way, and leave me: 
I would be loth to interchange dueourse 
With suoh a mate aa thou art. 
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Moe. Coarteonsrir, 

Soora not my mverty. 

Bon. NotX ny heaven; 

But thou shalt give me leave to hate thy baseness. 

Mos. Baseness I 

Bon. Ay; answer me, is not thy sloth 
Sufficient argument? thy flattery? 

Thy means of feeding? 

Mot. Heaven be good to met 
These imputations are too common, sir. 

And easily stuck on virtue when she’s poor. 

You are unequal to me, and however 

Your sentence may be righteous, yet you are not 

That, ere you know me, thus proceed in censure: 

St. Mark bear witness ’gainst you, ’tis inhuman. [Weept. 

Ban. Whatl does he weep? the sign is soft and good: 

I do repent me that I was so harsh. [Amds. 

Moa. ’Tis true, that, sway’d by strong necessity, 

1 am enforced to eat my careful bread 
With too much obsequy; ’tie true, beside. 

That I am fmn to spin mine own poor raiment 
Out of my mere observance, being not bora 
To a free fortune: but tiiat I have done 
Bose offices, in rending friends asunder. 

Dividing families, betraying counsels. 

Whispering false lies, or mining men with praises. 

Train’d their credulity with perjuries. 

Corrupted chastity, or am in love 

With mine own tender ease, but would not rather 

Ftove the most rugged, and laborious course. 

That might redeem my present estimation. 

Let me h^ere perish, in all hope of goodness. 

Bon. This cannot be a personatra passion.— [Aside. 

I was to blame, so to mistake thy nature; 

Prithee, forgive me: and speak out thy business. 

Moa. Sir, it concerns you; and though I may seem. 

At first to make a main offence in manners. 

And in my gratitude unto my master; 

Yet, for toe pure love, which I bear all right. 

And hatred m the wroim, 1 must reveal it. 

This very hour your fawn is in purpose 
To disinherit you— 

Bon. Howl 

Moa. And thrust you forth, 

: As a mere stranger to his blood; ’tis true, sir, 
l>^e work no way engageth me, but, as 
I claim ao inter^ in the general state 
Of goodness and true virtue^ vdiioh I hear 
To abound in you: and, for which mere respect^ 
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Without a noond aim, air, I have done it. 

Bon. Thia tale hath lost thee much of the late trust 
Thou hadst with me; it is impossible: 

1 know not how to lend it any thought. 

My father should be so unnatural. 

Moa. It is a oonfidenoe that well becomes. 

Your piety; and form’d, no doubt, it is 

From your own simple innocence; which makes 

Your wrong more monstrous and abhorr’d. But, sir, 

I now will tell you more. This very minute. 

It is, or will be doing; and, if you 

Shall be but pleased to go with me. I’ll bring you, 

I dare not aav where you shall see, but where 
Your ear sheJl be a witness of the deed; 

Hear yourself written bastard, and profest 
The common issue of the earth. 

Bon. I am amazed! 

Moa. Sir, if I do it not, draw your just sword. 

And score your vengeance on my front and face: 

Mark me your villain: you have too much wrong, 

And I do suffer for you, sir. My heart 
Weeps blood in anguish— 

Bon. Lead; I fdlow thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II .—A Room in Volpone’s House. 

Enter VoifONE. 

Foip. Mosca stays long, methinks.—Bring forth your sports. 
And help to make the wretched time more sweet. 

Enter Nano, Andbootmo, and Castronb. 

Nan. Dtearf, fool, and eunuch, wdl met here we be. 

A question it were now, whether of us three, 

■Being all the known delieatea of a rich man, 

Injdeasing him, claim the precedency can f 
Cas. I ^im for myself. 

And. And so doth thefool. 

Nan. 'Tia foolish indeed: let me set you both to school. 

First for your dwarf, he’s little and witty. 

And every thing, aaUia lUtte, is pretty; 

Else why do men say to a creature of my shape. 

So soon as they see him, IPs a pretty UMe ape t 

And why a pretty ape, but for pUaaing imitation 

W greater men’s actions, «n a ridieulotu fashion f 

Beside, this feat body of mine doth not crave 

Half the meat, drink, and doth, one of your bulks wM have. 

Admit your fools face he the mother of laughter, 

Ted, for his brain, it must alwt^ eome after: 

And though thru do feed him, its a pitiful ease. 

His body is beholding to such a bad face. [Knowing wfUdn. 
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Voitp. Who’s there? my coach; away I look! Nano, see: 

[Exe. And. and Cos. 

Give me my oaps, first-go, enquire. lExU Nano.] —^Now, Cupid 

Send it be Mosca, and with fair return! 

Nan. [unt&in.] It is the beauteous madam— 

Volp. Wou!d-be—is it? 

Nan. The same. 

Volp. Now torment on me! Squire her in; 

For sne will enter, or dwell here for ever: 

Nay, quickly. [Reiires to hia oovch .]—^That my fit were past! I fear 
A second hell too, that my lothing this 
Will quite expel my appetite to the other: 

Would she were taking now her tedious leave. 

Lord, how it threats me what I am to suffer! 

Re-enter Nano, with Lady PorxnoK Wottlo-be. 

Lady P. I thank you, good sir. ’Pny you signify 
Unto your patron, 1 am here.—^This band 
Shews not my nedc enough.—I trouble you, sir; 

Let me request you, bid one of mv women 
Come hitiier to me.—^In good foitn, I am drest 
Most favourably to-day! It is no matter: 

'Tis well enough.— 

Enter 1 Waiting-woman. 

Look, see, these petulant things. 

How they have done this! 

FoZp. 1 do feel the fever 
Entering in at mine ears; O, for a charm. 

To fright it hence! [Atide, 

Lady P. Come nearer: is this curl 
In his right place, or this? Why is this higher 
Than all the rest? You have not wash’d your eyes, yet! 

Or do they not stand even in your head ? 

Where is your fellow? call her. lExU 1 IFomaa. 

— ^Non. Now, St Mark 
Ueliver us! anon, she’ll beat her women. 

Because her nose is red. 

Re-enter 1 with 2 Woman. 

Lady P. I pray you, view 
This tire, forsooth: are all things apt, or no? 

1 Worn, One hair a little, here, sticks out forsooth. 

Lady P. Does’t so, forsooth! and where was your dear sight 
When it did so, forsooth! What now! bird-eyed? 

4^ you, too? ’Pi^ you, both approach and mend it 
Now, bv that li{^t I muse you ue not ashamed! 

L that nave preach’d these things so oft unto you. 

Bead you the principles, argued all the ground^ 
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Dispated every fitness, evei^ grace, 

Galrd you to counsel of so frequent dressings— 

Nan. More carefully than of your fame or honour. [Aside. 

Lady P. Made you acquainted, what an ample dowry 
The knowledge of these things would be unto you, 

Able, alone, to get you noble husbands 
At ^our return: and you thus to neglect itl 
Besides you seeing what a curious nation 
The Italians are, what will they say of me T 
The English lady cannot dress herself. 

Here’s a fine imputation to our country! 

Well, go your ways, and stay in the next room. 

This fucns was too coarse too; it’s no matter.— 

Good sir, you’ll give them entertainment 7 

[Exeunt Nano and Waiting-uiomen. 
VcAp. The storm comes toward me. 

Lady P. [goes to the couch.] How does my Volpone? 

V<dp. Troubled with noise, I cannot sleep; I dreamt 
That a strange fury enter’d, now, my house. 

And, with the dreadful tempest of her breath. 

Did cleave my roof asunder. 

Lady P. Believe me, and I 
Had the most fearful dream, could I remember’t— 

Folp. Out on my fate! I have given her the occasion 
How to torment me: she will tell mo her’s. [Aside. 

Lady P. Me thought, the golden mediocrity. 

Polite and delicate— 

Volp. O, if you do love me. 

No more: 1 sweat, and suffer, at the mention 
Of any dream; feel how 1 tremble yet. 

Lady P. Alas, good soul I the passion of the heart. 

Seed-pearl were good now, boil’d writh syrup of apples. 

Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills. 

Your elicampane root, m 3 rrobalanee— 

a . Ah me, I have ta’on a grass-hopper by the wing! [Aside, 
j P. Burnt silk, and amber: You have musoadel 
Good in the house— 

Volp. You will not drink, and rart? 

LadyP. No, fear not that. I doubt, we shall not get 
Some English saffron, half a dram would serve; 

Your sixtoen cloves, a little musk, dried mints, 

Bugloes, and barley-meal— 

Volp. She’s in againl 

Before I feign’d diseases, now I have one. [Aside. 

Lady P. And these applied with a right scarlet cloth. 

Volp. Another flood of words! a very torrent 1 [Aside. 

Lady P. ShaU I, sir, make you a poiutioeT 
Valj^ No, no, no, 

Fm very w^ you need prescribe no more. 
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Lady P. 1 have a tittle Btudied physio; but now, 

Fm all for musio, aave, in the forenoons. 

An hour or two for painting. I would ^ve 
A lady, indeed, to have all, letters and arts, 

Be aUe to diaoourae, to write, to paint. 

But principal, as Plato holds, your music. 

And BO does wise Pythagoras, 1 take it. 

Is your true rapture: when there is concent 
In face, in voice, and clothes: and is, indeed. 

Our sex’s ohiefest ornament. 

V<dp. The poet 

As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 

Sa^ that your highest female grace is ^enoe. 

Lady P. Which of your poetsT Petrarch, or Tasso, or DanteT 
GuaiiniT AriostoT Aretine? 

Gieco di HadriaT I have read them all. 

Volp. Is every thing a cause to my destruotionT {Atide. 
Lady P. I think I have two or three of them about me. 

Volp. The sun, the sea, will sooner both stand still 
lhan her eternal tongue! nothing can’scape it. [Aside. 

Lady P. Here’s Pastor Fido— 

' Folp. Profess obstinate silence; 

That’s now mv safest. [Aside. 

Lady P. All our English writers, 

I mean such as are happy in the Italian, 

Will deign to steal out of this author, mainly: 

Almost as much as from Montagni6: 

He has so modern and facile a v«n. 

Fitting the time, and catching the court-ear l 
Your Petrarch is more passionate, yet he. 

In days of sonnetting, trusted them with much: 

Dante is hard, and few can understand him. 

But, for a desperate wit, there’s Aretine; 

Otdy, his pictures are a tittle obscene— 

You mark me not. 


Volp. Alas, my mind’s perturb’d. 

Lady P. Why, in such oases, we must cure ourselves, 
Make use of our philosophy— 

Vtdja. Oh me! 

Lady P, And as we find our passions do rebel, 
Ekioounter them with reason, or divert them, 
giving scope unto some other humour 
Of leaser dangw: as, in politic bodies, 
nura’s nothing more doth ovnwhelm the judgment. 
And (doud the understanding, than too much 
Settling and fixing, and, as ’twere, subsiding 
Upon one object. For the incorporating 
Of theee same outward things, into that part, 

Which we ctdl mental, leaves some certain tecea 
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That atop the organs, and as Plato says. 

Assassinate oar knowledge. 

Volp. Now, the spirit 

Of patience help me! [Aside. 

LaAy P. Come, in faith, I must 
Visit you more a days; and make you well: 

Laugh and be lusty. 

Vclp. My good angel save me I [Aside. 

Lady P. l^ere was but one sole man in all the world. 

With whom I e’er could sympathise; and he 
Would lie you, often, three, mar hours together 
To hear me speak; and be sometimes so rapt. 

As he would answer mo quite from the purpose, 
lake you, and you ore like him, just. I’ll discourso, 

An’t be but only, sir, to bring you asleep. 

How we did spend our time and loves together. 

For some six years. 

Volp. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh! 

Lady P. For we were coictanei, and brought up— 

Volp. Some power, some fate, some fortune rescue me I 

Enter Mosoa. 

Moa. God save you, madam I 
Lady P. Good sir. 

Vcdp. Mosoa! welcome. 

Welcome to my redemption. 

Moa. Why, sir? 

Vcdp. Oh, 

Bid me of this my torture, quickly, there; 

My madam, with the everlasting voice: 

The bells, in time of pestilence, ne’er mode 
Like noise, or were in that perpetual motion! 

The Cook-pit comes not near it. All my house. 

But now, steam’d like a bath with her thick breath, 

A lawyer could not have been heard; nor scarce 

Another woman, such a hail of words 

She has let fall. For hell’s sake, rid her hence. 

Moa. Has she presented} 

Vain. 0,1 do not care; 
ni take her absence, upon any price. 

With any loss. 

Moa. Madam— 

Lady P. I have brought your patron 
A toy, » cap here, of mine own work. 

Moa. 'Tis well 

I had forgot to tell yon, I saw your knigkk 
Where yon would litde think it.— 

Lady P. Whsret 
Moa. Marty, 
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Where ye^ if you make haste, yoa may apprehend 

Bomng upon the water in a gondoie 

With the most cunning courtezan of Venice. 

Lady P, Is’t trueT 

Moa. Pursue them, and believe your eyes: 

Leave me, to make your gift. [ExU Lady P. hcuttly .']—I knew 
’twould take: 

For, Imhtly, th^ that use themselves most license. 

Are stul most jwous. 

Volp. Mosoa, hearty thanks. 

For thy quick fiction, and delivery of me. 

Now to my hopes, what say’st thou? 

Be-enter Lady P. Wotjud-bb. 

Lady P. But do you hear, sir?— 

Volp. Again 1 1 fear a paroxysm. 

Lady P. Which way 
Bow’d th^ together ? 

Mas. Toward the Bialto. 

Lady P. I pray you lend me your dwarf. 

Moa, I pray you take him.— [Exit Lady P. 

Your hopes, sir, are like happy blossoms, fair. 

And promise lamely fruit, if you will stay 
But the maturing: keep you at your couch, 

Oorbaooio will arrive straight, with the Will; 

When he is gone. I’ll tell you more. [Exit. 

Volp. My blood. 

My spirits are return’d; I am alive: 

And, like your wanton gamester at primero. 

Whose thought had whisper’d to him, not go less, 

Methinks 1 ue, and draw—^for an encounter. 

[The acme cloaea upon Volpone. 

SCENE n. —The Paaaage leading to Vouponh’s Chamber. 
Enter Mosoa and Bonabio. 

Moa. Sir, here conceal’d, [s&etcs him a cloaet.] you may hear alK 
But, pray you. 

Have patienoe. sir; [ImociiTig teithin.]—the same’s your father 
knocks: 

I am compell’d to leave you. [Exit. 

Bon. Do so.—^Yet 

Cannot my thought imagine this a truth. [Ooea into the doaeL 

SCENE III .—AnoOier Part of the aame. 

Enter Mosoa and Cosmso, Csua following. 

Moa. Death on mel you are come too soon, what meant you? 
Did not I say, I would send? 

Oorv. Yes. but 1 fear’d 
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Yon might forget it, and then th^ prevent ua. 

Moa. Preventl did e^er man haste so, for his horns? 

A courtier would not ply it so, for a place. [Astde. 

Well, now there is no helping it, stay hero; 

ril presently return. lExU. 

dorv. Where are you, Celia? 

You know not wherefore I have brought you hither T 
Cd. Not well, except you told me. 

Corv. Now, I will: 

Hark hither. {Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— A Closet opening into a Gallery. 

Enter Mosoa and Bonabio. 

Moa. Sir, your father hath sent word. 

It will be half an hour ere ho come; 

And therefore, if you please to walk the while 
Into that gallery—at the upper end. 

There are some books to entertain the time: 

And I’il take care no man shall come unto you, sir. 

Bon. Yes, I will stay there.—I do doubt this fellow. 

[Aside, and exit. 

Moa. [looking after him.'] There; ho is far enough; he can 
hear nothing: 

And, for his father, I can keep him off. [Erit. 

SCENE V.—^Volponb’s Chamiber. —Vouponb on hia eoueih. 
Mosca sitting by him. 

Enter Cowaso, forcing in Celia. 

Corv. Nay, now, there is no starting back, and therefore. 
Resolve upon it: I have so decreed. 

It must be done, ^or would I move’t afore. 

Because I would avoid all shifts and tricks. 

That might deny me. 

Cd. Sir, let me beseech you. 

Affect not these strange trials; if you doubt 
My chastiW, why, lock me up for ever; 

Make me the hew of darkness. Let me live. 

Where I may please your fears, if not your trust. 

Corv, Bdleve it, I have no such humour, I. 

All that I speak I mean; yet I’m not mad; 

Nor hom-mad, see you ? Go to, shew yourself 
Obedient, and a wife. 

Cd. O heaven! 

Corv. 1 say it. 

Do so. 

Cd. Was this tire tnun ? 

Corv. Fve told you reasons; 
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What the ph 3 r 8 ioiaiiB have set dowat how much 
It may ooooem me; what my engagements are; 

My means; and the neceesity of those means, 

For my recovery: wherefore, if you be 
Lo^, and mine, be won, respect my venture. 

Gel. Before your honour? 

Can. Honour! tut, a breath: 

There's no such thing in nature: a mere term 
Invented to awe foob. What b my gold 
The worse for touehing, clothes for being look’d on? 
Why, thb u no more. An old decrepit wretch. 
That has no sense, no sinew; tskes ^ meat 
With others* fingers; only knows to gape. 

When you do scald Us gums; a voice, a shadow; 
And, what can thb man hurt you ? 

Cd. Lord 1 what spirit 
Is thb hath enter’d him? 


Caro. And for your fame. 

That’s such a jig; as if I would go tell it. 

Cry it on the ^^zzal who shall know it. 

But he that cannot speak it, and thb fellow. 

Whose lips are in my pocket? save yourself, 

(If you’ll proclaim’t, you may,) I know no other 
Shall come to know it. 

Gd. Are heaven and saints then nothing? 

Will they be blind or stupid? 

Caro. Howl 
Cd. Good sir. 

Be jealom still, emulate them; and think 
What hate they bum with toward every sin. 

Caro. I grant you: if I thought it were a sin, 

I would not urge you. Should I offer thb 
To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscan blood 
That had read Aretine, conn’d all hb prints. 

Knew every quirk witUn lust’s bbyrinth. 

And were professed ciitio in lechery; 

And I would look upon him, and applaud him, 

Thb were a sin: but here, ’tb contrary, 

A pioiu work, mere ohari^ for physic. 

And honest polity, to assure mine own. 

Cd. 0 heaven! canst thou suffer such a change? 
VtAp. Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my pride, 
my tickling, my delight 1 Go bring them, 
los. [adoanoingTi Please you draw near, sir. 

Con. Gome on, ^at— 

Yon will not be rebellious? by that li^t— 

Moa. Sir, 

Bignior Corvino, hwe, b come to see yon. 

Volp. Oh! 


[Aside. 
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Mo». And hearing of the oonaultation had. 

So latety, for your health, ia come to offer. 

Or rather, air, to proeritute— 

Con. ^anks, sweet Moaca. 

Moa. Freely, unaek’d, or unintreated— 

Con. Well. 

Mo». As the true fervent instance of his love. 

His own most fair and proper wife; the beauty, 

Oi^ of price in Venice— 

Corv. 'TIs well urged. 

Mos. To be your comfortrees, and to preserve you. 
Volp. Alas, I am past, already! Pray you, thank him 
For hu gpod care and promptness: but for that, 

*Tis a vain labour e’en to fight ’gainst heaven; 

^plying fire to stone—uh, uh, uh, uh! [coughing.'\ 

Makii^ a dead leaf grow again. I take 

His wishes gently, though; and you may tell him. 

What 1 have done for him: many, my state is hopeless. 
Will him to pray for me; and to use Im fortune 
With reverence, when he comes to’t. 

Moa. Do you hear, sirT 
Go to him with your wife. 

Con. Heart of my father! 

Wilt thou persist thus ? come, I pray thee, come. 

Thou seest ’tis nothing, Celia. By this hand, 

I shall grow violent. Come, do’t, I say. 

CeL Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down poison, 

Elat burning coals, do any thing.— 

Con. Be damn’d I 

Heart, 1 will drag thee hence, home, by the hair; 

Cry thee a strumpet through the streete; rip up 
Thy mouth unto thine ears; and slit thy nose. 

Like a raw rochet!—Do not tempt me; come. 

Yield, I am loth—^Deathl I will buy some slave 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 

And at my window hang von forth, devising 
Some monstrous crime, which L in capital letters, 
eat into thy flesh with aquafortis. 

And burning corsives, on this stubborn breast. 

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed. I’ll do itl 

Cd. Sir, what yon please, yon may, I am your martyr. 
Con. Be not thus obatina^ 1 have not deserved it: 
Think wrho it is intreats yon. ’Prithee, sweet;— 

Good faith, thou shalt have jirwels, gowns, attires. 

What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go Iriaa him. 

Or touch him, but. For my sake.—At my suit.— 

This once.—^Nol notl I shall remember tfiis. 

Will yon disgrace me thus? Do you thirst my undmngt 
Moa. Nay, gmtle lady, be advteed. 
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Con. No, no. 

She has watch’d her time. Ods preoioua, this is soorvy, 

’Tia very aourvy; and you are— 

Ifoa. Nay, air. 

Con. An arrant locust, by heaven, a locust! 

Whore, crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared. 

Expecting how thou’lt bid them flow— 

Iloa. Nay, ’pnty you, airl 
She will consider. 

Cd. Would my life would serve 
To satisfy— 

Con. S’death I if she would but speak to him. 

And save my reputation, it were somewhat; 

But spightfully to affect my utter ruin I 

Moa. Ay, now you have put your fortune in her hands. 

Why i’faiw, it is her modesty, I must quit her. 

If you were absent, she would be more coming; 

I know it: and dara undertake for her. 

What woman can before her husband? ’pray you. 

Let us depart, and leave her here. 

Con. Sweet Celia, 

Ihou may’st redeem all, yet; I’ll say no mote: 

If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there. 

[iSAuto tlU door, and exit with Moaca. 
Cd. O Qod, and his good angels! whither, whither. 

Is shame fled human breasts? that with such ease, 

Men dare put off your honours, and their own? 

Is that, which ever was a cause of life. 

Now placed beneath the basest circumstance. 

And modesty an exile made, for money ? 

Vo^p. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth-fed minds, 

[Leaping from hia couch. 
That never tasted the true heaven of love. 

Assure thee, Gelia^ he that would sell thee. 

Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain. 

He would have smd W part of Paradise 
For ready money, had he met a cope-man. 

Why art thou mazed to see me thus revived ? 

Bather applaud thy beauty’s miracle; 

’Tis thy amt work: that hath, not now alone. 

But sundry times raised me, in sevei^ shapes. 

And, but this morning, like a mountebank. 

To we thee at thy wmdow: ay, before 
I would have left n^ practice, for thy love. 

In vamng flgures, I would have contended 
.. With &e blue Proteus, or the homed flood. 

Now art thou welcome. 

Cd. Sirl 

VcHp. Nay, fly me not. 
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Nor let thy falsa imagiaation 

That I was bed-rid, make ^ee think I am so: 

Thou shalt not find it. 1 am, now, aa fresh. 

As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight. 

As when, in tJiat so celebrated scene. 

At recitation of our comedy. 

For entertainment of the great Valois, 

I acted young Antinous; and attract^ 

The ^es and ears of all the ladies present. 

To admire each graceful gestiue, note, and footing. 

Come, my Celia, let us prove. 

While we can, the sports of love. 

Time will not be ours for ever. 

He, at length, our good will sever; 

Spend not then his gifts in vain; 

Suns, that set, may rise again; 

But if once we lose this light, 

’Tis with us perpetual night. 

Why should we defer our joys ? 

Fame and rumour are but toys. 

Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies T 
Or his easier ears beguile. 

Thus removed by our wile T— 

’Tis no sin love’s fruits to steal: 

But the sweet thefts to reveal; 

To be taken, to be seen. 

These have crimes accounted been. 

Cd. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike 
This my offending facet 

Foto. Why droops my Celia T 
Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found 
A worthy lover: use tiiy fortune well. 

With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold. 

What thou art queen of; not in expectation. 

As I feed others: but possess’d ana crown’d. 

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each, more orient 
Than that the brave Egyptian queen caroused: 
Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle. 

May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark; 

A diamond, would have bought Lollia PauUna, 

When she came in like star-light, hid with jewels. 
That were the spoils of provinces; take these. 

And wear, and lose them: yet remains an ear-ring 
To purchase them again, and this whole state. 

A gem but worth a private patrimony. 

Is nothing: we will eat such at a meaL 
The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales. 





448 


Ben Jonson's Plays 


The brains of peaoooks, and of estriohes, 

Shall be our food: eaxd, could we get the phoenix, 

Though nature lost her kind, she were our dish. 

Cd. Good sir, these things might move a mind affected 
With su(^ delights; but I, whose innocence 
Is all I can th^ wealthy, or worth th* enjoying. 

And which, once lost, I have nought to lose b^ond it. 
Cannot be taken with these sensual baits: 

If you have conscience— 

Volp. 'Tis the beggar’s virtue; 

If thou hast wisdom, hear me, Oelia. 
l^y baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, 

Somt of roses, and of violets, 

Ihe milk of uniooma, and panthers’ breath 
Gather’d in ban, and mixt with Cretan wines. 

Our drink shall be prepared gold and amber; 

Which we will take, until mv roof whirl rouiid 
With the vertigo: and my awarf shall danoe. 

My eunuch siag, my fool nu&e up the antic, 

'V^ilst we, in Ranged shapes, act Ovid’s tales. 

Thou, like Europa now, and 1 like Jove, 

'Then I like Mars, and thou like Ehycine: 

So, of the rest, till we have quite run through. 

And wearied all the fables of the gods. 

Then will I have thee in more mcmern forms. 

Attired like some sprightly dame of France, 

Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanish beauty; 

Sometimes, unto &e Persian sophy’s wife; 

Or the grand aignior’s miatresa; and, for ehange, 

To one of our most artful courtezans. 

Or some quick Negro, or eold Russian; 

And 1 will meet thee in as many sha^: 

Where we may so transfuse our wandering souls 
Out at our lips, and score up sums of pleasures, 

That the curious shaU not know 
How to tell them as they flow; 

And the envious, when they And 
What thmr number is, be pined. 

Cal. If you have ears that will be pierced—or mms 
That can be open’d—a heut that may be touch’d— 

Or any part that yet sounds man about you— 

If you uve touch of holy saints—or heaven— 

Do me the grace to let me ’scape—if not, 

Be bountifcu and kill me. You do know, 

I am a creature, hither Ul beteay’d, 

5 y one^ whose shame I would forgrt it were: 

yep will deign me neither of these graces, 

Yw feed your wrath, sir, rather than your lust, 
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(It is a Tioe oomes neazer manliness,) 

And punish that unhappy crime of nature^ 

Whion you misoall my beauty: flay my face. 

Or poison it with ointments, for seducing 
Your blood to this rebellion. Rub thmo hands. 

With what may cause an eating leprosy. 

E’en to my bones and marrow: any thing. 

That may disfavour me, save in my honour— 

And I wrill kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thousand hourly vows, sir, for your health; 

Report, and think you virtuous— 

Volp. Think me cold. 

Frozen and impotent, and so report me? 
lliat I had Nestor’s hernia, thou wouldst think. 

I do degenerate, and abuse my nation, 

To play with opportunity thus long; 

I should have done the act, and then have parley’d. 

Yield, or I’ll force thee. [Seitea Ker. 

Cd. 01 justOodl 
Yolp. In vain— 

Bon. [rushing »n.] Forbear, foul ravisher, libidinous swine I 
Free the forced lady, or thou diest, impostor. 

But that I’m loth to snatch thy punishment 
Out of the hand of justice, thou shouldst, yet. 

Be made the timely sacriflce of vengeance. 

Before this altar, and this dross, thy idol.— 

Lady, let’s quit the place, it is the den 
O^ villainy; fear nought, you have a guard: 

And he, ere long, shall meet his just reward. 

[Exeunt Bon. and Cel. 

Volp. Fall on mo, roof, and bury me in min I 
Become my grave, that wert my shelter 1 OI 
I am unmask’d, unspirited, undone. 

Betray’d to be^ary, to infamy— 

Enter Mosca, xoounded and Heeding. 

Moa. Where shall I run, most wretched shame of men. 

To beat out my unlucky brains? 

Vatp. Here, hoe. 

What! dost thou bleed? 

Jfos. O that his well-driv’n sword 
Had been so courteous to have cleft me down 
Unto the navel, ere I lived to see 

life, my hopes, my spirits, my patron, all 
Thus desMtately engaged, by my errorl 
Vedp. Woe on thy fortnnel 
Moa. And my fouies, sir. 

Yelp. Hiou hast made me miserable^ 

Moa. And myself, air. 
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Wbo woald have thought he would have hearken’d soT 
Volp. What shall we do? 

Mo9. I know not; if my heart 
Could expiate the misohanoe. I’d pluck it out. 

Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my throat T 
And I’ll requite you, sir. Let’s die like Romans, 

Since we ^ve lived like Grecians. [Knocking mthin, 

Votp. Harkl who’s there T 
I hear some footing; officers, the saffi. 

Come to apprehend lul I do feel the brand 
Hissing already at my forehead; now. 

Mine ears are Mring. 

Mos. To your couch, sir, you. 

Make that place good, however. [Voljtonc lies down, aa before,'] 
—Guilty men 

Suspect what they deserve still. 

Enter Cobba.ccio. 

Signior Gorbaccio! 

Corh. Why, how now, Mosca? 

Jloa. O, undone, amazed, sir. 

Your son, I know not by what accident, 

Acquaint^ with your purpose to my patron. 

Touching your Will, and making him your heir. 

Enter’d our house with violence, his sword drawn 
Sought for you, call’d you wretch, unnatural, 

. Vow’d he would kill you. 

Coib. Mel 

Moa. Yes, and my patron. 

Corb, This act shall disinherit him indeed; 

Here is the Will. 

Moa. ’Tis well, sir. 

Corb. Right and well: 

Be you as careful now for me. 

Enter Voltobk, behind. 

. Moa. My life, sir. 

Is not more tender’d; I am only yours. 

Corb. How does he t will ho die shortly, think’st thou T 
Jfos. I fear 
He’ll outlast May. 

Corb. To-day T 

Jfos. No, last out May, sir. 

Corb. Gould’st thou not give him a dram? 

Moa. O, by no means, sir. 

Corb. Nay, Pll not bid yom 

Foft. [coming forward.] This is a knave, I see. 

Jfos. [aeeing VoUore.] Howl signior Voltorel did he hoar mef 
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VdU. Paradtel 

Mot. Who’s that?—O, sir, most timely welcome— 
FoZt. Soaroe, 

To the discoveiy of your tricks, I fear. 

You are his, ordy f and mine also, are you not? 

Mot. Who T I, sir T 
Volt. You, sir. What device is this 
About a Will T 
Mot. A plot for you, sir. 

VoU. Come, 

Put not your foists upon me; I shall scent them. 
Mot. Did you not hear it? 

Volt. Yes, I hear Corbaocio 
Hath made your patron there his heir. 

Mot. ’Tis true. 

By my device, drawn to it by my plot. 

With nope— 

VoU. Your patron should reciprocate? 

And you have promised T 

Mot. For your good, I did, sir. 

Nay, mote, I told his son, brought, hid him here. 
Where he might hear his father pass the deed: 

Being persuaded to it by this thought, sir. 

That the unnaturalness, first, of the act. 

And tlien his father’s oft disclaiming in him, 

(Which 1 did mean t’help on,) would sure enrage him 
To do some violence upon his parent. 

On which the law should take sufficient hold. 

And you be stated in a double hope: 

Truth be my comfort, and my conscience. 

My only aim was to dig you a fortune 
Out of these two old rotten sepulchres— 

VoU. I cry thee mercy, Mosca. 

Mot. Worth your patience. 

And vow great merit, sir. And see the change] 

Foib. Why, what success T 

Mot. Most hapless I you must help, sir. 

Whilst we expected the old raven, in comes 
Corvino’s wife, sent hither by her husband— 

VoU. Whah with a present? 

Mot. No, sir, on vimtation; 

(PU tell you how anon;) and staying long. 

The youth he mows impatient, rushes forth, 

Sdz^ the lady, wounds me, makes her swear 
(Or he would murder her, that was his vow) 

To affirm my patron to have done hm rape: 

Which how unlike it b, yon seel and hence. 

With that pretext he’s gone, to accuse his father. 
Defame my patron, defeat you— 
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FoB. Where is her hnsbandT 
Let him be sent for straiahh 
Moa. Sir, I’ll go fetoh him. 

Veit. Briiu hm to the Soratineo. 

Moa. Sir, I 

VaU. This must be stopt. 

Moa. O you do nobly, sir. 

Alas, ’twas labour’d all, sir, for your good; 

Nor was there vant of counsel in the plot: 

But fortune can, at any time, o’erthrow 
The projects of a huutued learned clerks, sir. 

Corb. [liatening.'] What’s tiiatT 

Foil. Will’t please you, sir, to to along? 

[Exit Corbaecio, fcilowed by Vcitora. 
Moa. Patron, go in, and pray for our success. 

Fo^. [rwtn^ fiom hia cottcA.] Need makes devotion: heaven 
your labour bless 1 [Extant. 


ACT IV 

SCENE 1.—A Street. 

Enter Sir PounoK Wouu>-bs and PEBBOBniB. 

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you see 
W^t observation is! You mention’d me 
For some instructions: I will tell you, sir, 

(Since we are met here in this hei^t of Venice,) 

Some few particulars I have set down. 

Only for this meridian, fit to be known 
Of your crude traveller; and they are these. 

I vrill not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes. 

For ^ey are old. 

Per. Sir, I have better. 

Sir P. Pardon, 

I meant, as th^ are themes. 

Per. O, sir, proceed: 
ril sland« you no more of wit, good sir. 

Sir P. First, for your garb, it must be grave and serious. 
Very reserv’d and lock’d; not tell a secret 
On any terms, not to your father; scarce 
A fable, but with caution: make sure choice 
Both of your company, and discourse; beware 
You .never speak a truth— 

Per. How! 

SirP. Not to strangers. 

For those be th^ you must converse with most; 

OthoB I would not know, sir, but at distance. 

So as I still might be a saver in them: 
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You diall have tricks else past upon you hourly. 

And then, for your religion, profess none. 

But wonder at the diversity, of all: 

And, for your part, protest^ were there no other 
But simply the laws o* the land, you could content yon, 

Nio. Macl^vel, and Monsieur Bodin, both 
Were of this mind. Then must you learn the use 
And hnndling of your silver fork at meals. 

The metal of your glass; (these are main matters 
With your Ita^n;) and to know the hour 
When you must eat your melons, and your figs. 

Per. Is that a point of state too T 
Sir P. Here it is: 

For your Venetian, if he see a man 
Preposterous in the least, he has him straight; 

He nas; he strips him. I’ll acquaint you, sir, 

I now have lived here, ’tis some fourteen months 
Within the first wedr of my landing here. 

All took me for a citizen of Venice, 

I knew the forms so well— 

Per. And nothing else. [Aaide, 

Sir P. I had read Contarene, took me a houses 
Dealt with my Jews to furnish it with moveables— 

WeU, if I could but find one man, one man 
To mine own heart, whom I durst trust, I would— 

Per. What, what, sir t 

Sir P. Make him rich; make him a fortune: 

He ehould not think again. I would command it. 

Per. As bowT 

Sir P. With certain projects that I have; 

Which I may not discover. 

Per. H I had 

But one to wager with, I would lay odds now. 

He tells me instantly. [Aside. 

Sir P. One is, and that 

I care not greatly who knows, to serve the state 
Of Venice with xw herrings for three years. 

And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 

Where I have correspondence. There’s a letter, 
l^nt me from one o’ the states, and to that purpose: 

He cannot write his name, but that’s his mark. 

Per. He is a chandler? 

Sir P. No, a cheesemongw. 

There awe some others too with whom I treat 
About the same negooiation; 

And I will undertahe it: for, ’tis thus. 
rU do’t with ease, I have east it ail: Your hoy 
Carries but three men in her, and a boy; 

And she shall make me three returns a year: 
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So, if Hiere oome but one of three, I save; 

If two, I oan defaik:—^but thia ie now. 

If my main project fail. 

Per. Then you have others T 
Sir P. I should be loth to draw the subtle air 
Of such a place, without my thousand aims. 
rU not dissemble, sir: where’er I oome, 

I love to be oonsiderative; and ’tis true, 

I have at my free hours thought upon 
Some certain goods unto the state of Venice, 

Which I do oul my Cautiona; and, sir, which 
1 mean, in hope of pension, to propound 
To the Great Ciounoil, then unto the Forty, 

So to the Ten. Biy means are made already— 

Per. By whom T 

Sir P. Sir, one that, though his place be obscure. 

Yet he can away, and they will hear him. He’s 
A commandador. 

Per. What I a common serjeantT 

Sir P. Sir, such as they are, put it in their months. 

What they should say, sometiiuos,; os well os greater: 

1 think 1 have my notes to shew you— [SearcAing hia pockela. 
Per. Good sir. 

Sir P. But you shall swear unto me, on your gentry. 

Not to anticipate— 

Per. I, sirl 
Sir P. Nor reveal 

A circumstance—My paper is not with me. 

Per. O, but you can remember, sir. 

Sir P. My first is 

Cionoerning tinder-boxes. You must know. 

No family is here without its box. 

Now, sir, it being so portable a thing. 

Put case, that you or I were ill affected 
Unto the state, sir; with it in our pockets. 

Might not 1 go into the Arsenal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiser? 

Per. Except yourself, sir. 

Sir P. Go to, then. I therefore 
Advertise to the state, how fit it were. 

That none but such as were known patriots, 

Sound lovers of their country, should be suffer'd 
To enjoy them in their houses; and even those 
at some offii^ and at such a bigness 
As might not lurk in pockets. 

Per. Admirable! 

Sir P. My next is. how to enquire, and be resolv’d. 

By present demonstration, whether a ship. 

Newly arrived from Soria, or from 



455 


The Fox 

Any anapeoted part of all tiie Levant, 

Be guilty of the ;^gae: and whwe they nae' 

To ue out forty, shy daya, aometimea. 

About the Luaucetto, for their trial; 

1'U aave that charge and loaa unto the merchant^ 

And in an hour clear the doubt. 

Per. Indeed, airl 
Sir P. Or—I will lose my labour. 

Per. ’My faith, that’s much. 

5«r P. Nay, mr, conceive me. It will coat me in onioned 
Some tiiirty livres— 

Per. Wmch ia one pound sterling. 

Sir P. Beside my water>works: for this I do, sir 
First, I bring in your ship ’twizt two brick walls; 

But those the state shall venture: On the one 
I strain me a fair tarpauling, and in that 
I stack my onions, out in halves: the other 
la full of lo<m-holes, out at which I thrust 
The noses of my bellows; and those bellows 
1 keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion, 

Whion is the easiest matter of a hundred. 

Now, air, your onion, which doth naturally 
Attract the infection, and your bellows blowing 
The idr upon him, will show, instantly. 

By his changed colour, if there be contagion; 

Or else remain as fair aa at the first, 

—Now it is known, ’tia nothing. 

Per. You are right, air. 

Sir P. I would 1 had my note. 

Per. ’Faith, so would I: 

But yon have done well for once, sir. 

Sir P. Were I false. 

Or would be made so, I could shew yon reasons 
How I could sell this state now to the Turk, 

Spite of tbrtr gallies, or their— lExamininy hia pevptra. 

Per. Prey you, sir Pol. 

Sir P. I nave them not about me. 

Per. That I fear’d: 

Ihe^ are there, sir. 

sir P. No, this' is my diary, 

Whermn I note mv aotaons of the day. 

Per. Pray you, let’s see, sir. What ia here? Notandum, [Beads. 
A rat had gnawn my ajmr-leathera; notunthatanding, 

I put on new, and aid go forth: hid firal 
I threw three beana over the threshold. Item, 

/ loeat and bought two tooth-pieka, whereof one 

I hurst immediatdy, in a discourse 

With a Dutch menhant, 'bout ragion dd Stato. 

From him I went and paid a moednigo 
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For pieeing my sUk atockinga; by (he way 
I cheapen'd aprata; and at St. MarVa I nrined. 

’Faith these are politic notes I 
Sir P. Sir, 1 do slip 

No action of my life, but thus I quote it. 

Per. Believe me, it is wise I 
Sir P. Nay, air, read forth. 

Enter, at a diatance. Lady PorjncK Would-bk, Naho, and 
(tuo \Vaiting-women. 

Lady P. Where should this loose knight be, trowT sure 
he’s housed. 

Nan. Why, then he’s fast: 

Lady P. Ay, he pleye both with me. 

I pray you stay. This heat will do more harm 
To my complexion, than his heart is worth. 

(1 do not care to hinder, but to take him.) 

How it comes off! [^Rvbbing her eheeka. 

1 Worn. My master’s yonder. 

Lady P. Where? 

2 Worn. With a young gentleman. 

Lady P. That same’s the party; 

In man’s apparel! ’Pray you, sir, jog my knight: 

I will be tender to his reputation. 

However he demerit 

Sir P. [aeeing her.'l My lady! 

Per. Where? 

Sir P. ’Tis she indeed, sir; yon shall know her. She is. 
Were she not mine, a lady of that merit. 

For fashion and behaviour; and for beauty 
I durst compare— 

Per. It seems you are not jealous. 

That dare commend her. 

Sir P. Nay, and for discourse— 

Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss that 
Sir P. [introducing Per.] Madam, 

Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him fairly; 

He seems a youth, but he is— 

Lady P. None. 

Sir P. Yes, one 

Has put his face as soon into the world— 

Lady P. You mean, as early ? but to-day ? 

Sir P. How’s this? 

Lady P. Why, in this habit, sir; you apprehend me:— 

Well, master Would-be, this doth not become you; 

I had thought the odour, sir, of yeur good name 
Had been more precious to you; that you would not 
Have done this mre massacre on your honour; 

One of your gravity and rank besides! 
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Bat knights, 1 see, care little for the oath 
They make to ladies; chiefly, their own ladies. 

Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knightliood,— 
Per. Lord, how his brain is hambled for an oathl [Aside. 
Sir P. I reach you not. 

Lady P. Right, sir, your policy 

May bear it through thus.—Sir, a word with you. [To Per. 
I would be loth to contest publicly 
With any gentlewoman, or to seem 
IVoward, or violent, as the courtier says; 

It comes too near rusticitv in a lady. 

Which I would shun by all means: and however 
I may deserve from master Would-be, yet 
T’have one fair gentlewoman thus be made 
The unkind instrument to wrong another. 

And one she knows not, ay, and to per.s6ver: 

In my poor judgment, is not warranted 
From being a solecism in our sex. 

If not in manners. 

Per. How is this! 

Sir P. Sweet madam. 

Come nearer to your aim. 

Lady P. Marry, and muH. sir. 

Since you provoke me with your im]mdenco. 

And laughter of your light land-syren here. 

Your Sporus, your hermaphrodite— 

Per. What’s here? 

Poetic fury, and historic storms! 

Sir P. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth. 

And of our nation. 

Lady P. Ay, your White-friars nation. 

Come, I blush for you, master Would-be, I; 

And am osham’d you should have no more forehead. 

Than thus to be the patron, or St. George, 

To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice, 

A female devil, in a male outside. 

Sir P. Nay, 

An you be such a one, I must bid adieu 

To your delights. The case ax>peara too liquid. [Exit. 

Lady P. Ay, you may carry’t clear, with your state-face!— 
But for your carnival concupiscence. 

Who here is fled for liberty of conscience, 

IVom furious persecution of the marshal. 

Her will I dis’ple. 

Per. This is fine, i’faith! 

And do you use this often f Is this part 
Of your wit’s exercise, ’gainst you have occasion ? 

Ma^m— 

Lady P. Go to, sir. 
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Per. Do you hear me, lady T 
Why, if ^our knight have you to ben shirta^ 

Or to invite me home, you might have done it 
A neam by far. 

Lady P. This cannot work you 
Out of my snare. 

Per. Why, am I in it, then? 

Indeed your husband told me you were fair. 

And so you are; only your nose inclines. 

That side that’s next the sun, to the queen-apple. 

Lady P. This cannot be endur’d by any patience. 

Evter Mosoa. 

Moa. What is the matter, madam? 

Lady P. If the senate 

Right not my quest in this, I will protest them 
To all the world, no aristocracy. 

Moe. What is the injury, lady ? 

Lady P. Why, the callet 
You told me ot, here 1 have ta’en disguised. 

Moa. Who? this! what means your ladyship? the creature 
I mention’d to you is apprehended now. 

Before the senate; you wall see her— 

Lady P. Where? 

Moa. I’ll bring jrou to her. This young gentleman, 

I saw him land this morning at the port. 

Lady P. Is’t possible 1 how has my judgment wander’d? 

Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, I have err’d; 

And plead your pardon. 

Per. What, more changes yeti 

Lady P. I hope you have not the malice to remember 
A gentlewoman’s passion. If you stay 
In Venice here, please you to use me, ur— 

If os. Will you go, madam ? 

Lady P. ’Pray you, sir, use me; in faith. 

The more you see me, the more I shall conceive 
You have forrot our quarrd. 

lExeunt Lady Wmdd-be, Moaca, Nano, and Waiting-women. 
Per. This is tarel 

Sir FoUtiok Would-be? no; sir Politick Bawd, 

To bring me thus acquaint^ with his wifel 
Well, wm sir Pol, since yon have practised tiius 
I^n my freshman-ship, Fll try your salt-head. 

What proof it is against a counter-plot. lExiL 

SCENE! II .—The Seruiineo, or Senate-ffouae. 

Enter Voltobb, Cobbaocio, Gobviko, and Mosca. 

VoU, Well, now you know the carriage of the baamess. 

Your constancy is all that is reqvdred 
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Unto the safety of it. 

Mot. Is the He 

Safely ooavey’d amongst usT is that soroT 
Knows every man his burden T 
Corv. Yes. 

Mot. Then shrink not. 

Corv. But knows the advocate the truth T 
Mot. O, sir, 

^ no means; I devised a formal tale, 

That salv’d your reputation. But be valiant, sir. 

Corv. I fear no one but him, that this his pleading 
Should m^ce him stand tor a co-heir— 

Mot. Co-halter 1 

Hang him; we will but use his tongue, his noissk 
As we do croakers here. 

Corv. Ay, what shall he do T 

Mot. When we have done, you mean T 

Corv. Yes. 

Mot. Why, we’ll think: 

Sell him for mummia; he’s half dust already. 

Do you not smile, [to VoUore.] to see this buflalo. 

How he doth sport it with his head T—1 should. 

If all were well and past. [Atide.] —Sir, [to Corhace,io.'\ only yon 
Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all. 

And these not know for whom they toil. 

Corh. Aj, peace. 

Mot. [turning to Corvino.'\ But you shall eat it. Much I [Atide.'] 
—WorsUpful sir, [to Voltore.J 
Mercury sit upon your thundering tongue. 

Or ^e French Hercules, and make your language 
As conquering as his club, to beat along. 

As witii a tempest, flat, our adversaries; 

But much more yours, sir. 

VoO. Here thqy come, have done. 

Mot. I have another witness, if you need, sir, 

I can produce. 

Volt. Who is it T 
Mot. Sir, 1 have her. 

Enter Avocatori and take their teats, Bowabio, Crt.ta, Notario, 
Commandadori, Saffi, and other Officers of jvetiee, 

1 Avoe. Ihe like of this the senate never heard of. 

2 Avoc. ’Twill come most strange to them when we report ik 
4 Avoe. The gentlewoman has imn ever held 

Of unreproved name. 

Z Avoc. So has the youth. 

4 Avoe. The more unnatural part that of his father. 

2 Avoe. More of the husband. 

1 Avoe. 1 not know to give 
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Hia act a Dftme, it is so monstrous 1 

4 Avoe. But the Impostor, he’s a tiling created 
To exceed example I 

1 Avoc. And all after-times I 

2 Avoe. I never heard a true voluptoary 
Described, but him. 

3 Avoe. Appear yet those were cited T 
Not. All but the old magnifioo, Volpone. 

1 Avoe. Why is not he here? 

Moa. Please your fatherhoods. 

Here is his advocate: himself s so weak. 

So feeble— 

4 Avoc. What are you? 

Bon. His parasite. 

His knave, his pandu: I beseech the court. 

He may be forced to come, that your grave ^es 
bear strong witness of his strange impostures. 

Volt. Upon my fiuth and credit with your virtues. 

He is not able to endure the air. 

2 Avoe. Bring him, however. 

3 Avoe. We ^1 see him. 

4 Avoe. Fetch him. 

VoU. Your fatherhoods’ fit pleasures be ob^d; 

[£xeuni Offieera. 

But sure, the sight will rather move your pities. 

Than indignation. May it please the court. 

In the mean time^ he may be heard in me; 

I know this place most void of prejudice. 

And therefore crave it, since we have no reason 
To fear our truth shoidd hurt our cause. 

3 Avoe. Speak free. 

VoU. Then know, most honour’d fathers, I must now 
Discover to your strangely abused ears. 

The most prodigious and most frontless piece 
Of solid impudence, and treachery. 

That ever vicious nature yet brought forth 
To shame the state of Venice. Thia lewd woman. 

That wants no artificial looks or tears 
To help the vizor she has now put on< 

Hath long been known a close adulteress 
To that lascivious youth there; not suspected, 

1 sav, but known, and taken in the act 
With him; and by this man, the easy husbaud. 

Pardon’d; whose timeless bounty makes him now 
Stand hwe, the most unhappy, iimocent person. 

That ever man’s own goodness made accused. 

For these not knowing how to owe a gift 

Of tiiat dear grace, but witii their shame; being placed 

& above all powers of their gratitude^ 
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to h»te the benefit; and, in place 
Of than^ devise to extirpe the memory 
Of snob an act: wherein 1 pray your fatherhoods 
To observe the malice, yea, the rage of creatures 
Discover’d in their evils; and what heart 
Such take, even firom their crimes:—^but that anon 
Will more appear.—^This gentleman, the father. 

Hiring of this foul fact, with many others. 

Which daily struck at his too tender earn. 

And grieved in nothing more than that he could not 
Preserve himself a parent, (his son’s ills 
Growing to that strange flood,) at last decreed 
To disinherit him. 

1 Avoc. These be strange turns I 

2 Avoc. The young man’s fame was evw fwr and honest. 

Volt, So much more full of danger is his vice. 

That can beguile so under shade of virtue. 

But, as I said, my honour’d sires, his father 
Having this settled purpose, by what means 
To him betray’d, we know not, and this day 
Appointed for the deed; that parricide, 

I cannot style him better, by confederacy 
Preparing uis his paramour to be there. 

Enter’d Volpone’s house, (who was the man. 

Your fatherhoods must understand, design’d 
For the inheritance,) there sought his fauier:— 

But with what purpose sought he him, my lords T 
1 tremble to pronounce it, mat a son 
Unto a father, and to such a fatlier. 

Should have so foul, felonious intent! 

It was to murder him: when being prevented 
"By his more happy absence, what then did he? 

Not check his wiched thoughts; no, now new deed^ 

(Mischief doth never end where it bonns) 

An act of horror, fathers 1 he dragg’d forth 
l^e aged gentleman that had there lain bed>rid 
Three years and more, out of his innocent couch. 

Naked upon the floor, there left him; wounded 
His servant in the face: and, with this strumpet 
The stale to his foned practice, who was glad 
To be BO active,—(I shall here desire 
Your fatherhoods to note but my collectionB, 

As most remarkable,—) thought at once to stop 
His father’s ends, discr^t his free choice 
In the old gentleman, redeem tiiemselves. 

By laying infcuny umn this man. 

To wnom, with bhimnK they should owe their liveiu 

1 Avoc. What proofs uve you of this T 

Bon. Most honoured fathers, * 

•Qe>9 
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I hambly orare there be no credit given 
To this man’s mercenary tongue, 

2 Avoe. Forbear. 

Bon. His soul moves in his fee. 

3 Avoe. O, sir. 

Bon. This fellow. 

For six sols more, would plead against his Maker. 

1 Atioc. You do forget yourself. 

VoU. Nay, nay, grave fathers, 

Let him have scope: can any man imagine 
That he will spare bis accuser, that would not 
Have spared his parent? 

1 Avoe. Well, produce your proofs. 

Cel. I would I could forget I were a creature. 

Foff. Signior Corbaociot iCorbaccio comet fonoari. 

' 4 Avoe. What is he? 

VoU. The father. 

2 Avoe. Has he had an oath T 
Not. Yes. 

Corh. What must I do now T 
Not. Your testimony’s craved. 

Corb. Speak to the knave T 
I’U have my mouth first stopt with earth; my heart 
Abhors his knowledge: I disclaim in him. 

1 Avoe. But for what cause? 

Corb. The mere portent of nature! 

He is an utter stranger to my loins. 

Bon. Have they made you to this ? 

Corb. 1 will not hear thee. 

Monster of men, swine, goal^ wolf, parricide I 
Speak not, thou viper. 

Bon. Sir, I will sit down. 

And rather wish my innocence should suffer, 
ll>an I resist tke authority of a father. 

FoK. Signior Corvinol iCorvino eomea fonoard. 

2 Avoe. This is strange. 

1 Avoe. Who's this? 

NoL The husband. 

4i Avoe. la he sworn? 

Not. He is. 

8 Avoe. Speak, then. 

Corv. This woman, please your fatherhoods, is a whore^ 

Of most hot exercise, more than a portrich. 

Upon record— 

1 Avoe. No more, 

Can. N^hs like a jennet. 

Not. Preserve the honour of tiie court. 

Can. I shall. 

And modesty of your most revwend eats. 
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And yet I hope that I may aay, these eyes 
Have seen her glued unto that piece of cedar. 

That fine well-timber’d gallant; and that here 
The letters may be read, thorough tiie horn. 

That make the story perfect. 

Mos. Excellent 1 sir. 

Com. There is no shame in this now, is there T [Aside to Jfoseo. 
Jfos. None. 

CoTv. Or if I said, I hoped that she were onward 
To her damnation, ii there be a hell 
Greater than whore and woman; a good catholic 
May make the doubt. 

3 Avoe. His grief hath made him frantic. 

1 Avoe. Remove him hence. 

2 Avoe. Look to the woman. [Celia euooiu. 

Corv. Barel 

Prettily feign’d, again! 

4 Avoe. Stand from about her. 

1 Avoe. Give her the air. 

3 Avoe. What can yon say T [To Moaea. 

Moa. My wound. 

May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, received 
tn aid of my good patron, when he mist 
His Bought-for father, when that well-taught dame 
Had her cue given her, to cry out, A rape! 

Bon. O most laid impudence! Fathers— 

3 Avoe. Sir, be silent; 

You hod your hearing fre^ so must they theirs. 

2 Avoe. 1 do begin to doubt the imposture hero. 

4 Avoe. 'This woman has too many moods. 

Volt. Grave fathers. 

She is a creature of a most profest 
And prostituted lewdness. 

Corv. Most impetuous. 

Unsatisfied, grave fathers! 

Volt. May her feignings 

Not take your wisdoms: but this day she brfted 
A stranger, a grave knight, with her loose eyes. 

And more lascivious kisses. This man saw them 
Together on the water, in a gondola. 

Moa. Here is the lady herself, that saw them too; 

Without; who then had in the open stoeets 
Pursued them, but for saving her knight’s honour. 

1 Avoe. Produce that lady. 

2 Avoe. Let her come. 

4 Avoe. These thinj^ 

They strike with wondw. 

3 Avoe. I am turn’d a stone. 


[Exit Moaea. 
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Se-enter Mosoi. viith Lady Woi7U>-bb. 

MO 0 . Be ntolu^ madam. 

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. [Pointing to Odia. 

Out, tiaou camelion harlot I now thine eyas 
Vie tears with the hyeena. Dar’st thou look 
Upon mv wronged face?—I cry your pardons, 

I fear I have for^tingl v transgrest 
Against the dignity of the court— 

2 Avoe. No, madam. 

Lady P. And been exorbitant— 

2 Avoe. You have not, lady. 

4 Avoe. These proofs are strong. 

Lady P. Surely, I had no purpose 
To scandalise your honours, or my sex’s. 

3 Avoe. We do believe it. 

Lady P. Surely, you may believe it. 

2 Avoe. Madam, we do. 

Lady P. Indeed you may; my breeding 
Is not so coarse— 

4 Avoe. We know it. 

Lady P. To offend 

With pertinaoy— 

3 Avoe. Lady— 

Lady P. Such a presence! 

No surely. 

1 Avoe. We well think it. 

Lady P. You may think it. 

1 Avoe. Let her o’ercome. What witnesses have yon 
To make good your report? 

Bon. Our consoiencee. 

Cel. And heaven, that never fails the innocent. 

4 Avoe. These are no testimonies. 

Bon. Not in your courts. 

Where multitude, and clamour overcomes. 

1 Avoe. Nay, then you do wax insolent. 

Re-enter Officers, bearing Yolposm on a amdk. 

YcU. Here, here. 

The testimony comes, that will convince. 

And put to utter dumbness their bold tongues: 

See here, grave fathers, here’s the ravisher, 

!nie rider on men’s wives, the great impostor, 

'The grand voluptuaiy! Do you not think 
^Mse limbs should affect veneryT or these ^yes 
Covet a concubine? pray you mark these hands; 

Are &ey not fit to stwdce a lady’s breasUi?— 

Perhaps he doth dissemble! 
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Ban. So he does. 

Volt. Would you have him tortured? 

J3oi». 1 would have him proved. 

Fott. Best tary him then with goads, or burning irons; 

Put him to the strappado: I have heard 
The rack hath cured the gout; ’faith, give it him. 

And help him of a malady; be courteous, 
m undertake, before these honour’d fathers. 

He shall have yet as many left diseases. 

As she has known adulterers, or thou strumpets.— 

O, my most equal hearers, if these deeds. 

Acts of this bold and moat exorbitant strain. 

May pass with sufferance, what one citizen 
But owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame. 

To him that dares traduce him 7 which of you 
Aro safe, my honour’d fathers? I would ask. 

With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if their plot 
Have any face or colour like to truth ? 

Or if, unto the dullest nostril here. 

It smell not rank, and most abhorred slander ? 

I crave your care of this good gentleman. 

Whose fife is much endanger’d by their fable; 

And as for them, I will conclude with this. 

That vicious persons, when they’re hot and flesh’d 
In impious acts, their constancy abounds: 

Damn’d deeds are done with greatest confidence. 

1 Avoc. T^e them to custray, and sever them. 

2 Avoe. ’Tis pity two such ptwigies should live. 

1 Avoc. Let the old gentleman be return’d wi^ care. 

[Bxeunt Oflieera vrith Volpone. 
I’m sorry our credulity hath wrong’d him. 

4 Avoc. These are two creatures 1 

3 Avoc. I’ve an earthquake in me. 

2 Avoc. Their shame, even in their cradles, fled their faces. 

4 Avoc. You have done a worthy service to the state, sir. 

In their discovera. [To Volt. 

1 Avoe. You shall hear, ere nigjht. 

What punishment the court decrees upon them. 

[Exeunt Avoeat., Not,, and Officers with Bonario and Odia. 
Vdt. We thank your fatherhood.—How like you it? 

Mos. Bare. 

Fd have your tongue, sir, tipt with gold for this; 

Fd have you be the heir to the whole city; 

The earth I’d have want men, ere you want living: ’ 

They’re bound to erect your statue in St. Mark’s. 

Signior Oorvino, I would have you go 
And shew yourself, that yon have conquer’d. 

Con. Yes. 

Mos. It was much better that yon should profess 
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Yoonelf a onokold thus, than that the othw 
Should have been piotmL 
Corv. Nay, I oonauler’d that: 

Now it is her fault, 

Moa. Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True; 1 do doubt this advocate still. 

Moa. rfaith 

Tou need not, 1 dare ease you of that oare. 

Corv. I trust thee, Mosoa. [Exit, 

Moa. As your own soul, sir. 

Corh. Mosoa! 

Moa. Now for your business, sir. 

Corh. How! have you businessf 
Moa. Yes, your’s, sir. 

Corb. O, none elseT 
Moa. None else, not L 
Corb, Be careful, then. 

Moa. Best you with both your eyes, nr. 

Corh, Dispatch it. 

Moa. Instantly. 

Corh. And look that all. 

Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, mon^. 

Household stuff, bedmng, curtains. 

Moa. Curtain-rings, sir: 

Oi^ the advocate’s fee must be deducted. 

Corh. m pay him now; you’ll be too prodigaL 
Moa. Sir, 1 must tender it. 

Corb. Two ohequines is welL 
Moa. No, six, sir. 

Corh. ’Tis too much. 

Moa. He talk’d a grmt while; 

You must consider that, sir. 

Corb. Well, there’s th roe 
Moa. I’ll give it him- 

Corb. Do so, and there’s for thee. [BxU. 

Moa. Bountiful bones! What horrid strange offence 
Did he commit ’gainst natiire, in his youth. 

Worthy this amt [Astde.]—^Yousee, sir, [fe> Vott.] how I work 
Unto your enu: t^e you no notice. 

Fott. No, 

ril leave you. [£xtl. 

Moa. All is yours, tiie devil and all: 

Good advocate!—Madam, I’ll bring you home. 

' Lady P. No, I’ll go see your patron. 

Moa. That you shall not: 
rU teO you wny. My purpose is to urge 
My patron to r«orm his Will; wid for 
The seal you have shewn to-day, whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you shall be now 
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Put in the firat: whieh would eppeer oe begg'd. 
If TOu were pmeut. ^erefore— 
ladjf P. You ehell ewey meL 


[Xzeimt. 



ACT V 

8CENB I. — A Room in VOLPOifx’s Hntue. 

Enter Votf onb. 

Volp. Well, I sm here, and all this brunt is past, 

1 ne’er was in dislike my disguise 

Till this fled moment: here ^was good, in private; 

But in your publio,—case whilst 1 breathe. 

’Fore God. my left leg ’gan to have the cramp. 

And 1 apprehended straight some power had struck mo 
With a dead palsy: Weill I most Iw merry. 

And shake it off. A many of these fears 
Would put me into some villainous disease. 

Should they come thick upon me; I’ll prevent 'em. 

Give me a Imwl of lusty wine, to fright 

This humour from my heart. [Drinke.^ —Hum. hum, hum I 

'Tis almost gone alreMy; I shall conquer. 

Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery. 

That would possees me with a violent laugiiter. 

Would make me up again. [Drinks again.'] —So, so, so, sol 
This heat is life; ’Us blood by this time:—Mosca! 

Enter \loscs.. 

Mos. How now, sir? does the day look clear again? 

Are we recover’d, and wrought out of error. 

Into our way, to see our path before us ? 

Zs our trade free onoe more? 

'Volp. Exquinte Moscal 

Mos. Wae it not carried learnedly t 

Volp. And stoutly: 

Good wits are greateet in extremities. 

^cw. It were a folly beyond thought, to trust 
Any grand act unto a cowardly spirit; 

You are oot taken with it enough, methinks. 

Volp. O, more than if I had enjoy'd the wench: 

TDie pleasure of all woman-kind's not like it. 

Mos. Why now yon spesk, sir. We must here be fix'd; 
Here wv must rest; this is our master-pieoe; 

We oeanot think to go beyond this. 

Volp. True, 

nioa hast play’d thy ^iae^ my precious Mosoa. 

Mos. Nay, 

Ta gnU the ooort^ 
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Mo». And hearing of the oonaultation had. 

So latety, for your health, ia come to offer. 

Or rather, air, to proeritute— 

Con. ^anks, sweet Moaca. 

Moa. Freely, unaek’d, or unintreated— 

Con. Well. 

Mo». As the true fervent instance of his love. 

His own most fair and proper wife; the beauty, 

Oi^ of price in Venice— 

Corv. 'TIs well urged. 

Mos. To be your comfortrees, and to preserve you. 
Volp. Alas, I am past, already! Pray you, thank him 
For hu gpod care and promptness: but for that, 

*Tis a vain labour e’en to fight ’gainst heaven; 

^plying fire to stone—uh, uh, uh, uh! [coughing.'\ 

Makii^ a dead leaf grow again. I take 

His wishes gently, though; and you may tell him. 

What 1 have done for him: many, my state is hopeless. 
Will him to pray for me; and to use Im fortune 
With reverence, when he comes to’t. 

Moa. Do you hear, sirT 
Go to him with your wife. 

Con. Heart of my father! 

Wilt thou persist thus ? come, I pray thee, come. 

Thou seest ’tis nothing, Celia. By this hand, 

I shall grow violent. Come, do’t, I say. 

CeL Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down poison, 

Elat burning coals, do any thing.— 

Con. Be damn’d I 

Heart, 1 will drag thee hence, home, by the hair; 

Cry thee a strumpet through the streete; rip up 
Thy mouth unto thine ears; and slit thy nose. 

Like a raw rochet!—Do not tempt me; come. 

Yield, I am loth—^Deathl I will buy some slave 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 

And at my window hang von forth, devising 
Some monstrous crime, which L in capital letters, 
eat into thy flesh with aquafortis. 

And burning corsives, on this stubborn breast. 

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed. I’ll do itl 

Cd. Sir, what yon please, yon may, I am your martyr. 
Con. Be not thus obatina^ 1 have not deserved it: 
Think wrho it is intreats yon. ’Prithee, sweet;— 

Good faith, thou shalt have jirwels, gowns, attires. 

What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go Iriaa him. 

Or touch him, but. For my sake.—At my suit.— 

This once.—^Nol notl I shall remember tfiis. 

Will yon disgrace me thus? Do you thirst my undmngt 
Moa. Nay, gmtle lady, be advteed. 
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Con. No, no. 

She has watch’d her time. Ods preoioua, this is soorvy, 

’Tia very aourvy; and you are— 

Ifoa. Nay, air. 

Con. An arrant locust, by heaven, a locust! 

Whore, crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared. 

Expecting how thou’lt bid them flow— 

Iloa. Nay, ’pnty you, airl 
She will consider. 

Cd. Would my life would serve 
To satisfy— 

Con. S’death I if she would but speak to him. 

And save my reputation, it were somewhat; 

But spightfully to affect my utter ruin I 

Moa. Ay, now you have put your fortune in her hands. 

Why i’faiw, it is her modesty, I must quit her. 

If you were absent, she would be more coming; 

I know it: and dara undertake for her. 

What woman can before her husband? ’pray you. 

Let us depart, and leave her here. 

Con. Sweet Celia, 

Ihou may’st redeem all, yet; I’ll say no mote: 

If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there. 

[iSAuto tlU door, and exit with Moaca. 
Cd. O Qod, and his good angels! whither, whither. 

Is shame fled human breasts? that with such ease, 

Men dare put off your honours, and their own? 

Is that, which ever was a cause of life. 

Now placed beneath the basest circumstance. 

And modesty an exile made, for money ? 

Vo^p. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth-fed minds, 

[Leaping from hia couch. 
That never tasted the true heaven of love. 

Assure thee, Gelia^ he that would sell thee. 

Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain. 

He would have smd W part of Paradise 
For ready money, had he met a cope-man. 

Why art thou mazed to see me thus revived ? 

Bather applaud thy beauty’s miracle; 

’Tis thy amt work: that hath, not now alone. 

But sundry times raised me, in sevei^ shapes. 

And, but this morning, like a mountebank. 

To we thee at thy wmdow: ay, before 
I would have left n^ practice, for thy love. 

In vamng flgures, I would have contended 
.. With &e blue Proteus, or the homed flood. 

Now art thou welcome. 

Cd. Sirl 

VcHp. Nay, fly me not. 
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Nor let thy falsa imagiaation 

That I was bed-rid, make ^ee think I am so: 

Thou shalt not find it. 1 am, now, aa fresh. 

As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight. 

As when, in tJiat so celebrated scene. 

At recitation of our comedy. 

For entertainment of the great Valois, 

I acted young Antinous; and attract^ 

The ^es and ears of all the ladies present. 

To admire each graceful gestiue, note, and footing. 

Come, my Celia, let us prove. 

While we can, the sports of love. 

Time will not be ours for ever. 

He, at length, our good will sever; 

Spend not then his gifts in vain; 

Suns, that set, may rise again; 

But if once we lose this light, 

’Tis with us perpetual night. 

Why should we defer our joys ? 

Fame and rumour are but toys. 

Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies T 
Or his easier ears beguile. 

Thus removed by our wile T— 

’Tis no sin love’s fruits to steal: 

But the sweet thefts to reveal; 

To be taken, to be seen. 

These have crimes accounted been. 

Cd. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike 
This my offending facet 

Foto. Why droops my Celia T 
Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found 
A worthy lover: use tiiy fortune well. 

With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold. 

What thou art queen of; not in expectation. 

As I feed others: but possess’d ana crown’d. 

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each, more orient 
Than that the brave Egyptian queen caroused: 
Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle. 

May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark; 

A diamond, would have bought Lollia PauUna, 

When she came in like star-light, hid with jewels. 
That were the spoils of provinces; take these. 

And wear, and lose them: yet remains an ear-ring 
To purchase them again, and this whole state. 

A gem but worth a private patrimony. 

Is nothing: we will eat such at a meaL 
The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales. 
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The brains of peaoooks, and of estriohes, 

Shall be our food: eaxd, could we get the phoenix, 

Though nature lost her kind, she were our dish. 

Cd. Good sir, these things might move a mind affected 
With su(^ delights; but I, whose innocence 
Is all I can th^ wealthy, or worth th* enjoying. 

And which, once lost, I have nought to lose b^ond it. 
Cannot be taken with these sensual baits: 

If you have conscience— 

Volp. 'Tis the beggar’s virtue; 

If thou hast wisdom, hear me, Oelia. 
l^y baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, 

Somt of roses, and of violets, 

Ihe milk of uniooma, and panthers’ breath 
Gather’d in ban, and mixt with Cretan wines. 

Our drink shall be prepared gold and amber; 

Which we will take, until mv roof whirl rouiid 
With the vertigo: and my awarf shall danoe. 

My eunuch siag, my fool nu&e up the antic, 

'V^ilst we, in Ranged shapes, act Ovid’s tales. 

Thou, like Europa now, and 1 like Jove, 

'Then I like Mars, and thou like Ehycine: 

So, of the rest, till we have quite run through. 

And wearied all the fables of the gods. 

Then will I have thee in more mcmern forms. 

Attired like some sprightly dame of France, 

Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanish beauty; 

Sometimes, unto &e Persian sophy’s wife; 

Or the grand aignior’s miatresa; and, for ehange, 

To one of our most artful courtezans. 

Or some quick Negro, or eold Russian; 

And 1 will meet thee in as many sha^: 

Where we may so transfuse our wandering souls 
Out at our lips, and score up sums of pleasures, 

That the curious shaU not know 
How to tell them as they flow; 

And the envious, when they And 
What thmr number is, be pined. 

Cal. If you have ears that will be pierced—or mms 
That can be open’d—a heut that may be touch’d— 

Or any part that yet sounds man about you— 

If you uve touch of holy saints—or heaven— 

Do me the grace to let me ’scape—if not, 

Be bountifcu and kill me. You do know, 

I am a creature, hither Ul beteay’d, 

5 y one^ whose shame I would forgrt it were: 

yep will deign me neither of these graces, 

Yw feed your wrath, sir, rather than your lust, 
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(It is a Tioe oomes neazer manliness,) 

And punish that unhappy crime of nature^ 

Whion you misoall my beauty: flay my face. 

Or poison it with ointments, for seducing 
Your blood to this rebellion. Rub thmo hands. 

With what may cause an eating leprosy. 

E’en to my bones and marrow: any thing. 

That may disfavour me, save in my honour— 

And I wrill kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thousand hourly vows, sir, for your health; 

Report, and think you virtuous— 

Volp. Think me cold. 

Frozen and impotent, and so report me? 
lliat I had Nestor’s hernia, thou wouldst think. 

I do degenerate, and abuse my nation, 

To play with opportunity thus long; 

I should have done the act, and then have parley’d. 

Yield, or I’ll force thee. [Seitea Ker. 

Cd. 01 justOodl 
Yolp. In vain— 

Bon. [rushing »n.] Forbear, foul ravisher, libidinous swine I 
Free the forced lady, or thou diest, impostor. 

But that I’m loth to snatch thy punishment 
Out of the hand of justice, thou shouldst, yet. 

Be made the timely sacriflce of vengeance. 

Before this altar, and this dross, thy idol.— 

Lady, let’s quit the place, it is the den 
O^ villainy; fear nought, you have a guard: 

And he, ere long, shall meet his just reward. 

[Exeunt Bon. and Cel. 

Volp. Fall on mo, roof, and bury me in min I 
Become my grave, that wert my shelter 1 OI 
I am unmask’d, unspirited, undone. 

Betray’d to be^ary, to infamy— 

Enter Mosca, xoounded and Heeding. 

Moa. Where shall I run, most wretched shame of men. 

To beat out my unlucky brains? 

Vatp. Here, hoe. 

What! dost thou bleed? 

Jfos. O that his well-driv’n sword 
Had been so courteous to have cleft me down 
Unto the navel, ere I lived to see 

life, my hopes, my spirits, my patron, all 
Thus desMtately engaged, by my errorl 
Vedp. Woe on thy fortnnel 
Moa. And my fouies, sir. 

Yelp. Hiou hast made me miserable^ 

Moa. And myself, air. 
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Wbo woald have thought he would have hearken’d soT 
Volp. What shall we do? 

Mo9. I know not; if my heart 
Could expiate the misohanoe. I’d pluck it out. 

Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my throat T 
And I’ll requite you, sir. Let’s die like Romans, 

Since we ^ve lived like Grecians. [Knocking mthin, 

Votp. Harkl who’s there T 
I hear some footing; officers, the saffi. 

Come to apprehend lul I do feel the brand 
Hissing already at my forehead; now. 

Mine ears are Mring. 

Mos. To your couch, sir, you. 

Make that place good, however. [Voljtonc lies down, aa before,'] 
—Guilty men 

Suspect what they deserve still. 

Enter Cobba.ccio. 

Signior Gorbaccio! 

Corh. Why, how now, Mosca? 

Jloa. O, undone, amazed, sir. 

Your son, I know not by what accident, 

Acquaint^ with your purpose to my patron. 

Touching your Will, and making him your heir. 

Enter’d our house with violence, his sword drawn 
Sought for you, call’d you wretch, unnatural, 

. Vow’d he would kill you. 

Coib. Mel 

Moa. Yes, and my patron. 

Corb, This act shall disinherit him indeed; 

Here is the Will. 

Moa. ’Tis well, sir. 

Corb. Right and well: 

Be you as careful now for me. 

Enter Voltobk, behind. 

. Moa. My life, sir. 

Is not more tender’d; I am only yours. 

Corb. How does he t will ho die shortly, think’st thou T 
Jfos. I fear 
He’ll outlast May. 

Corb. To-day T 

Jfos. No, last out May, sir. 

Corb. Gould’st thou not give him a dram? 

Moa. O, by no means, sir. 

Corb. Nay, Pll not bid yom 

Foft. [coming forward.] This is a knave, I see. 

Jfos. [aeeing VoUore.] Howl signior Voltorel did he hoar mef 
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VdU. Paradtel 

Mot. Who’s that?—O, sir, most timely welcome— 
FoZt. Soaroe, 

To the discoveiy of your tricks, I fear. 

You are his, ordy f and mine also, are you not? 

Mot. Who T I, sir T 
Volt. You, sir. What device is this 
About a Will T 
Mot. A plot for you, sir. 

VoU. Come, 

Put not your foists upon me; I shall scent them. 
Mot. Did you not hear it? 

Volt. Yes, I hear Corbaocio 
Hath made your patron there his heir. 

Mot. ’Tis true. 

By my device, drawn to it by my plot. 

With nope— 

VoU. Your patron should reciprocate? 

And you have promised T 

Mot. For your good, I did, sir. 

Nay, mote, I told his son, brought, hid him here. 
Where he might hear his father pass the deed: 

Being persuaded to it by this thought, sir. 

That the unnaturalness, first, of the act. 

And tlien his father’s oft disclaiming in him, 

(Which 1 did mean t’help on,) would sure enrage him 
To do some violence upon his parent. 

On which the law should take sufficient hold. 

And you be stated in a double hope: 

Truth be my comfort, and my conscience. 

My only aim was to dig you a fortune 
Out of these two old rotten sepulchres— 

VoU. I cry thee mercy, Mosca. 

Mot. Worth your patience. 

And vow great merit, sir. And see the change] 

Foib. Why, what success T 

Mot. Most hapless I you must help, sir. 

Whilst we expected the old raven, in comes 
Corvino’s wife, sent hither by her husband— 

VoU. Whah with a present? 

Mot. No, sir, on vimtation; 

(PU tell you how anon;) and staying long. 

The youth he mows impatient, rushes forth, 

Sdz^ the lady, wounds me, makes her swear 
(Or he would murder her, that was his vow) 

To affirm my patron to have done hm rape: 

Which how unlike it b, yon seel and hence. 

With that pretext he’s gone, to accuse his father. 
Defame my patron, defeat you— 
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FoB. Where is her hnsbandT 
Let him be sent for straiahh 
Moa. Sir, I’ll go fetoh him. 

Veit. Briiu hm to the Soratineo. 

Moa. Sir, I 

VaU. This must be stopt. 

Moa. O you do nobly, sir. 

Alas, ’twas labour’d all, sir, for your good; 

Nor was there vant of counsel in the plot: 

But fortune can, at any time, o’erthrow 
The projects of a huutued learned clerks, sir. 

Corb. [liatening.'] What’s tiiatT 

Foil. Will’t please you, sir, to to along? 

[Exit Corbaecio, fcilowed by Vcitora. 
Moa. Patron, go in, and pray for our success. 

Fo^. [rwtn^ fiom hia cottcA.] Need makes devotion: heaven 
your labour bless 1 [Extant. 


ACT IV 

SCENE 1.—A Street. 

Enter Sir PounoK Wouu>-bs and PEBBOBniB. 

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you see 
W^t observation is! You mention’d me 
For some instructions: I will tell you, sir, 

(Since we are met here in this hei^t of Venice,) 

Some few particulars I have set down. 

Only for this meridian, fit to be known 
Of your crude traveller; and they are these. 

I vrill not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes. 

For ^ey are old. 

Per. Sir, I have better. 

Sir P. Pardon, 

I meant, as th^ are themes. 

Per. O, sir, proceed: 
ril sland« you no more of wit, good sir. 

Sir P. First, for your garb, it must be grave and serious. 
Very reserv’d and lock’d; not tell a secret 
On any terms, not to your father; scarce 
A fable, but with caution: make sure choice 
Both of your company, and discourse; beware 
You .never speak a truth— 

Per. How! 

SirP. Not to strangers. 

For those be th^ you must converse with most; 

OthoB I would not know, sir, but at distance. 

So as I still might be a saver in them: 
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You diall have tricks else past upon you hourly. 

And then, for your religion, profess none. 

But wonder at the diversity, of all: 

And, for your part, protest^ were there no other 
But simply the laws o* the land, you could content yon, 

Nio. Macl^vel, and Monsieur Bodin, both 
Were of this mind. Then must you learn the use 
And hnndling of your silver fork at meals. 

The metal of your glass; (these are main matters 
With your Ita^n;) and to know the hour 
When you must eat your melons, and your figs. 

Per. Is that a point of state too T 
Sir P. Here it is: 

For your Venetian, if he see a man 
Preposterous in the least, he has him straight; 

He nas; he strips him. I’ll acquaint you, sir, 

I now have lived here, ’tis some fourteen months 
Within the first wedr of my landing here. 

All took me for a citizen of Venice, 

I knew the forms so well— 

Per. And nothing else. [Aaide, 

Sir P. I had read Contarene, took me a houses 
Dealt with my Jews to furnish it with moveables— 

WeU, if I could but find one man, one man 
To mine own heart, whom I durst trust, I would— 

Per. What, what, sir t 

Sir P. Make him rich; make him a fortune: 

He ehould not think again. I would command it. 

Per. As bowT 

Sir P. With certain projects that I have; 

Which I may not discover. 

Per. H I had 

But one to wager with, I would lay odds now. 

He tells me instantly. [Aside. 

Sir P. One is, and that 

I care not greatly who knows, to serve the state 
Of Venice with xw herrings for three years. 

And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 

Where I have correspondence. There’s a letter, 
l^nt me from one o’ the states, and to that purpose: 

He cannot write his name, but that’s his mark. 

Per. He is a chandler? 

Sir P. No, a cheesemongw. 

There awe some others too with whom I treat 
About the same negooiation; 

And I will undertahe it: for, ’tis thus. 
rU do’t with ease, I have east it ail: Your hoy 
Carries but three men in her, and a boy; 

And she shall make me three returns a year: 
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So, if Hiere oome but one of three, I save; 

If two, I oan defaik:—^but thia ie now. 

If my main project fail. 

Per. Then you have others T 
Sir P. I should be loth to draw the subtle air 
Of such a place, without my thousand aims. 
rU not dissemble, sir: where’er I oome, 

I love to be oonsiderative; and ’tis true, 

I have at my free hours thought upon 
Some certain goods unto the state of Venice, 

Which I do oul my Cautiona; and, sir, which 
1 mean, in hope of pension, to propound 
To the Great Ciounoil, then unto the Forty, 

So to the Ten. Biy means are made already— 

Per. By whom T 

Sir P. Sir, one that, though his place be obscure. 

Yet he can away, and they will hear him. He’s 
A commandador. 

Per. What I a common serjeantT 

Sir P. Sir, such as they are, put it in their months. 

What they should say, sometiiuos,; os well os greater: 

1 think 1 have my notes to shew you— [SearcAing hia pockela. 
Per. Good sir. 

Sir P. But you shall swear unto me, on your gentry. 

Not to anticipate— 

Per. I, sirl 
Sir P. Nor reveal 

A circumstance—My paper is not with me. 

Per. O, but you can remember, sir. 

Sir P. My first is 

Cionoerning tinder-boxes. You must know. 

No family is here without its box. 

Now, sir, it being so portable a thing. 

Put case, that you or I were ill affected 
Unto the state, sir; with it in our pockets. 

Might not 1 go into the Arsenal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiser? 

Per. Except yourself, sir. 

Sir P. Go to, then. I therefore 
Advertise to the state, how fit it were. 

That none but such as were known patriots, 

Sound lovers of their country, should be suffer'd 
To enjoy them in their houses; and even those 
at some offii^ and at such a bigness 
As might not lurk in pockets. 

Per. Admirable! 

Sir P. My next is. how to enquire, and be resolv’d. 

By present demonstration, whether a ship. 

Newly arrived from Soria, or from 
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Any anapeoted part of all tiie Levant, 

Be guilty of the ;^gae: and whwe they nae' 

To ue out forty, shy daya, aometimea. 

About the Luaucetto, for their trial; 

1'U aave that charge and loaa unto the merchant^ 

And in an hour clear the doubt. 

Per. Indeed, airl 
Sir P. Or—I will lose my labour. 

Per. ’My faith, that’s much. 

5«r P. Nay, mr, conceive me. It will coat me in onioned 
Some tiiirty livres— 

Per. Wmch ia one pound sterling. 

Sir P. Beside my water>works: for this I do, sir 
First, I bring in your ship ’twizt two brick walls; 

But those the state shall venture: On the one 
I strain me a fair tarpauling, and in that 
I stack my onions, out in halves: the other 
la full of lo<m-holes, out at which I thrust 
The noses of my bellows; and those bellows 
1 keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion, 

Whion is the easiest matter of a hundred. 

Now, air, your onion, which doth naturally 
Attract the infection, and your bellows blowing 
The idr upon him, will show, instantly. 

By his changed colour, if there be contagion; 

Or else remain as fair aa at the first, 

—Now it is known, ’tia nothing. 

Per. You are right, air. 

Sir P. I would 1 had my note. 

Per. ’Faith, so would I: 

But yon have done well for once, sir. 

Sir P. Were I false. 

Or would be made so, I could shew yon reasons 
How I could sell this state now to the Turk, 

Spite of tbrtr gallies, or their— lExamininy hia pevptra. 

Per. Prey you, sir Pol. 

Sir P. I nave them not about me. 

Per. That I fear’d: 

Ihe^ are there, sir. 

sir P. No, this' is my diary, 

Whermn I note mv aotaons of the day. 

Per. Pray you, let’s see, sir. What ia here? Notandum, [Beads. 
A rat had gnawn my ajmr-leathera; notunthatanding, 

I put on new, and aid go forth: hid firal 
I threw three beana over the threshold. Item, 

/ loeat and bought two tooth-pieka, whereof one 

I hurst immediatdy, in a discourse 

With a Dutch menhant, 'bout ragion dd Stato. 

From him I went and paid a moednigo 
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For pieeing my sUk atockinga; by (he way 
I cheapen'd aprata; and at St. MarVa I nrined. 

’Faith these are politic notes I 
Sir P. Sir, 1 do slip 

No action of my life, but thus I quote it. 

Per. Believe me, it is wise I 
Sir P. Nay, air, read forth. 

Enter, at a diatance. Lady PorjncK Would-bk, Naho, and 
(tuo \Vaiting-women. 

Lady P. Where should this loose knight be, trowT sure 
he’s housed. 

Nan. Why, then he’s fast: 

Lady P. Ay, he pleye both with me. 

I pray you stay. This heat will do more harm 
To my complexion, than his heart is worth. 

(1 do not care to hinder, but to take him.) 

How it comes off! [^Rvbbing her eheeka. 

1 Worn. My master’s yonder. 

Lady P. Where? 

2 Worn. With a young gentleman. 

Lady P. That same’s the party; 

In man’s apparel! ’Pray you, sir, jog my knight: 

I will be tender to his reputation. 

However he demerit 

Sir P. [aeeing her.'l My lady! 

Per. Where? 

Sir P. ’Tis she indeed, sir; yon shall know her. She is. 
Were she not mine, a lady of that merit. 

For fashion and behaviour; and for beauty 
I durst compare— 

Per. It seems you are not jealous. 

That dare commend her. 

Sir P. Nay, and for discourse— 

Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss that 
Sir P. [introducing Per.] Madam, 

Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him fairly; 

He seems a youth, but he is— 

Lady P. None. 

Sir P. Yes, one 

Has put his face as soon into the world— 

Lady P. You mean, as early ? but to-day ? 

Sir P. How’s this? 

Lady P. Why, in this habit, sir; you apprehend me:— 

Well, master Would-be, this doth not become you; 

I had thought the odour, sir, of yeur good name 
Had been more precious to you; that you would not 
Have done this mre massacre on your honour; 

One of your gravity and rank besides! 
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Bat knights, 1 see, care little for the oath 
They make to ladies; chiefly, their own ladies. 

Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knightliood,— 
Per. Lord, how his brain is hambled for an oathl [Aside. 
Sir P. I reach you not. 

Lady P. Right, sir, your policy 

May bear it through thus.—Sir, a word with you. [To Per. 
I would be loth to contest publicly 
With any gentlewoman, or to seem 
IVoward, or violent, as the courtier says; 

It comes too near rusticitv in a lady. 

Which I would shun by all means: and however 
I may deserve from master Would-be, yet 
T’have one fair gentlewoman thus be made 
The unkind instrument to wrong another. 

And one she knows not, ay, and to per.s6ver: 

In my poor judgment, is not warranted 
From being a solecism in our sex. 

If not in manners. 

Per. How is this! 

Sir P. Sweet madam. 

Come nearer to your aim. 

Lady P. Marry, and muH. sir. 

Since you provoke me with your im]mdenco. 

And laughter of your light land-syren here. 

Your Sporus, your hermaphrodite— 

Per. What’s here? 

Poetic fury, and historic storms! 

Sir P. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth. 

And of our nation. 

Lady P. Ay, your White-friars nation. 

Come, I blush for you, master Would-be, I; 

And am osham’d you should have no more forehead. 

Than thus to be the patron, or St. George, 

To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice, 

A female devil, in a male outside. 

Sir P. Nay, 

An you be such a one, I must bid adieu 

To your delights. The case ax>peara too liquid. [Exit. 

Lady P. Ay, you may carry’t clear, with your state-face!— 
But for your carnival concupiscence. 

Who here is fled for liberty of conscience, 

IVom furious persecution of the marshal. 

Her will I dis’ple. 

Per. This is fine, i’faith! 

And do you use this often f Is this part 
Of your wit’s exercise, ’gainst you have occasion ? 

Ma^m— 

Lady P. Go to, sir. 
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Per. Do you hear me, lady T 
Why, if ^our knight have you to ben shirta^ 

Or to invite me home, you might have done it 
A neam by far. 

Lady P. This cannot work you 
Out of my snare. 

Per. Why, am I in it, then? 

Indeed your husband told me you were fair. 

And so you are; only your nose inclines. 

That side that’s next the sun, to the queen-apple. 

Lady P. This cannot be endur’d by any patience. 

Evter Mosoa. 

Moa. What is the matter, madam? 

Lady P. If the senate 

Right not my quest in this, I will protest them 
To all the world, no aristocracy. 

Moe. What is the injury, lady ? 

Lady P. Why, the callet 
You told me ot, here 1 have ta’en disguised. 

Moa. Who? this! what means your ladyship? the creature 
I mention’d to you is apprehended now. 

Before the senate; you wall see her— 

Lady P. Where? 

Moa. I’ll bring jrou to her. This young gentleman, 

I saw him land this morning at the port. 

Lady P. Is’t possible 1 how has my judgment wander’d? 

Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, I have err’d; 

And plead your pardon. 

Per. What, more changes yeti 

Lady P. I hope you have not the malice to remember 
A gentlewoman’s passion. If you stay 
In Venice here, please you to use me, ur— 

If os. Will you go, madam ? 

Lady P. ’Pray you, sir, use me; in faith. 

The more you see me, the more I shall conceive 
You have forrot our quarrd. 

lExeunt Lady Wmdd-be, Moaca, Nano, and Waiting-women. 
Per. This is tarel 

Sir FoUtiok Would-be? no; sir Politick Bawd, 

To bring me thus acquaint^ with his wifel 
Well, wm sir Pol, since yon have practised tiius 
I^n my freshman-ship, Fll try your salt-head. 

What proof it is against a counter-plot. lExiL 

SCENE! II .—The Seruiineo, or Senate-ffouae. 

Enter Voltobb, Cobbaocio, Gobviko, and Mosca. 

VoU, Well, now you know the carriage of the baamess. 

Your constancy is all that is reqvdred 
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Unto the safety of it. 

Mot. Is the He 

Safely ooavey’d amongst usT is that soroT 
Knows every man his burden T 
Corv. Yes. 

Mot. Then shrink not. 

Corv. But knows the advocate the truth T 
Mot. O, sir, 

^ no means; I devised a formal tale, 

That salv’d your reputation. But be valiant, sir. 

Corv. I fear no one but him, that this his pleading 
Should m^ce him stand tor a co-heir— 

Mot. Co-halter 1 

Hang him; we will but use his tongue, his noissk 
As we do croakers here. 

Corv. Ay, what shall he do T 

Mot. When we have done, you mean T 

Corv. Yes. 

Mot. Why, we’ll think: 

Sell him for mummia; he’s half dust already. 

Do you not smile, [to VoUore.] to see this buflalo. 

How he doth sport it with his head T—1 should. 

If all were well and past. [Atide.] —Sir, [to Corhace,io.'\ only yon 
Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all. 

And these not know for whom they toil. 

Corh. Aj, peace. 

Mot. [turning to Corvino.'\ But you shall eat it. Much I [Atide.'] 
—WorsUpful sir, [to Voltore.J 
Mercury sit upon your thundering tongue. 

Or ^e French Hercules, and make your language 
As conquering as his club, to beat along. 

As witii a tempest, flat, our adversaries; 

But much more yours, sir. 

VoO. Here thqy come, have done. 

Mot. I have another witness, if you need, sir, 

I can produce. 

Volt. Who is it T 
Mot. Sir, 1 have her. 

Enter Avocatori and take their teats, Bowabio, Crt.ta, Notario, 
Commandadori, Saffi, and other Officers of jvetiee, 

1 Avoe. Ihe like of this the senate never heard of. 

2 Avoc. ’Twill come most strange to them when we report ik 
4 Avoe. The gentlewoman has imn ever held 

Of unreproved name. 

Z Avoc. So has the youth. 

4 Avoe. The more unnatural part that of his father. 

2 Avoe. More of the husband. 

1 Avoe. 1 not know to give 
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Hia act a Dftme, it is so monstrous 1 

4 Avoe. But the Impostor, he’s a tiling created 
To exceed example I 

1 Avoc. And all after-times I 

2 Avoe. I never heard a true voluptoary 
Described, but him. 

3 Avoe. Appear yet those were cited T 
Not. All but the old magnifioo, Volpone. 

1 Avoe. Why is not he here? 

Moa. Please your fatherhoods. 

Here is his advocate: himself s so weak. 

So feeble— 

4 Avoc. What are you? 

Bon. His parasite. 

His knave, his pandu: I beseech the court. 

He may be forced to come, that your grave ^es 
bear strong witness of his strange impostures. 

Volt. Upon my fiuth and credit with your virtues. 

He is not able to endure the air. 

2 Avoe. Bring him, however. 

3 Avoe. We ^1 see him. 

4 Avoe. Fetch him. 

VoU. Your fatherhoods’ fit pleasures be ob^d; 

[£xeuni Offieera. 

But sure, the sight will rather move your pities. 

Than indignation. May it please the court. 

In the mean time^ he may be heard in me; 

I know this place most void of prejudice. 

And therefore crave it, since we have no reason 
To fear our truth shoidd hurt our cause. 

3 Avoe. Speak free. 

VoU. Then know, most honour’d fathers, I must now 
Discover to your strangely abused ears. 

The most prodigious and most frontless piece 
Of solid impudence, and treachery. 

That ever vicious nature yet brought forth 
To shame the state of Venice. Thia lewd woman. 

That wants no artificial looks or tears 
To help the vizor she has now put on< 

Hath long been known a close adulteress 
To that lascivious youth there; not suspected, 

1 sav, but known, and taken in the act 
With him; and by this man, the easy husbaud. 

Pardon’d; whose timeless bounty makes him now 
Stand hwe, the most unhappy, iimocent person. 

That ever man’s own goodness made accused. 

For these not knowing how to owe a gift 

Of tiiat dear grace, but witii their shame; being placed 

& above all powers of their gratitude^ 
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to h»te the benefit; and, in place 
Of than^ devise to extirpe the memory 
Of snob an act: wherein 1 pray your fatherhoods 
To observe the malice, yea, the rage of creatures 
Discover’d in their evils; and what heart 
Such take, even firom their crimes:—^but that anon 
Will more appear.—^This gentleman, the father. 

Hiring of this foul fact, with many others. 

Which daily struck at his too tender earn. 

And grieved in nothing more than that he could not 
Preserve himself a parent, (his son’s ills 
Growing to that strange flood,) at last decreed 
To disinherit him. 

1 Avoc. These be strange turns I 

2 Avoc. The young man’s fame was evw fwr and honest. 

Volt, So much more full of danger is his vice. 

That can beguile so under shade of virtue. 

But, as I said, my honour’d sires, his father 
Having this settled purpose, by what means 
To him betray’d, we know not, and this day 
Appointed for the deed; that parricide, 

I cannot style him better, by confederacy 
Preparing uis his paramour to be there. 

Enter’d Volpone’s house, (who was the man. 

Your fatherhoods must understand, design’d 
For the inheritance,) there sought his fauier:— 

But with what purpose sought he him, my lords T 
1 tremble to pronounce it, mat a son 
Unto a father, and to such a fatlier. 

Should have so foul, felonious intent! 

It was to murder him: when being prevented 
"By his more happy absence, what then did he? 

Not check his wiched thoughts; no, now new deed^ 

(Mischief doth never end where it bonns) 

An act of horror, fathers 1 he dragg’d forth 
l^e aged gentleman that had there lain bed>rid 
Three years and more, out of his innocent couch. 

Naked upon the floor, there left him; wounded 
His servant in the face: and, with this strumpet 
The stale to his foned practice, who was glad 
To be BO active,—(I shall here desire 
Your fatherhoods to note but my collectionB, 

As most remarkable,—) thought at once to stop 
His father’s ends, discr^t his free choice 
In the old gentleman, redeem tiiemselves. 

By laying infcuny umn this man. 

To wnom, with bhimnK they should owe their liveiu 

1 Avoc. What proofs uve you of this T 

Bon. Most honoured fathers, * 

•Qe>9 
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I hambly orare there be no credit given 
To this man’s mercenary tongue, 

2 Avoe. Forbear. 

Bon. His soul moves in his fee. 

3 Avoe. O, sir. 

Bon. This fellow. 

For six sols more, would plead against his Maker. 

1 Atioc. You do forget yourself. 

VoU. Nay, nay, grave fathers, 

Let him have scope: can any man imagine 
That he will spare bis accuser, that would not 
Have spared his parent? 

1 Avoe. Well, produce your proofs. 

Cel. I would I could forget I were a creature. 

Foff. Signior Corbaociot iCorbaccio comet fonoari. 

' 4 Avoe. What is he? 

VoU. The father. 

2 Avoe. Has he had an oath T 
Not. Yes. 

Corh. What must I do now T 
Not. Your testimony’s craved. 

Corb. Speak to the knave T 
I’U have my mouth first stopt with earth; my heart 
Abhors his knowledge: I disclaim in him. 

1 Avoe. But for what cause? 

Corb. The mere portent of nature! 

He is an utter stranger to my loins. 

Bon. Have they made you to this ? 

Corb. 1 will not hear thee. 

Monster of men, swine, goal^ wolf, parricide I 
Speak not, thou viper. 

Bon. Sir, I will sit down. 

And rather wish my innocence should suffer, 
ll>an I resist tke authority of a father. 

FoK. Signior Corvinol iCorvino eomea fonoard. 

2 Avoe. This is strange. 

1 Avoe. Who's this? 

NoL The husband. 

4i Avoe. la he sworn? 

Not. He is. 

8 Avoe. Speak, then. 

Corv. This woman, please your fatherhoods, is a whore^ 

Of most hot exercise, more than a portrich. 

Upon record— 

1 Avoe. No more, 

Can. N^hs like a jennet. 

Not. Preserve the honour of tiie court. 

Can. I shall. 

And modesty of your most revwend eats. 
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And yet I hope that I may aay, these eyes 
Have seen her glued unto that piece of cedar. 

That fine well-timber’d gallant; and that here 
The letters may be read, thorough tiie horn. 

That make the story perfect. 

Mos. Excellent 1 sir. 

Com. There is no shame in this now, is there T [Aside to Jfoseo. 
Jfos. None. 

CoTv. Or if I said, I hoped that she were onward 
To her damnation, ii there be a hell 
Greater than whore and woman; a good catholic 
May make the doubt. 

3 Avoe. His grief hath made him frantic. 

1 Avoe. Remove him hence. 

2 Avoe. Look to the woman. [Celia euooiu. 

Corv. Barel 

Prettily feign’d, again! 

4 Avoe. Stand from about her. 

1 Avoe. Give her the air. 

3 Avoe. What can yon say T [To Moaea. 

Moa. My wound. 

May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, received 
tn aid of my good patron, when he mist 
His Bought-for father, when that well-taught dame 
Had her cue given her, to cry out, A rape! 

Bon. O most laid impudence! Fathers— 

3 Avoe. Sir, be silent; 

You hod your hearing fre^ so must they theirs. 

2 Avoe. 1 do begin to doubt the imposture hero. 

4 Avoe. 'This woman has too many moods. 

Volt. Grave fathers. 

She is a creature of a most profest 
And prostituted lewdness. 

Corv. Most impetuous. 

Unsatisfied, grave fathers! 

Volt. May her feignings 

Not take your wisdoms: but this day she brfted 
A stranger, a grave knight, with her loose eyes. 

And more lascivious kisses. This man saw them 
Together on the water, in a gondola. 

Moa. Here is the lady herself, that saw them too; 

Without; who then had in the open stoeets 
Pursued them, but for saving her knight’s honour. 

1 Avoe. Produce that lady. 

2 Avoe. Let her come. 

4 Avoe. These thinj^ 

They strike with wondw. 

3 Avoe. I am turn’d a stone. 


[Exit Moaea. 
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Se-enter Mosoi. viith Lady Woi7U>-bb. 

MO 0 . Be ntolu^ madam. 

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. [Pointing to Odia. 

Out, tiaou camelion harlot I now thine eyas 
Vie tears with the hyeena. Dar’st thou look 
Upon mv wronged face?—I cry your pardons, 

I fear I have for^tingl v transgrest 
Against the dignity of the court— 

2 Avoe. No, madam. 

Lady P. And been exorbitant— 

2 Avoe. You have not, lady. 

4 Avoe. These proofs are strong. 

Lady P. Surely, I had no purpose 
To scandalise your honours, or my sex’s. 

3 Avoe. We do believe it. 

Lady P. Surely, you may believe it. 

2 Avoe. Madam, we do. 

Lady P. Indeed you may; my breeding 
Is not so coarse— 

4 Avoe. We know it. 

Lady P. To offend 

With pertinaoy— 

3 Avoe. Lady— 

Lady P. Such a presence! 

No surely. 

1 Avoe. We well think it. 

Lady P. You may think it. 

1 Avoe. Let her o’ercome. What witnesses have yon 
To make good your report? 

Bon. Our consoiencee. 

Cel. And heaven, that never fails the innocent. 

4 Avoe. These are no testimonies. 

Bon. Not in your courts. 

Where multitude, and clamour overcomes. 

1 Avoe. Nay, then you do wax insolent. 

Re-enter Officers, bearing Yolposm on a amdk. 

YcU. Here, here. 

The testimony comes, that will convince. 

And put to utter dumbness their bold tongues: 

See here, grave fathers, here’s the ravisher, 

!nie rider on men’s wives, the great impostor, 

'The grand voluptuaiy! Do you not think 
^Mse limbs should affect veneryT or these ^yes 
Covet a concubine? pray you mark these hands; 

Are &ey not fit to stwdce a lady’s breasUi?— 

Perhaps he doth dissemble! 
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Ban. So he does. 

Volt. Would you have him tortured? 

J3oi». 1 would have him proved. 

Fott. Best tary him then with goads, or burning irons; 

Put him to the strappado: I have heard 
The rack hath cured the gout; ’faith, give it him. 

And help him of a malady; be courteous, 
m undertake, before these honour’d fathers. 

He shall have yet as many left diseases. 

As she has known adulterers, or thou strumpets.— 

O, my most equal hearers, if these deeds. 

Acts of this bold and moat exorbitant strain. 

May pass with sufferance, what one citizen 
But owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame. 

To him that dares traduce him 7 which of you 
Aro safe, my honour’d fathers? I would ask. 

With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if their plot 
Have any face or colour like to truth ? 

Or if, unto the dullest nostril here. 

It smell not rank, and most abhorred slander ? 

I crave your care of this good gentleman. 

Whose fife is much endanger’d by their fable; 

And as for them, I will conclude with this. 

That vicious persons, when they’re hot and flesh’d 
In impious acts, their constancy abounds: 

Damn’d deeds are done with greatest confidence. 

1 Avoc. T^e them to custray, and sever them. 

2 Avoe. ’Tis pity two such ptwigies should live. 

1 Avoc. Let the old gentleman be return’d wi^ care. 

[Bxeunt Oflieera vrith Volpone. 
I’m sorry our credulity hath wrong’d him. 

4 Avoc. These are two creatures 1 

3 Avoc. I’ve an earthquake in me. 

2 Avoc. Their shame, even in their cradles, fled their faces. 

4 Avoc. You have done a worthy service to the state, sir. 

In their discovera. [To Volt. 

1 Avoe. You shall hear, ere nigjht. 

What punishment the court decrees upon them. 

[Exeunt Avoeat., Not,, and Officers with Bonario and Odia. 
Vdt. We thank your fatherhood.—How like you it? 

Mos. Bare. 

Fd have your tongue, sir, tipt with gold for this; 

Fd have you be the heir to the whole city; 

The earth I’d have want men, ere you want living: ’ 

They’re bound to erect your statue in St. Mark’s. 

Signior Oorvino, I would have you go 
And shew yourself, that yon have conquer’d. 

Con. Yes. 

Mos. It was much better that yon should profess 
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Yoonelf a onokold thus, than that the othw 
Should have been piotmL 
Corv. Nay, I oonauler’d that: 

Now it is her fault, 

Moa. Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True; 1 do doubt this advocate still. 

Moa. rfaith 

Tou need not, 1 dare ease you of that oare. 

Corv. I trust thee, Mosoa. [Exit, 

Moa. As your own soul, sir. 

Corh. Mosoa! 

Moa. Now for your business, sir. 

Corh. How! have you businessf 
Moa. Yes, your’s, sir. 

Corb. O, none elseT 
Moa. None else, not L 
Corb, Be careful, then. 

Moa. Best you with both your eyes, nr. 

Corh, Dispatch it. 

Moa. Instantly. 

Corh. And look that all. 

Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, mon^. 

Household stuff, bedmng, curtains. 

Moa. Curtain-rings, sir: 

Oi^ the advocate’s fee must be deducted. 

Corh. m pay him now; you’ll be too prodigaL 
Moa. Sir, 1 must tender it. 

Corb. Two ohequines is welL 
Moa. No, six, sir. 

Corh. ’Tis too much. 

Moa. He talk’d a grmt while; 

You must consider that, sir. 

Corb. Well, there’s th roe 
Moa. I’ll give it him- 

Corb. Do so, and there’s for thee. [BxU. 

Moa. Bountiful bones! What horrid strange offence 
Did he commit ’gainst natiire, in his youth. 

Worthy this amt [Astde.]—^Yousee, sir, [fe> Vott.] how I work 
Unto your enu: t^e you no notice. 

Fott. No, 

ril leave you. [£xtl. 

Moa. All is yours, tiie devil and all: 

Good advocate!—Madam, I’ll bring you home. 

' Lady P. No, I’ll go see your patron. 

Moa. That you shall not: 
rU teO you wny. My purpose is to urge 
My patron to r«orm his Will; wid for 
The seal you have shewn to-day, whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you shall be now 
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Put in the linit: which would appear os begg'd. 
If you were preaent. 'Dierefore— 

JLody P. You shall sway me. 


ACT V 

SCENE 1 .—A Boom in Volponb’s Bouse. 

Enter Volfone. 

Folp. Well, I am here, and all this brunt is past. 

1 ne’er was in dislike with my disguise 

Till this fled moment: here ’twss good, in private; 

But in your public,—cave whilst I breathe. 

'Fore Qod, my left leg 'gan to have the cramp. 

And 1 apprehended straight some power had struck mo 
With a dead palsy: Well I I must be merry. 

And shake it off. A many of these fears 
Would put me into some villainous disease. 

Should they come thick upon me: I’ll prevent 'em. 

Give me a bowl of lusty wine, to fright 

This humour from my heart. [Drinks.'] —Hum. hum, hum! 

'Tis almost gone alreMy; I shall conquer. 

Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery. 

That would possess me with a violent laughter. 

Would make me up again. [Drinks again.] —So, so, so, sol 
This heat is life; 'tis blood by this time:—Mosca! 

Enter Mosca. 

Mos. How now, sir? does the day look clear again? 

Are we recover’d, and wrought out of error. 

Into our way, to see our pa& before us ? 

Is our trade free once more ? 

Fo!p. Exquisite Mosca! 

Mos. Was it not carried learnedly ? 

Folp. And stoutly: 

Good wits are greatest in extremities. 

Mos. It were a folly besrond thought, to trust 
Any grand act unto a cowardly spirit: 

You are not taken with it enough, methinks. 

Fofp. O, more than if I had enjoy’d the wench: 

The pleasure of all woman-kind’s not like it. 

Mos. Why now you speak, sir. We must here be fix’d; 
Here we must rest; this is our master-piece; 

We cannot think to go beyond this. 

Fofp. True, 

Thou hast play’d thy prize, my precious Mosca. 

Mos. Nay, sir. 

To gull the courtr-~ 
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Fo2p. And quite divert the torrent 
Upon the innocent. 

Moa. Yes, and to make 
80 rare a muaio out of discords— 

Fo/p. Bight. 

miat yet to me’s the strangest, how thou hast borne Itl 
That these, being so divided ’mongst themselves. 
Should not scent somewhat, or in me or thee. 

Or doubt their own aide. 

Moa. True, they will not see’t. 

Too much lif^t bunds them, I think. Each of them 
Is so poBsest and stuft with his own hopes. 

That any thing unto the contrary. 

Never so true, or never so apparent. 

Never so palpable, they will resist it— 

Yoifp. Like a temptation of the deviL 
Moa. Bi^t, sir. 

Merchants may talk of trade, and your great signion 

Of land that yields well; but if Ituy 

Have any glebe more fruitful than mese fellows, 

I am deceiv’d. Did not your advocate rare? 

Fofp. O— My moat honour'd fathara, my yrawfatkera. 
Under correction of your fatkerhooda. 

What face of truth ia here f If theae atramge deeda 
May poM, mod honour'd fathera —I had much ado 
To forbear laughing. 

Moa. It seem’d to me, you sweat, sir. 

Fofp. In troth, 1 did a little. 

Moa. But confess, sir. 

Were you not daunted T 
Fofp. In good faith, I was 
A little in a mist, but not dejected; 

Never, but still my selL 
Moa. I tiiink it, sir. 

Now, so truth help me, I must needs say this, sir. 

And out of consoienoe for your advocate. 

He has taken pains, in faiui, air, and deserv’d. 

In my poor judgment, I spmk it under favour. 

Not to contrary you, air, very richly— 

Well—to be cozen’d. 

Folp. Troth, and I think so too, 

"By titat I heard him, in the latter end. 

Moa. O, but before, air: had you heard him first 
Draw it to oertaia heads, then amravate. 

Then use his vehement figures—-Tlook’d still 
When he would shift a shirt: and, doing this 
Out of pure love, no hope of gain— 

Fofp. ’Tis right. 

I oazmot answer him, Moaco, as I would. 
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Not yet; bat toe thy eake, at thv entrea1y» 

I will begin, even now—to vex them all, 

Thia Teiy instant. 

Moa. Good sir. 

Voip. Call the dwarf 
And eanaoh forth. 

Moa. Castrone, Nanol 

Enter CASTiiosa and NaxtOd 
Nano. Here. 

Folp. Shall we have a jig now? 

Moa. What you please, sir. 

V<^. Go, 

Straight give out about the streets, you two. 

That 1 am dead; do it with oonstanoy. 

Sadly, do you hear? impute it to the grief 
Of this late slander. [Exeunt Coat, and Nano. 

Moa. What do you mean, sir? 

Fofp. O, 

I shall have instantly my Vulture, Crow, 

Raven, come flying mther, on the news. 

To pet^ for carrion, my she-wolf, and aJl, 

Greray, and full of expectation— 

Moa. And then to have it ravish’d from their mouths! 

Fo^. ’Tis true. I will have thee put on a gown. 

And take upon thee, as thou wert mine heir: 

Shew them a will: Open that chest, and reach 
Forth one of those that has the blanks; I’ll straight 
Put in thy name. 

Jfos. It will be rare, sir. [Oivea him a paper. 

Yolp. Ay, 

When they ev’n gape, and find themselves deluded— 

Moa. Yea. 

Voip. And thou use them scurvily I 
Dispatch, get on thy gown. 

Moa. [putting on a gown.'] But what, sir, if they aglr 
After the body? 

Folp. Say, it was corrupted. 

Moa. rU say, it stunk, sir; and was fain to have it 
Coffin’d cm instantly, and sent away. 

Fo^ Any thing; what thou wilt. Hold, here’s my wilL 
Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink. 

Papers afore thee; sit as thou wwt taking 
An inventory of parods: I’ll get up 
Behind the curtain, on a stool, and hsMken; 

Smnetime peep over, see how they do look, 

iWHh what degrees their blood doth leave their facesb 

O, ’twill afford me a sere meal of laughtefl 
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Mot. [vuUing on a cap, and stiting out the table, etc.] Your 
advocate will turn stark dull upon it. 

Folp, It will take off his oratory’s Mge. 

Mot. But your olarissimo, old round-back, he 
Will crump you like a hog-louse, with the touch. 

Volp. And what Corvino 1 
Mot. O, sir, look for him. 

To-morrow morning, with a rope and dagger. 

To visit all the streets; he must run mad. 

My lady too, that came into the court. 

To bear false witness for your worship— 

Volp. Yea, 

And kiss’d me ’fore the fathers, when my face 
Flow’d all with oils. 

Mot. And sweat, sir. Why, your gold 
Is such another med’oine, it dries up 
All those offensive savours: it transforms 
The most deformed, and restores them lovely. 

As ’twere the strange poetical girdle. Jove 
Could not invent t’ himself a shroud more subtle 
To pass Aorisitts’ guards. It is the thing 
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty^ 

Volp. I think she loves me. 

Mot. WhoT tlie lady, sir? 

She’s jealous of you. 

Volp. Dost thou say so? lETuxting within. 

Mot. Hark, 

There’s some already. 

Volp. Look. 

Mot. It is the Vulture; 

He has the quickest scent. 

Volp. I’ll to my place. 

Thou to thy posture. [Coes hMnd the curtain. 

Mot. I am set. 

Folp. But, Moeoa, 

Play the artMcer now, torture them rarely. 

Enter Voltobx. 

Volt. How now, my Mos<»T 

Mot. [writing.] Turkey carpelt, nine— 

Volt. Tidung an inventory 1 that is welL 
Mos. Two tuita of bedding, Uesue — 

Volt. Where’s the Will? 

Let me read that the whOa 

Enter Servants, with Cobbaccko in a chair. 

Coib. So, set me down. 

And mt you home. 

Fob. Is he come now, to trouble nal 


lExeunt Senantt. 
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Mocu (V doA ofgotd, tioo more^ 

Corb. u it done, MooonT 
Mos. Of several velvets eight-^ 

VoU. I like his care. 

Corb. Dost thou not hearT 

Enter CJobvtho. 

Cotb. Hal is the hour come, Moeoa. 

FoZp. {peeping over the euriatn.] Ay, now they muster. 

Corn, ^^at does the advocate here. 

Or this Corbaccio T 

Corb. What do these hereT 

Enter Lady Pol. Wouim-sa. 

Lady P. Moscal 
Is his thread spun? 

Mos. EigM chests of linen — 

Folp. O, 

My fine dame Would-be, tool 
Corv. Mosoa, the Will, 

That I may shew it these, and rid them hence. 

Mos. Six chests of diaper, four of damask. —^There. 

{Gives them me Wul careles^y, over his sbovlder, 
Corb. Is that the Will T 
Mos. Doton-beds and bolsters — 

Volp. Rare! 

Be busy still. Now th^ begin to flutter: 

Th^ never think of me. Look, see, see, seel 
How their swift eyes run over the long deed. 

Unto the name, and to the leg^ies. 

What is bequeathed them there— 

Moe. Ten suits of hangings — 

Volp. Ay, in th& garten^ Moeoa. Now their hopes 
Are at the ^tsp. 

VoU. Mosoa the heirl 
Corb. What’s that? 

Volp. My advocate is dumb; look to my merchant. 

He has heara of some strange storm, a ship is lost. 

He faints; my lady will swoon. Old glazen ^ee. 

He hath not reach’d his despair yet. 

Corb. All these 

Are out of hope; 1 am, sure, the man. {Takes the WUL 

Corv. But, Moeoa— 

Mos. Two cabinets. 

Corv. Is this ii^ eamestT 
Mos. One 
Cf ebony — 

Corv. Or do you but delude met 

Mos. The other, mother of pearl —^I am vmy busy. 
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Good faith, it is a fortune throvra upon me—- 
Item, one. aoM of agate —not my seeking. 

Lady P, Do you hear, sir ? 

Mos. A ‘perfumed box —’ Pray you forbear. 

You see I’m troubled— made of an onyx — 

LadyP. How! 

Mos. To-morrow or next day, I shall be at leisure 
To talk with you all. 

Corv. Is this my large hope’s issue ? 

Lady P. Sir, I must have a fairer answer. 

Mos. Madam! 

Marry, and shall; ’pray you, fairly quit my house. 

Nay, raise no tempest with your looks; but hark you. 

Remember what your ladyship offer’d me 
To put you in an heir; go to, think on it: 

And what you said e’en your best madams did 
For maintenance; and why not you? Enough. 

Go homo, and use the poor sir Pol, your knight, well. 

For fear I tell some riddles; go, be melancholy. 

{Exit Ijody Would-be. 

Volp. O, my fine devil! 

Corv. Musca, ’pray you a word. 

Mos. Lord! will you not take your dispatch hence yet T 
Methinks, of all, you should have been the example. 

Why should you stay here ? with what thought, what promise 7 
Hear you; do you not know, I know you an ass. 

And that you would most fain have been a wittol. 

If fortune would have let you 7 that you are 
A declared cuckold, on good terms 7 This pearl. 

You’ll say, was yours? right: this diamond? 

I’ll not deny’t, but thank you. Much here else? 

It may bo so. Why, think that these good works 
May help to hide your bad. I’ll not betray you; 

Altnough you be but extraordinary. 

And have it only in title, it sufBce'th; 

Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. {Exit ConHno, 

Volp. Ram Mosca! liow his villainy becomes him! 

Volt. Certain he doth delude all those for me. 

Corb. Mosca the heir! 

Volp. O, his four eyes have found it. 

Corb. I am cozen’d, cheated, by a parasite slave; 

Harlot, thou hast gull’d me. 

Mos. Yes, sir. Stop your mouth. 

Or I shall draw the only tooth is left. 

Are not you he, that filthy covetous wretch. 

With the three lei^ that here, in hope of pray. 

Have, any time this three years, snuff'd about. 

Witii your most grovelling nose, and would have hired 
Me to the poisoning of my patron, sir 7 
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At« not you he that have to-day in court 
Profess’d the disinheriting of your son T 
Perjured yourself T Go home, and die, and stinb. 

If you but crook a syllable, all comes out: 

Away, and call your porters! [Exit Corbaccio.'\ Co, go, stink. 
V^p. Excellent vorlet! 

VcU. Now, my faithful Mosca, 

I find thy constancy. 

Moa. Sir! 

Volt. Sincere. 

Moa. [writing.] A table 

Of porphijry —I marie you’ll be thus troublesome. 

Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 

Moa. Why, who are you T 
What 1 who did send for you T O, cry you mercy. 

Reverend sir! Good faith, I am grieved for you. 

That any chance of mine should thus defeat 
Your (I must needs say) most deserving travails: 

But I protest, sir, it was cast upon me. 

And I could almost wish to be without it. 

But that the will o’ the dead must be observ’d. 

Marry, my joy is that you need it not; 

You have a gift, sir, (thank your education,) 

Will never let you want, while there are men. 

And malice, to breed causes. Would I had 
But half the like, for all my fortune, sir! 

If I have any suits, os I do hope, 

'Things being so easy and direct, 1 shall not, 

I will moke bold with your olistrepcrous aid. 

Conceive me,—for your fee, sir. In mean time. 

You that have so much law, 1 know have the conscience 
Not to be covetous of what is mine. 

Good sir, I thank you for my plate; ’twill help 
To set up a young man. Good faith, you look 
As you were costive; best go home and purge, sir. [Exit Volfore, 
Yelp, [cornea from behind the curtain.'] Bid him eat lettuce well. 
My witty mischief. 

Let me embrace thee. O that I could now 
Transform thee to a Venus!—Mosca, go. 

Straight take my habit of clarissimo. 

And walk the streets; be seen, torment them more: 

We must pursue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have lost this feast ? 

Moa. I doubt it will lose them. 

Volp. O, my recovery shall recover all. 

That I could now but think on some disguise 
To meet them in, and ask them questions: 

How I would vex them still at every turn 1 
Moa. Sir, I can fit you. 
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Votp. Cuistthoaf 
Mot. Yet, I know 
One o’ the oommendadoii, sir, so like yon; 

Him will I tteaisht make Hi nnk, and bring you his habit, 

Vtip. A rare ^guiae, and answering thy bninl 
O, I will be a sharp diame unto them. 

Mot. Sir, you must look for ouises— 

Volp. Till thqr burst; 

The Fox fares ever best when he is ourst. lEzeunt. 

SCENE II .—A HaU in Sir PoLmoK’s Bouae. 

Enter Pxbxobinh diaguiaed, and three Merchants. 

Per. Am I enough disguised? 

1 ilfer. I warrant you. 

Per. All my ambition is to fright him only. 

2 Mer. If you could ship him away, ’twere excellent, 

3 Mer. To Zant, or to Aleppo? 

Per. Yes, and have his 

Adventures put i’ the Book of Voyages, 

And his gull’d story register’d for truth. 

Well, gentlemen, ^en I am in a while,- 
And that yon think us warm in our diKourse, 

Know your approaches. 

1 Mer. Trust it to our care. [Exeunt Merchanta. 

Enter Waiting-woman. 

Per. Save you, fair ladyl Is sir Pol within? 

Worn. I do not know, ur. 

Per. Pray you say unto him. 

Here is a merchant, upon earnest busmess. 

Desires to speak with him. 

Worn. I toI see, sir. [ExU. 

Per. Pray you.— 

I see the faunily is aU female here. 

Re-enter Waiting-woman. 

Worn. He sa^ air, he has weighty affairs of state. 

That now reqmre him whole; some other time 
Yon may possess him. 

Per. ^ay ^ou say again. 

If those requun him whole, these will exact him, . 

Whereof I brii^ him tiding [Exit Woman .]—What might be 
His grave affair of state nowl how to make 
Bolognian sausara here in Vmiioe, sparing 
One o’ the ingredients ? 

Re-enter Waiting-woman. 

Wont. Sir, he says, he knows 
Hy your word Udinga, that you are no statesman. 
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And therefore wills you stay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him; 

I have not read so many proclamations. 

And studied them for words, as he has done— 

But—here he deigns to come. [£xit Woman 

Enter Sir PounoK. 

Sir P. Sir, I must crave 

Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced to-day, 

Uokind disaster ^twixt my lady and me; 

And I was penning my apology. 

To pve her satisfaction, as you came now. 

Per. Sir, I am grieved I bring you worse disaster: 
l%e gentleman you met at the port to-day. 

That told you, he was newly arrived— 

Sir P. Ay, was 
A fugitive punk T 

Per. No, sir, a spy sot on you; 

And he has made relation to the senate. 

That you profest to him to have t^lot 
To sell the State of Venice to the 'nirk. 

Sir P. O me! 

Per. For which, warrants ore sign’d by this time. 

To apprehend you, and to search your study 
For j^pers— 

5tr P. Alas, sir, I have none, but notes 
Drawn out of play-books— 

Per. All the better, sir. 

Sir P. And some essays. What shall I do T 
Per. Sir, beet 

Convey yourself into a sugar-chest; 

Or, if you could lie round, a frail were rare. 

And 1 could send you aboard. 

Sir P. Sir, 1 but talk’d so. 

For discourse sake merely. [XnoeUag within. 

Per. Hark I tb^ are tnere. 

Sir P. I am a wretoh, a wretch! 

Per. What will you do, sir T 
Have you ne’er a currant-butt to leap into T 
They’D put you to the rack; you must be sudden. 
iSw P. Sir, I have an ingine— 

3 Mer. [toifktn.] Sir Politick Would-be I 

2 Mer. [uiilAm.] Where is heT 

Sir P. ^at 1 have thought upon before time. 

Per. What is itT 

Sir P. I shall ne’er endure the torture. 

Many, it is, sir, of a tortoise-shell, 

FittM for these extremities: pray you, sir, help msk 
Hera Fve a plaosb sir. to put back my logs. 
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Please yon to lay it on, mr, [Uea dom while Pengrine fXaeea 
the aheU upon Atm.]—^with this oap, 

And my blaok gloves. FU lie, sir, like a tortoise^ 

'Till thev are gone. 

Per. And oul yon this an ingineT 

Sir P. Mine otm device—Good sir, bid my wife’s women 
To bum my papers. {Exit Peregrine. 

The three Morchants ruah in. 

1 Mtr. Where is he hid? 

3 Mtr. We must. 

And will sure find him. 

2 Jifer. Which is his study? 

Re-enter Pubeobinb. 

1 Mer. What 
Are you, sir? 

Per. I am a merchant, that came here 
To look upon this tortoise. 

3 Mer. Howl 

1 Mer. 8t. MarkI 
What beast is this! 

Per. It is a fish. 

2Jlfer. Come out here! 

Per. Nay, you may strike him, sir, and tread upon him; 
He’ll bear a cart. 

1 Jfer. What, to run over him? 

Per. Tee, sir. 

3 Mer. 1^’s jump upon him. 

2 Mer. Gan he not go? 

Per. He creeps, sir. 

1 Mer. Let’s see him creep. 

Per. No, good sir, you will hurt him. 

2 Mer. Heart, 1 will see him creep, or prick his guts. 

3 Mer. Come out herel 

Per. Pray you, sir!—Creep a little. \Aaide to Sir PoUtkik. 

1 Mtr. Forth. 

2 Mer. Yet farther. 

Per. Good sir!—Creep. 

2 Mer. We’ll see his fe^ 

\fheg puU o^ (he ahdl and diaoover him. 

3 Ifer. Ods so, he has garters! 

1 Mer. Ay, and gloves! 

2 Mer. Is this 
Your fearful tortoise? 

Per. \diecooering^ Atmsel/.] Now, sir Pol, we are even; 

For your next project I shall be prepared: 

I am Sony for the funeral of your notes, air. 

1 Mer. ’Twere a rare motion to be seen in Fleet^beet. 
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2 Mtr. Ay, in the Term. 

1 Met. Or Smithfield, in the fair. 

Sr Mer, Methinks *tia but a melancholy sight. 

Per. Farewell, most poUtio tortoise t 

\Exeufit Per. and MerdtamU. 

Ue-etUer Waiting-woman. 

Sir P. Where’s my lady? 

Knows she of this f 
Worn. I know not, sir. 

Sir P. Enquire.— 

O, I shall be the fable of all feasts. 

The freight of the gazetti, ship-boy’s tale; 

And, which is worst, even talk for ordinaries. 

Worn. My lady’s come most melancholy home. 

And sw^, sir, she will straight to sea, for physio. 

Sir P. And I to shun this place and clime for ever. 

Creeping with house on back, and think it well 

To snrink my poor head in my politic shell. [Fzevnl. 

SCENE III .—A Room *n VoLPON*’s.f7ouse. 

Enter Mosoa in the habit of a Clarieaimo, and Volfonb in 
that of a Gommandadore. 

Vedp. Am 1 then like him T 
JIfos. O, sir, you are be: 

No man can sever you. 

Folp. Good. 

Moa. But what am IT 

Folp. ’Fore heaven, a brave olarissimo; thou becom’st itl 
Pity thou wert not bom one. 

Moa. If I hold 

My made one, ’twill be well. [Aaide. 

Folp. I’ll go and see 

What news mst at the court. {BzU. 

Moa. Do so. My Fox 
Is out of his hole, and ere he shall re-enter, 
m make him languish in his borrow’d case. 

Except he come to composition with me.— 

Androgyno, Castrone, Nanol 

Enter Andboqyno, Castronb, and Nano. 

AU. Hera 

Moa. Go, recreate yourselves abroad; go sport.— 

So, now I have the kqm, and am poesest. 

&Knoe he will needs be dead afore his tima 
m bury him, or |^dn by him: I am his heir. 

And so wiU keep ma tiu he share at least. 

To oosen him m all, wme'but a cheat 


[Exeunt. 
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Well placed; no man would construe it a sin: 

Let his sport pay for’t. This is call’d the Fox-trap. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.—^ Street. 

Enter Cobbaocio and Cobvino. 

Corb. They say, the court is set. 

Corv. We must maintain 
Our first tale good, for both our reputations. 

Corb. Why, mine’s no tale; my son would there have kill’d me. 
Corv. That’s true, I had forgot:—mine is, I’m' sure. [Aside. 

But for your Will, sh. 

Cotb. Ay, I’ll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his patron’s dead. 

Enter Voi.pone. 

Volp. Signior Corvinol and Corbacciol sir, 

Much joy unto you. 

Corv. Of what ? 

Volp. The sudden good 
Dropt down upon you— 

Corb. WhereT 

Volp. And none knows how. 

From old Volpone, sir. 

Corb. Out, arrant knave! 

Volp. Let not your too much wealth, sir, make you furious. 

Coro. Away, thou vorlet! 

Volp. Why, sir? 

Cork Dost thou mock me? 

Volp. Yon mock the world, sir; did you not change Wills? 

Cotb. Out, harlot 1 

Volp. 0 1 belike you are the man, 

Signior Corvino? ’faith, you carry It well; 

You grow not mad withal; I love your spirit: 

You are not over-leaven’d with your fortune. 

You should have some would swell now, like a wine-fat. 

With such an autumn-Did he give you all, sir ? 

Corv. Avoid, you rascal! 

Volp. Troth, your wife has shewn 
Herself a very woman; but you are well. 

You need not care, you have a good estate 
To bear it out, sir, ^tter by this chance: 

Except Corba^o have a shore. 

Corb. Hence, vorlet. 

Folp. You will not be acknown, sir; why, ’tis wise. 

Thus do all gamesters, at all games, dissemble: 

No man will seem to win. [Exeunt Corvino and Corbaeeio .]—Here 
comes my vulture. 

Heaving his beaJc up in the air, and srinfifing. 
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Fott. Oatstript thus, by a parasite I a slave. 

Would nm on errands, and m^e legs for crumbel 
WeU, what I'U do— 

Fofp. The court stays for your worship. 

1 e’en rqoioe, sir. at your worship’s happiness. 

And that it fell into so learned hands, 
niat understand the fingering— 

Fott. What do you mean T 

Fofp. 1 mean to be a suitor to your worship. 

For the small tenement, out of reparations. 

That, to the end of your long row of houses. 

By the Piscaria; it was, in Vol pone’s time. 

Your predecessor, ere he grew diseased, 

A handsome, pretty, custom’d bawdy-house 
As any was in Venice, none disprais^; 

But fell with him: his body and that house 
Decay’d together. 

Fo». Come, sir, leave your prating. 

Valp. Why, if your worship nve me but your band. 

That I may have the refusal, I nave done. 

’Tis a mere toy to you, sir; candle-rents; 

As your team’d worahip knows— 

Foil. What do I know T 

Volp. Blarry, no end of your wealth, sir; God decrease itt 
Foil. Mistaking knave I what, mock’st thou my misfortune? 

[Exii. 

Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir; would ’twere more!— 
Now to my first again, at the next corner. \_Exil. 

SCENE V.—Anollier part of the Street. 

Enter Cobbaocio and Cobvino; —Mosoa paaaea over the 
Stage, before them. 

Corh. See, in our habit! see the impudent varlctl 
Corv. That I could shoot mine eyes at him like gun-stones 1 

EtUot Volponk. 

Folp. But is this true, sir, of the parasite? 

Coro. Again, to afflict us! monster! 

Folp. In go^ faith, sir. 

I’m heartily grieved, a beard of your grave length 

Should be so over-reach’d. I never brook’d 

That parasite’s hair; metbonght his nose should cozen: 

There still was somewhat in his look, did promise 
The bane of a olarissimo. 

Corh. Knave— 

Folf>. Methinks 
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Fefc you, th&t are ao traded in the world, 

A witty merohant, the fine bird, Oorvino, 

That have anoh moral emblema on yonr name^ 

Should not haTO aun^ yonr diame, and diopt yonr oheeae^ 

To let the Fox laugh at your emptiDeas. 

Coro. Sirrah, you thiim the piiTilege of the plaoe^ 

And your red aauoy cap, that seema to me 
Nail’d to your ]olt>heaa with those two ohequinea. 

Can warrant your abuaes; come you hither: 

You shall peroeire, air, I dare beat you; approach. 

Volp. No haste, air, I do know your valour well, 

Since you durat publish what you are, air. 

Corv. Tany, 
rd apeak with you. 

VtMp. Sir, sir, another time— 

Corv. Nay, now. 

Folp. O ford, sir I I were a wise man, 

Wouloi stand the fury of a distracted cuckold. 

[As he is running off, re-enter Mosea, 
Oori. What, come again 1 
Folp. Upon ’em, Mosea; save me. 

Coro, ^e air’s infected where he breathes. 

Corv. Let’s fly him. [Exeunt Corv. and Corb. 

Volp. Excellent basilisk 1 turn upon the vulture. 

Enter Voltobx. 

Fob. Well, flesh-fly, it is aommer with you now; 

Yonr winter will come on. 

Mas. Good advocate, 

Prithee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus; 

Thou’lt make a solecism, as madam says. 

Get you a biggin more, your brain breaks loose. [Exit. 

Fob. WeU, sir. 

Folp. Would yon have me beat the insolent slave. 

Throw dirt upon his first good clothes T 
Fob. This same 
Is doubtless some familiar. 

Folp. Sir, the court. 

In troth, stays for you. 1 am mad, a mule 
That never read Justinian, should get up. 

And ride an advocate. Had you no quuk 
To avoid gnllam, sir, by such a creature? 

1 hope yon do but jest; he has not done it, 
but confederacy, to blind the rest. 

Yon are the heir. 

Fob. A strange, o£Boiou 0 , 

Ikoublesome knave! thou dost torment me. 

Fo^. 1 know— 

It cannot be, sir, that you should be cozen’df 
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’Us not within the wit of man to do it; 

Ton.are bo wise, so prudent; and *tis fit 

That wealth and wiraoin b^ should go together. IBxaatt. 

SCENE VI.—Tile Serutinea or Senate-Hoiue. 

Enter Avocatori, Notario, Bohario, Cbi.ia. Cobbaocxo, 
CoBVXMO, Gommandadori, Saffi, etc. 

1 Atioc. Are all the parties here? 

Not. All but the advocate. 

2 Avoc. And hero he comes. 

Enter Voltobb and VoLPom. 

1 Avoe. Then bring them forth to sentence. 

Volt. O, my most honour’d fathers, let your mercy 
Once win upon your justice, to forgive— 

I am distracted— 

Fofp. What will he do nowT Metdr. 

VoU. O. 

I know not which to address myself to first; 

Whether your fatherhoods, or these innocents— 

Corv. Will he betray himself T [Aside. 

Volt. Whom equally 

I have abused, out of most covetous ends— 

Corv. The man is mad 1 
Corb. What’s thatT 
Corv. He is possest. 

Volt. For which, now struck in conscience, here, I prostrate 
Myself at your offended feet, for pardon. 

1, 2 Avoe. Arise. 

Cel. O heaven, how just thou art I 
Volp. I am caught 

In mine own noose— [Aside. 

Corv. [to Corbocetb.] Be constant, sir: nought now 
Gan help, but impudence. 

1 Avoe. Speak forward. 

Com. Silence! 

Fob. It is not passion in me, reverend fathers. 

But only consoience, conscience, my good sires. 

That makes me now tell truth. That parasite. 

That knave, hath been the instrument of all. 

1 Avoe. Where is that knavet fetch him. 

Volp. I go. [EzU. 

Corv. Grave fatiiers. 

This man’s distracted; he confest it now: 

For, hoping to be old Volpone’s heir. 

Who now is dead— 

3 Avoe. Howl 

2 Avoe. Is Volponedeadr 
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Con. Dead rinoe, grave fathosL 
Bon. O sure vengeanoel 

1 Avoe. Stay, 

Hien he was no deoeiTer. 

Volt. O no, none: 

The parasite, grave fathers. 

Con. He d^ speak 

Ont of mere envy, ’cause the serrant’s made 
The thing he gap^ for: please your fathwhoods. 

This is the truth, though I’U not justify 
The other, but he may be some-deal faulty. 

Volt. Ay, to your hopes, as well as mine, Corvino: 

But ril use modesty. Pleaseth your wisdoms. 

To view these certain notes, and but confer them; 

As I hope favour, they shall speak clear truth. 

Core. The devil has enter’d him I 
Bon. Or bides in you. 

4 Avoc. We have done ill, by a public officer 
To send for him, if he be heir. 

2Atwc. For whom t 

4 Avoe. Him that tii^ call the parasite. 

3 Avoe. ’Tis true. 

He is a man of great estate, no. 

4 Avoe. Qo you, and learn his name, and say, the court 
Entreats his presence here, but to the clearing 

Of some few doubts. [Bxit Notary. 

2 Avoe. This same’s a labyrinth I 

1 Avoe. Stand you unto your first report? 

Corv. My state. 

My life, my fame— 

Bon. Where is it? 

Corv. Are at the stake. 

1 Avoe. Is yours so too? 

Corb. The advocate’s a knaves 

And has a forked tongue— 

2 Avoe. Speak to the point. 

Corb. So is the parasite too. 

1 Avoe. This is confusion. 

Volt. I do beseech your fatherhoods, read but thoso— 

\piving them pupere. 

Corv. And credit nothing the false spirit hath writ: 

It cannot be, but he’s possest, grave fathers. [TAs scene closes. 

SCENE Vn.—A Street. 

Enter Voisasm. 

Velp. To make a snare for mine own neck! and run 
My head into it, wilfully! with laughter! 

'V^en I had newly ’soaped, was fr^ and clear. 
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Out of mere wantonnem! O, the duU devil 
Was in thia brain of minet when I deviaed it. 

And Mosoa gave it aecond; he must now 
Help to aear up thia vein, or we bleed dead.— 

Enter Nano, Androoyno, and Castronb. 

How now! who let you looseT whither go you now? 

What, to buy gingerbread, or to drown kitiingaf 
Nan. Sir, master Moaca call’d ua out of doora. 

And bid us all go play, and took the keys. 

And. 

Volp. Did master Mosca take the keys ? why so 1 
I’m farther in. These are my fine conceits! 

I must be merry, with a mischief to mel 
What a vile wretch was I, that could not bear 
My fortune soberly? I must have my crotchets, 

And my conundrums! Well, go you, and seek him: 

His meaning may be truer than my fear. 

Bid him, he straight come to me to the court; 

Thither will I, and, if t be possible. 

Unscrew my advocate, upon new hopes: 

When I provoked him, then I lost myself. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII.— The Scrutineo, or Senate-House. 
Avocatori, Bonario, Crlia, Corbaccto, Corvino, Comman- 
dadori, Safli, etc., as before. 

1 Avoe. These things can ne’er be reconciled. He, here, 

[Shexoing the papers. 

Professeth, that the gentleman was wrong’d. 

And that the gentlewoman was brought thither. 

Forced by her husband, and there left. 

Vedt. Most true. 

Gri. How ready is heaven to those that pray! 

1 Avoc. But that 

Volpone would have ravish’d her, he holds 
Uttraly false, knowing his impotence. 

Com. Grave fathers, he’s possest; again, I say, 

Possest: nay, if there be possession, and 
Obsession, he has both. 

3 Avoc. Here comes our officer. 

Enter VoLPOHE. 

V(d/p. The parasite will straight be here, grave fathers. 

4 Avoc. You might invent some other name, sir varlet. 

3 Avoc. Did not the notary meet him 1 
Folp. Not that I know. 

4 Avoc. His coming will clear alL 

2 Avoc. Yet, it is misty. 
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VcU. M&Vt pleaae your fatherhooda— 

Volp. [whiapera Fm(.] Sir, the parasita 
WUl’ct me to MI you, th^t ^ master lives; 

That you are still the man; your hopes the same} 

And tnis was only a jest— 

Foft. How? 

Folp. Sir, to tiy 

If you were firm, and how you stood affected. 

Volt. Art sure he lives? 

Fofp. Do I live, sir } 

VoU. O met 
I was too violent. 

Folp. Sir, you may redeem it. 

They said, you were poasest; fall down, and seem so: 

1*11 help to make it good. [VdltorefaUa.'Y —God bless the man!— 
Stop your wind hard, and swell—See, see, see, seel 
He vomits crooked pins 1 his eyes are set, 

Like a dead hare’s hung in a suiter’s shop 1 
His mouth’s running away I Do you see, signior f 
Now it is in his belly. 

Core. Ay, the de^l 
Folp. Now in his throat. 

Core, I peroeive it plain. 

Folp. ’Twill out, ’twill outl stand clear. See where it flies. 
In shape of a blue toad, with a bat’s wings I 
Do you not see it, sir T 

Corh. WhatT I think I do. 

Core. ’Tia too manifest. 

Folp. Lookl he comes to himself 1 
Foil. Where am IT 

Folp. Take good heart, the worst is past, sir. ’ 

You are di spo esest. 

1 Avoc. What accident is this! 

2 Avoe. Sudden, and full of wonder 1 

3 Avoe. If he were 

Possest, as it appears, all this is nothing. 

Core. He has been often subject to these fits. 

1 Avoe. Shew him that writing:—do yon know it, sir? 

Folp. [whispers Foil.] Deny it, sir, forswear it; know it not. 
Foil. Yes, I do know it well, it is my hand; 

But all that it contains is false. 

Bon. O pra ctioei 

2 Aeoe. What maze is this 1 

1 Avoe. Is he not guilty then. 

Whom you there name the paramtef 
Foil. Grave fathers. 

No more than his good pateon, old Volpona 

4 Avoe. Why, he is dead. 

Foil. O no, my honour’d fathers. 
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He lives— 

1 Avoe. Howl lives? 

Volt. Lives. 

2 Avoe, This is subtler yotl 

3 Avoe. You said he was dead. 

Volt. Never. 

3 Avoe. You said so. 

Corv. I heard so. 

4 ^t»e. Here comes the gentlemao; make him way. 

Enter Mosoa. 

3 Avoe. A stool. 

4 Avoe. A proper man; and, were Volpone dead, 

A fit match for my daughter. [Aeide. 

3 Avoe. Give him way. 

Volp. Mosoa, I was almost lost; the advocate 
Had betrayed all; but now it is recovered; 

All's on the binge again-Say, I am living. [Aside to Mos. 

Moa. What bu^ knave is this!—Most reverend fathers, 

I sooner had attended your grave pleasures. 

But that my order for the funeral 
Of my dear patron, did require me— 

Fo^. Mosca! 

Moa. Whom I intend to bury like a gentleman. 

Volp. Ay, quick, and cozen me of all. 

2 Avoe. Still stranger I 
More intricate! 

1 Avoe. And come about again! 

4 Avoe. It is a match, my daughter is bestow’d. 

Moa. Will you give me half T [Aside to Vtdp. 

Volp. First, I’ll be hang’d. 

Moa. I know 

Your voice is good, cry not so loud. 

1 Avoe. Demand 

The advocate.—Sir, did you not affirm 
Volpone was alive? 

Volp. Yes, and he is; 

TIub gentleman told me so.—Thou shalt have half.— 

[Aaide to Moa. 

Moa. Whose drunkard is this same? speak, some that know him: 
I never saw his face.—I cannot now 

Afiford it yon so cheap. [Aaide to Volp. 

Volp. Nol 

1 Avoe. What say you? 

FoB. The officer tend me. 

Volp. 1 did, grave fathers. 

And mil maintain he lives, with mine own life^ 

And that this creature [pointa to Moaca.'l told me.—I was bom 
With all good stua my enemies. [Aaide. 


[Aside. 

[Aside. 

[Aaide. 
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Mot. Most grave fathera. 

If raoh an insolenoe ae this muat paas 
Upon me, I am eilent: ’twae not this 
For which you sent, I hope. 

2 iluoe. Take him away. 

Foip. Mosoat 

3 Avoe. Let him be whipt. 

Foip. Wilt thou betray meT 

Cozen me? 

3 Avoe. And taught to bear himself 
Toward a person of his rank. 

4 Avoe. Away. [The Offieert seize Vdlpone. 

Mot. I humbly thank your fatherhoods. 

Fofp. Soft, soft: Whipt I 
And lose all that I have! If I confess. 

It cannot be much more. [Aside. 

4 Avoe. Sir, are you married? 
yc^. They’ll be allied anon; I must be resolute: 

The Fox shall here uncase. [Throws oft his disguise. 

Mos. Patron 1 
Folp. Nay, now 

My ruins shall not come alone: your match 
ru hinder sure: my substance shall not glue you. 

Nor screw you into a family. 

Mos. Why, patron 1 

Vedp. I am Volpone, and this is my knave; [Potnftnp to Mosea. 
This, [to Fof(.] his own knave; this, [to Corb.] avarice’s fool; 

This, [to Cotv.] a chimera of wittol, fool, and knave: 

And, reverend fadiers, since we all can hope 
Nought but a sentence, let’s not now despair it. 

You hear me brief. 

Corv. May it please your fatherhoods— 

Com. Silence. 

1 Avoe. The knot is now undone by miracle. 

2 Ai»c. Nothing can be more clear. 

3 Avoe. Or can more prove 
^ese innocent. 

1 Avoe. Give them their liberty. 

Bon. Heaven could not long let such gross oiimes be hid. 

2 Avoe. If this be held the high-way to get riches, 

Mw I be poor ! o- e 

8 Avoe. This is not the gaun, but torment. 

1 Avoe. These possess wealth, as sick men possess fevers. 

Which trulier may be s<ud to possess them. 

2 Avoe. Disrobe that parasite. 

Corv. Mos. Most honour'd fadiers !— 

1 Avoe. Can you plead aught to stay the course of justioe? 

If you oao, speak. 

Cent Fob. We beg favour. 
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CeL And mansy 

1 Avoo. You hurt your innocence, suing for the guilty 
Stand fwth; and first the parasite: You appear 
T^have been the chiefest minister, if not plotter. 

In all these lewd imposturea; and now, lastly. 

Have witii your impudence abused the court. 

And habit of a genueman bf Venice, 

Being a fellow of no birth or blood: 

For which our sentence is, first, thou be whipt; 

Then live perpetual prisoner in our gallias. 

Fofp. I thank you for him. 

Moa. Bane to thy wolvish nature! 

1 Avoe. DelivOT him to the saffi. [Ifoaca ta carried out .}— 
Thou, Volpone, 

By blood and rank a gentleman, canst not fall 
Under like censure; but our judgment on thee 
Is, that thy substance all be straight confiscate 
To the hospital of the Inourabili: 

And, since the most was gotten by imposture, 
feigning lame, gout, palsy, and suen diseases. 

Thou art to lie in prison, cramp’d with irons. 

Till thou be’st sick and lame indeed.—Remove him. 

[He is taken from the Bar, 
Vohp. This is call’d mortifying of a Fox. 

1 Avoc. Thou, Voltore, to take away the scandal 
Thou hast given all worthy men of thy profession. 

Art banish’d from their fellowship, and our state. 

Oorbaocio!—^bring him near—We here possess 
Thy son of all thy state, and confine thee 
To the monastery of San Spirito; 

Where, since thou knewest not how to live well here. 

Thou shalt be learn’d to die well. 

Corb. Ah! what said he? 

Com. You shall know anon, sir. 

1 Avoc. Thou, Corvino, shalt 
Be straight embark’d from thine own house, and row’d 
Round about Venice, through the grand canale; 

Wearing a cap, with fair long ass’s eats. 

Instead of horns; and so to mount, a paper 
Pinn’d on thy breast, to the Berlins— 

Corv. Yes, 

And have mine eyes beat out with stinking fish. 

Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs—’Tis welL I am glad 
I shall not see my shame yet. 

1 Avoc. And to expiate 

Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to send her 
Home to her father, with her dowry trebled: 

And these are all ^ur judgments. 

AU. Honour’d mthen.- 
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1 Avoe. Which may not be revoked. Now you begin. 

When crimes are done, and past, and to be punish’d. 

To think what your crimes are; away with them. 

Lot all that see these rices thus rewarded, 

Take heart and love to study ’em 1 MiscUefs feed 

lake beasts, till they bo fat, and then they blee^ lExeurU. 

VOLPONE comes foTioard. 

The seasoning of a play, is the applause. 

Now, though the Fox be punish’d by the laws. 

He yet doth hope, there is no sufjering due. 

For any fact which he hath done ’gainst you; 

If there be, cenmare him; here he doubtful stands: 

If not, fare jovially, and clap yowr hands. [Exit. 
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TO TI1« TRULY NOBLE BY ALL TITLES 

STR FRANCIS STUART 

Sir,— My hope Is not so nourished by example as it will conrliide, this 
dumb pieoe should please you, because it bath pleased others before; but 
by trust, that when you have read it, you will find it worthy to have 
displeased none. This makes that I now number you, not only in the 
names of favour, hut the names of justice to what I write; and do presentiy 
cail you to the exercise of that noblest, and manliest virtue; as coveting 
rather to be freed in my fame, by the authority of a judge, than the credit 
of an undertaker. Read, therefore, I pray you, and censure. There is 
not a line, or syllable in it, changed from the siim>licity of the first copy. 
And, when you shall consider, through the certain hatred of some, how 
much a man's Innocency may be endangered bv an uncertain accusation; 
you will, I doubt not, so begin to hate the iniquity of such natures, as I 
shall love the contumely done me, whose end was so honourable as to be 
wiped off by your sentence. Your unprofitable, but true I.over, 

Ben Jomson. 
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PROLOaUK 

Truth Bays, of old (he art of making fdaya 
Was to content the people; and their praise 
Woe to the poet money, wine, and bays. 

But in this age, a sect of writers are. 

That, ordy, for particular likings care. 

And will taste nothing that is popular. 

With such we mingle neither brains nor breasts; 

Our wishes, like to those make, public feasts. 

Are not to please the cook's taste but the guests'. 

Yet, if those cunning palates hither come. 

They shall find guests' entreaty, and good room; 

And though all relish not, sure there will be some. 

That, when they leave their seats, shall make them say. 
Who wrote that piece, could so havs wrote a play. 

But that he knew this was the better way. 

For. to present all custard, or all tart, 

A nd have no other meats to bear a part. 

Or to ward bread, and salt, were but coarse art. 

The poet prays you then, with better thought 
To sit; and, when his cates are aU in brought. 

Though there be none far fet, there will dear-bought. 

Be fit for ladies: some for lords, knights, 'squires; 
Borne for your wailing-wench, and city-wires; 

Some for your men, and daughters of Whitefriars. 

Nor is it, only, while you keep your seat 
Here, that his feast urUl last; but you shall eat 
A week at ord'naries, on his broken meat: 

If his muse be true. 

Who commends her to you. 


ANOTHER. 

The ends of all, who for the scene do writs. 

Are. or shindd be, to profit and delight. 

A nd Sturt hath been the praise of all best times. 
So persons were not touch'd, to tax the crimes. 
Then, tn this play, which we present to-night. 
And make the object of yowr ear and sight. 

On forfeit of yourselves, think nothing true: 
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Lui to you make the maker to judge you. 

For he know, poet never credit gain'd 

By writing truths, but things, like (ruths, well feign'd. 

If any yet will, with partieular sleight 
Of apiiieation, wrest what he doth write; 

And that he meant, or him, or her, roill say: 

They make a Ubd, which he made a play. 


ACT I 

SCENE I. —A Room in Clkrihont’s House. 

Enter Clkbimont, making himsdf ready, followed by his Page. 

Cler. Have you got the song yet perfect, I gave you, boy T 

Page. Yes, sir. 

Cl^. Let me hear it. 

Page. You shall, sir; but i’faith lot nobody else. 

Cler. Why, I pray? 

Page. It will get you the dangerous name of a poet in town, sir; 
besides me a perfect deal of ill-will at the mansion you wot of, 
whose lady is the argument of it; where now I am the welcomest 
thing under a man that comes there. 

CUr. 1 think; and above a man too, if the truth were rack’d out 
of you. 

Page. No, faith, Pll confess before, sir. The gentlewomen play 
with me, and throw me on the bed, and carry mo in to my lady: 
and she kisses mo with her oil’d face, and puts a peruke on my 
head; and asks me an I will wear her gown? and I say no: and 
then she hits mo a blow o’ the ear, and calls mo Innocent! and lete 
me go. 

Cler. No marvel if the door be kept shut against your master, 

when the entrance is so easy to you-well, air, you shall go there 

no more, lest I be fain to seek your voice in my lady’s rushes, a 
fortnight hence. Sing, sir. [Page sings. 

Still to be neat, still to be dreet— 

Enter Tbukwit. 

Tru*. Why, here’s the man that can molt away his time and 
never feels it! What between his mistress abroad and his ingle 
at home, high fare, soft lodging, fine clothes, and his fiddle; he 
tUnks the hours have no wings, or the day no post-horse. Well, 
sir gallant, were you struck with the plague this minute, or con¬ 
demn’d to any capital punishment to-morrow, you would begin 
then to think, and value every article of your time, esteem it at the 
true rate, and give all for it. 

Cler. Why what should a man do T 

True. Why, nothing: or that which, when ’tis done, is as idle. 
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Hearken after the next horae-raoe, or hanting-match, lay wageiv, 
praise Puppy, or Pepperoorn, White-foot, franklin; swear upon 
WUteniane's party; apeak aloud, that my lords may hear you; 
visit my ladies at nigh^ and be able to give them the charaotw of 
every ^wler or better on the green. These be the things wherein 
your fashionable men exercise themselves, and I for company. 

Oler. Nay, if I have thy authority, Pll not leave yet. Come, the 
other are considerations, when we come to have gray heads and 
weak hams, moist eyes and shrunk members. We’ll think on ’em 
then; and we’ll pray and fast. 

True, Ay, and destine only that time of age to goodness, which 
our want of ability will not let us employ in evil 1 

Cler. Why, then ’tis time enough. 

True. Yes; as if a man should sleep all the term, and think to 
effect his business the last day. O, Clerimont, this time, because it 
is an incorporeal thing, and not subject to sense, we mock ourselves 
the fineliest out of it, with vanity and misery indeed I not seeking 
an end of wretchedness, but only changing the matter still. 

Cler. Nay, thou’It not leave now— 

True. See but our common disease! with what justice can we 
complain, that great men will not look upon us, nor be at leisure 
to ^ve our affairs such dispatch as we expect, when we will never 
do it to ourselvesT nor hear, nor regard ourselves? 

Cler. Fohl thou hast read Plutarch’s morals, now, or some such 
tedious fellow; and it shews so vilely with thee! ’fore God,’twill spoil 
thy wit utterly. Talk to mo of pins, and feathers, and ladies, and 
ruwes, and such things: and leave this Stoicity alone, till thou 
mak’st sermons. 

True. Well, sir; if it will not take, I have leam’d to lose as little 
of my kindness as I can; Pll do good to no man against his v^l, 
certainly. When were you at the college f 

Clar, What college? 

True. As if you knew not! 

Cler. No, faith, I came but from court yesterday. 

True. Why, is it not arrived there yet, the news ? A new founda¬ 
tion, sir, here in the town, of ladies, that call themselves the col- 
legiates, an order between courtiers and country-madams, that live 
from their husbands; and give entertainment to all the wits, and 
braveries of the time, as th^ call them: cry down, or up, what 
they like or dislike in a brain or a fashion, with moat masculine, 
or rather hermaphroditical authority; and every day gain to their 
college some new probationer. 

Cler. Who is the president ? 

True. The grave and youthful matron, the lady Haughty. 

Cler. A pox of her autumnal face, her pieced beauty! there’s no 
man can he admitted till she be ready, now-a-days, till she has 
painted, and perfumed, and wash’d, and scour’d, but the boy, here; 
and him she wipes her oil’d lips upon, like a sponge. I have made 
a song (I pray thee hear it) on the subject. IP>*9^ aittge. 
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Still to be neat, still to be drent, 

As yon were going to a feast; 

Still to be powderd, still perfum’d; 

Lady, it is to be presumed. 

Though art’s hid causes are not found. 

All is not sweet, all is not sound. 


Give me a look, give me a face, 

That makes simplicity a grace; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free: 

Such sweet neglect more taketh me. 

Than all the adulteries of art; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 


True. And I am clearly on the other side; I love a good dressing 
before any beauty o’ the world. O, a woman is then like a delicate 
garden; nor is there one kind of it; she may yaty every hour; 
take often counsel of her glass, and choose the best. If she have 
good ears, shew them; go^ hair, lay it out; good legs, wear short 
clothes; a good hand, discover it often: prao^e any art to mend 
breath, cleanse teeth, repair eye-brows; paint, and profess it. 

Cler. Howl publiclyT 

True. The doing of it, not the manner: tiiat most be private. 
Many things that seem foul in the doing, do please done. A lady 
should, indeed, study her face, when we tiiink she sleeps; nor, 
when the doors are shut, should men be enquiring; all is sacred 
within, then. Is it for us to see their perukes put on, tbeir false 
teeth, their complexion, their eye-brows, their nails T Yon see 
gilders will not work, but inclosM. They must not discover how 
little serves, with the help of art, to adorn a great deal. How long 
did the canvas hang afore AldgateT Were the people suffered to 
see the city’s Love and Charity, while they were rude stone, before 
they wme painted and burnish’d? No; no more should servants 
approach their mistresses, but when they are complete and finish’d. 

Cler. Well said, my Truewit. 

True. And a wise lady will keep a ^ard always upon the place, 
that she may do things securely. I once followed a rude fellow 
into a chamber, where the poor madam, for haste, and troubled, 
snatch’d at her peruke to cover her baldness; and put it on the 
wrong way. 

Cler. O prodigyl 

True. And the unconscionable knave held her in compliment an 
hour with that reverst face, when I still look’d when she should 
talk from the t’other side. 

Cler. Why, thou shouldst have relieved her. 

True. No, faith, I let her alone, os we'll let this argument, if you 
please, and pass to another. When saw you Dauphine Eugenie? 

Cler. Not these three days. Shall we go to him this morning? 
he is very melancholy, I hmu:. 
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True. Sick of the anoie, is he T 1 met that stiff piece of formality, 
his ancl^ yesterday, with a huge turban of night-oaps on bis head, 
buckled over his ears. 

OUr. O, that’s his custom when he walks abroad. He can endure 
no noise, man. 

True. So I have heard. But is the disease so ridiculous in him 
as it is made T They say he has been upon divers treaties with the 
fish-wives and orange-women; and articles propounded between 
them: many, the chimney-sweepers will not m drawn in. 

Cler. No, nor the broom-men: they stand out stifQy. He cannot 
endure a costard-monger, he swoons if he hear one. 

True. Methinks a smith should be ominous. 

Cler. Or any hammer-man. A brasier is not suffer’d to dwell in 
the parish, nor an armourer. He would have bang’d a pewterer’s 
prentice once upon a Shrove-tuesday’s riot, for being of t^t trade, 
when the rest were quit. 

True. A trum|wt should fright him terribly, or the hautboys. 

Cler. Out of bu senses. The weights of the city have a pension 
of him not to oome near that ward. This youth practised on him 
one n^ht like the bell-man; and never left till he bad brought him 
down to the door with a long sword; and there left him flo urishing 
with tile air. 

Page. Why, sir, he hath chosen a street to lie in so narrow at 
both ends, tiiat it wUl receive no coaches, nor carts, nor any of 
these common noises: and therefore we that love him, devise to 
bring him in such as we may, now and then, for his exercise, to 
breathe him. He would grow reefy else in his ease: his virtue 
would rust without action. I entr^ted a bearward, one day, to 
come down with the dogs of some four parishes that way, and I 
thank him he did; and cried his games under master Morose’s 
window: till he was sent crying away, with his head n^e a most 
bleeding spectacle to the multitude. And, another time, a fencer 
marching to his prize, had his drum most tragically run through, for 
taking that street in his way at my request. 

True. A good wag! How does he for the bellsT 

Cler. O, m the Queen’s time, he was wont to go out of town 
every Saturday at ten o’clock, or on holy day eves. But now, by 
reason of the sickness, the perpetuity of ringing ban made him 
devise a room, with double walls and treble ceilings; the windows 
close shut and caulk’d: and there he lives by candle-light. He 
turn’d away a man, last week, for having a pw of new i^oes that 
creak’d. And this fellow waits on him now in tennis-court socks, 
or slippers soled with wool: and they talk each to other in a trui^. 
See^ who comes herel 

Enter Sir DaxTFHiira EuasNiB. 

Dawp. How now! what aU you, mrsT dumb? 

True. Struck into stone, almost, I am here, with tales o* thine 
uncle. There was never such a prodigy heard of. 
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Dawp. I would yon would cnce lose tills subject, my masters, for 
my sak& They are such as you are, that have brought me into 
that predicament I am witii him. 

Trite. How is that? 

Davp. Marty, that he will diaiiiherit me; no more. He thinks, 

I and my company are authors of all the ridiculous Acts and 
Monuments are told of him. 

True. ’Slid, 1 would be the author of more to vex him; that 
purpose deserves it: it gives thee law of pli^uing him. I’ll tell 
tiiee what I would do. I would make a faUe almanack, get it 

P rinted; and then have him drawn out on a coronation day to the 
'ower>wharf, and kill him with the noise of the ordnance. Dis¬ 
inherit theel he cannot, man. Art not thou next of blood, and 
his Bister’s son f 

Daup. Ay, but ho will thrust me out of it. he vows, and many. 
True. Howl that’s a more portent. Can ho endure no noise, 
and will venture on a wifeT 

Cler. Yes: why thou art a stranger, it seems, to his best trick, 
yet. He has employed a fellow this half year all over England to 
hearken him out a dumb woman; be she of any form, or any 
quality, so she be able to bear children: her silence is dowry enough, 
he says. 

True. But I trust to God he has found none. 

Cler. No; but he has heard of one that’s lo<lged in the next street 
to him, who is exceedingly soft-spoken; thrifty of her speech; that 
spends but six words a day. And her he’s about now, and shall 
have her. 

True. Is’t poesiblel who is his agent in the business? 

Cler. Marry, a barber, one Cutbeard; an honest fellow, one that 
telb Dauphine all here. 

True. Why you oppress me with wonder: a woman, and a barber, 
and love no noise 1 

Cler. Yes, faith. The fellow trims him silently, and has not the 
knack with his sheers or his fingers: and that continence in a barber 
he thinks so eminent a virtue, as it has mode him chief of his counsel. 
True. Is the barber to be seen, or the wench ? 

Cler. Yes, that they are. 

True. 1 prithee, Dauphine, let’s go thither. 

Daup. 1 have some nusineas now: I cannot, i’faith. 

True. You shall have no business shall make you neglect this, sir; 
we’ll mi^e her talk, believe it; or, if she will not, we can give out 
at so much as shall interrupt the treaty; we will break ih 
Thou art bound in conscience, when he suspects thee without cause, 
to torment him. . „ 

Daup. Not I, by any means. Til give no suBra™ to fc HeshaJl 
never have that plea agtunst me, that I opposed the iwt phant’sy 
of his. Let it lie upon my stars to be guuty. I’ll be innocent. 

True. Yes, and oe poor, and beg; do, innocent: when some 
groom of his has sot him an heir, or this barber, if he himsdf oannofe 
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Iwtioeerai —prithee, Ned, where liee ehet let him be innocent 
■tiU. 

Cler. Why, ^bt over against the barber’s; in the house where 
nr John Daw lies. 

True. You do not mean to confound mel 

Cler. Why? 

True. Does he that would many her know so mnohf 

Cler. 1 cannot tell. 

True. ’Twere enough of imputation to her with him. 

Cler. Why? 

True. The only talking sir in the towni Jack Dawl and he 
teach her not to speak I—God be wi’ you. 1 have some business too. 

Cler. Will you not go thither, then? 

True. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine ears. 

Cler. Why, I thought you two had been upon very good terms. 

True. Yes, of keeping distance. 

Cler. Th^ say, he is a very good scholar. 

True. Ay, and he says it first. A pox on him, a fellow that 
pretends oidy to learning, buys titles, and nothing else of books 
, in him t 

Cler. The world reports him to bo very learned. 

True. I am sorry the world should so conspire to belie him. 

Cler. Good faith, I have heard very good things come from him. 

True. You may; there’s none so desperately ignorant to deny 
that: would they were his own I God be wi’you, gentlemen. 

[Exit hastily. 

Cler. This is very abrupti 

Daup. Come, yon are a strange open man, to tell every thing thus. 

Cler. Why, Iwlieve it, Dauphine, Truewit’s a very honest fellow. 

Daup. 1 think no otW: but this firank nature of his is not for 
secrets. 


Cler. Nay, then, you are mistaken, Dauphine: I know where ha 
has been well trusted, and discharged the trust very truly, and 
heartUy. 

Daup. I contend not, Ned; but with the few» a business is 
oarriod, it is ever the safer. Now we are alone, if you’ll go thither, 
I am for you. 

Cler. When were you there? 

Daup. Last night: and such a Decameron of sport fallen out I 
Bocoace never thought of the like. Daw does nothing but court 
her; and the wrong way. He would lie with her, and praises her 
modesty; desires mat me would talk and be free, and commends 
her silence in verses; which he reads, and swears are the best that 
ev«r man made. Then rails at his fortunes, stamps, and mutines, 
wlw he is not made a counsellor, and call’d to affairs of stator 

Cler. I prithee let’s go. I would fain partake this.—^me water, 
boy. [Exit Page. 

jDaup. We are invited to dinner together, he and I, by one that 
oame thither to him, sir La-Fooie. 



+97 


The Silent Woman 

Oltr. 0, that's a preoioua mannikin I 

Daup. Do you know him? 

Cler. Ay, and be will know you too, if e’ot he saw you but once, 
though you should meet him at ohuroh in the midst of pnyen. He 
is one of the braveries, though he be none of the wits. He will 
salute a judge uimn the bench, and a bishop in the pulpit, a lawyer 
when he is pleading at the bar, and a lady when she is dancing in a 
masque, and put her out. He does give plays, and suppers, and 
invites his guests to them, aloud, out of bis window, ss they ride 
by in coaches. He has a lodging in the Strand for the purpose: 
or to watch when ladies are gone to the china-houses, or the Ex¬ 
change, that he may meet them by chance, and give them presents, 
some two or three hundred pouneb' worth of toys, to be laugh’d at. 
He is never without a spare banquet, or sweet-moats in his chamber, 
for their women to alight at, and come up to for a bait. 

Daup. Excellent! he was a tine youth last night: but now he Is 
much finer I what is his Christian name? 1 have forgot, 

Ee-enter Page, 

CUr. Sir Amorous La-Eoole. 

Page. The gentleman is here below that owns that name. 

Cler. ’Heai^ he’s come to invite me to dinner, I hold my life. 

Daup. Like enough: prithee, let’s have him up. 

Cler. Boy, marshal him. 

Page. With a truncheon, sirT 

Clxr. Away, I beseech yon. [ExU Page.] —I’ll make him tell us 
his pedigree now; and what meat he has to dinner; and who are 
his guests; and the whole course of his fortunes; with a breath. 

Enter Sir Auonous La-Foor.K. 

La-F. ’Save, dear sir Dauphine! honoured master Clerimont! 

Cler. Sir Amorous I you have very much honested my lodging 
witii your presence. 

La-F. Good futh, it is a fine lodging: almost as delicate a lodging 
as mine. 

Cler. Not so, sir. 

La-F. Excuse me, sir, if it were in the Strand, I assure you. I 
am come, master Clerimont, to entreat you to wait upon two or 
three ladies, to diimw, to-day. 

CUr. How, sirl wait upon thomT did you ever see me carry 
dishes? 

; La-F. No, sir, dispense with me; I meant, to bear them company. 

Cler. O, that I will, sir: the doubtfulness of your phrase, believe 
it, rir, would breed you a quarrel once an hour, wiUi the terrible 
bo^ if you should but keep them fellowship a day. 

Im-F. It should be extremely against my will, sir, if I contested 
with any man. 

CUr. I believe it, rir: Where old you your feast? 

La-F. At Tom Otter's, sir. 
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Doup. Tom Ottsrl what’s he? 

Im-F. Captain Otter, sir; he is a hind of gamester, but he has 
had command both by sea and by land. 

Dam. O, then he is animal anvphibiwn f 

Im-F. A^, sir: his wife was the rich china-woman, that the 
courtiers visited so often; that gave the rare entertainment. She 
commands all at home. 

Cl». Then she is captain Otter. 

Im-F. You sa^ vmy well, sir; she is my kinswoman, a La-Fooie 
by the mother-side, and will invite any groat ladies for my sake, 

Daup. Not of the La-Fooles of Essex ? 

La-F. No, sir, the La-Fooles of London. 

Oler. Now, he’s in. [Aside. 

La-F. They all come out of our house, the La-Fooles of the north, 
the La-Fooles of the west, the La-Fooles of the east and south—we 
are as andent a family as any is in Europe—but I myself am 
descended lineally of the French La-Fooles—and, we do bear for 
our coat yellow, or or, checker’d azure, and gules, and some three 
or four colours more, which is a very noted coai^ and has, some¬ 
times, been solemnly worn by divers nobility of our house—but 
let that go, antiquity is not respected now.—had a brace of fat 
does sent me, gentlemen, and half a dozen of pheasants, a dozen 
or two of godwits, and some other fowl, which 1 would have eaten, 
while they are good, and in good company:—there will be a great 
lady or two, my lady Haughty, my lady Centaure, mistress Dol 
Mavis—and they come o’ purpose to see the silent gentlewoman, 
mistress Epioosne, that honest sir John Daw has promised to bring 
thither—and then, mistress Trusty, my lady’s woman, will be 
there too, and this honourable knight, sir Dauphine, with yourself, 
master Clerimont—and we’ll be very merry, and have lidlers, and 
dance.—I have been a mad wag in my time, and have spent some 
crowns since I was a page in court, to my lord Lof^, and after, 
my lady’s gentleman-usher, who got me knighted in Ireland, since 
it pleased my elder brother to die.—I had as fair a gold jerkin 
on that day, as any worn in the island voyage, or at Ckdiz, none 
dispraised; and I came over in it hither, wew’d myself to my 
friends in court, and after went down to my tenants in the country, 
and surveyed my lands, let new leases, took their money, spent it 
in the eye o’ the land here, upon ladies:—and now I can twe up 
at my pleasure. 

Daup. Can you take up ladies, air? 

CUr. O, let him breathe, he has not recover’d. 

_ WWT_tJ T__U-lf •_ S.I..S._ISX_■ 




La~F. No, sir, excuse me: I meant money, which can take up 
any thing. I have another guest or two, to invite, and say as 
much to, gentlemen. I’ll take my leave abruptly, in hope you will 
not fail--—^Your servant. [Exit. 

Daup. We will not fail you, sir precious La-Foole; but she shall, 
that your ladies come to see, if I have credit afore sir Daw. 
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Ckr. Did yoo ever b(»r such a wind-sucker, as this T 
Daup. Or such a rook as the other, tliut betray his mistress 
to be seen I Oom^ ’tia time we pievented it. 

CUr. Go. [Ezwnt. 


ACT II 

SCENE I.— A Room in Monosa’s House. 

Enter Moaosa, with a tube in hi* hand, followed by Mute. 

Mor. Cannot I, yet, find out a more compendious mctliod, than 
by this trunk, to save my servants the labour of speecli, and mine 
ears the discords of sounds? Let me see: all discourses but my 
own afflict me; they seem harsh, impertinent, and irksome. Is it 
not nossible, that thou shouldst answer me by signs, and I appre¬ 
hend thee, fellow? Speak not, though I question you. You have 
taken ike ring off from the street door, as I bade you ? answer me 
not by speech, but by silence; unless it be otherwise [Mute make* 
a leg.] —very good. And you have fastened on a thick quilt, or 
flock-bed, on the outside of the door; that if they knock with thmr 
daggers, or with brick-bats, they can make no noise?—But with 
your le^your answer, unless it be otherwise, [make* a leg.] —Very 
good. %us is not only fit modesty in a servant, but state 
and discretion in a master. And you have been with Cutbeard 
the barber, to have him come to me? [make* a leg.] —Good. And, 
he will come presently ? Answer me not but with your leg, unless 
it be otherwise; if it be otherwise, shake your head, or shrug, [make* 
a leg.] —Sol Your Italian and Spaniard are wise in these: and it is a 
frugal and comely gravity. How long will it be ere Cutbeard come? 
Stay; if an hour, hold up your whole hand, if half an hour, twro 
fingers; if a quarter, one; [hold* up a finger bent.] —Good: half a 
quarter ? ’tis well. And have you given him a key, to come in with¬ 
out knocking? [make* a leg.] —good. And is the lock oil’d, and the 
hinges, to-day? [make* a leg.}—good. And the quilting of tke 
stairs no wh«re worn out and bare? [make* a leg.] —Very good. I 
see, W much doctrine, and impulsion, it may be effected; stand 
by. The Turk, in this divine discipline, is admirable, exceeding 
ail the potentates of the earth; still waited on by mutes; and all 
his commands so executed; yea, even in the war, as I have heard, 
and in his marches, most of his charges and directions given 
signs, and with silence: an exquisite art 1 and I am heartily ashamed, 
and angry oftentimes, that the princes of Christendom should suffer 
a harbarian to transcend them m so hi^h a point of felicity. I wrill 
practise it hereafter. [A horn winded wtlhin.] —^How now ? oh! oh I 
what vill^ what pr^igy of mankind is that? look. [Exit Mute.] 
—[Horn odutn.]—Oh! cut his throat, cut his throatl what mar- 
dwer, hell-hound, devil can this be? 
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R»-tMter Mutb. 

MvU. It is a post from the oourt— 

Mor. Out, n^el and must thou blow thy horn tool 

MvU. Al^ it is a post from tiie court, sir, that 8 a 3 r 8 , he must 
speak with you, pedn of death— 

Mor. of Uiy life, be sUentI 

Enter Taumns vnih a poat-hom, and a hotter in hie hand. 

True. By your leave, air;—I am a stranger here:—la your name 
master Morose? is your name master Morose? Fishes 1 Pytha* 
Koreans all 1 This is strange. What say you, sir? nothing! Has 
Ehupocratee been here with his club, among you ? Well, sir, I will 
bdieve you to be the man at this time: I will venture upon you, 
sir. Your friends at oourt commend them to you, sir— 

if or. O men! O manners! was there ever such an impudence? 

True. And are extremely solicitous for you, sir. 

Mor. Whose knave are you? 

True. Mine own knave, and your compeer, sir. 

Mor. Fetch me my sword— 

True. You shall taste the one half of my dagger, if you do, 
groom; and you the other, if you stir, sir: Be patien^ 1 charge 
you, in the ku^s name, and hear me without insurrection. They 
say, you are to marry; to marry! do you mark, sir? 

Mor. How then, rude companion! 

True. Many, your friends do wonder, sir, the Thames being so 
near, wherein you may drown, so handromely; or London-bridge, 
at a low fall, with a fine leap, to hurry you down the stream; or, 
such a deUcate steeple in the town, as !^w, to vault from; or, a 
braver height, as Paul’s: Or, if you affected to do it nearer hom^ 
and a Sorter way, an excellent garret-window into the street; or, 
a beam in the said garret, with uiis halter [ehewa him the hatter .]— 
which they have sent, and desire, that you would sooner commit 
your grave head to this knot, than to the wedlock noose; or, take 
a little sublimate, and go out of the world like a rat; or a fly, as 
one said, with a straw In your arse: any way, rather than follow 
this goblin Matrimony. AIcm, sir, do you ever think to find a 
ohaste wife in these times ? now ? when there are so many masques, 
plays, Puritan preachings, mod folks, and other strange sights to 
M seen daily, private and public ? If you had lived in king Ethel- 
died’s time, sir, or Edward the Confessor, vou mi^t, perhaps, have 
found one in some cold country hamlet, wen, a dull frosty wench, 
would have been contented with one man: now, they wiU as soon 
Iw pleased with one leg, or one e^ PU tell you, sir, the monstrous 
haMLT fia you diall run with a wife. 

Mor. Good sir,-have I ever cozen’d any friends of yours of their 
land? bought thw possessions? taken forfeit of th^ mortgage? 
begg’d a reversion from them? bastaided their issue? What have 
I £ne, that may deserve this? 

True. Nothing, sir, that I know, but your itch of marriage. 
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Jfor. Why, if I had made an aaBussinate upon your father, 
▼itiated your mothn, ravished your sisters— 

True. I would kill you, ut, I would kill you, if you had. 

Jlfor. Why, you do more in this, sir: it were a vengeance centuple, 
for ail facinorous acta that could be named, to do that you do. 

True. Alas, sir, I am but a messenger: I but tell you, what you 
must hear. It seems your friends are careful after your soul’s 
health, sir, and would have yon know the danger; (but you may 
do your pleasure for all them, I persuade not, sir.) If, after you are 
married, your wife do run away with a vaulter, or the Frenchman 
that walks upon ropes, or him that dances the jig, or a fencer 
for his skill at his weapon; why it is not their fault, they have 
discharged their consciences; when you know what may happen. 
Nay, suffer valiantly, sir, for I must tell you all the perib that you 
are obnoxious to. If she be fair, young and vegetous, no sweet¬ 
meats ever drew more flies; all the yellow doublets and great roses 
in the town will be tliere. If foul and crooked, she’ll be with them, 
and buy those doublets and roses, sir. If rich, and that you marry 
her dowry, not her, she’ll reign in your house as imperious as a 
widow. If noble, all her kindred will be your tyrants. If fruitful, 
as proud as May, and humorous os April; she must have her doctors, 
her midwives, her nurses, her longings every hour; though it be 
for the dearest morsel of man. If learned, there was never such a 
parrot; all your patrimony will be too little for the guests that 
must invited to hear her speak Latin and Greek; and vou must 
lie with her in those languages too, if you will please her. if precise, 
you must feast all the silenced brethren, once in three days; salute 
the sbters; entertain the whole family, or wood of them; and hear 
long-wind^ exercises, singings and catechbings, which you ore not 
given to, and yet must give for; to please the zealous matron your 
wife, who for the holy cause, will cozen you over and drove. 
You begin to sweat, sirl but thb b not half, i’faith: you may do 
your pleasure, notwithstanding, a.s I said before: I come not to 
persuade you. [Iftde is stealing —Upon my faith, master 

serving-man, if you do stir, I will boat you. 

Mor. O, what b my sin 1 what b my sin! 

True. TTion, if you love your wife, or rather dote on her, sir; O, 
how she’ll torture you, and take pleasure in your torments! you 
shall lie with her but when she Ibto; she will not hurt her beauty, 
her complexion; or it must be for that jewel, or that pearl, when 
she does: every half hoar’s pleasure must be bought anew, and with 
the aame pain and charge you woo’d her at first. Then you must 
keep what servants she please; what company she will; that 
friend must not vbit you without her license; and him she loves 
most, she will seem to hate eagerliest, to decline your j^oasy; 
or, feign to be jealous of you first; and for that cause go live with 
her ihe-frien^ or cousin at the college, that can instenct her in aU 
the mysteries of writing letters, corrupting servants, taming spies; 
whrae she must have that rich gown for such a great day; a new 
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one for the next; a richer for the third; be served in silver; have 
the chamber fill’d wiihi a succession of grooms, footmen, ushws, 
and other messengers; besides embroiderers, jewellers, tire-women, 
sempsters, feath»men, perfumers; whilst she feels not how the 
land drops away, nor tne acres melt; nor foresees the change, 
when the mercer has your woods for her velvets; never weighs what 
W pride costs, sir; so she may kiss a page, or a smooth chin, that 
has the despair of a board: be a stateswoman, know all the news, 
what was done at Salisbury, what at the Bath, what at court, what 
in progress; or, so she may censure poets, and authors, and styles, 
and compare them; Daniel with Spenser, Jonson with the t’other 
youtl^ and so forth: or be thought cunning in controversies, or 
the very knots of divinity; and have often in her mouth the state of 
the question; and then skip to the mathematics, and demonstra¬ 
tion: and answer in religion to one, in state to another, in bawdry 
to a third. 

Mor. 0, OI 

Trut. All this is very true, sir. And then her going in disguise 
to that conjurer, and this cunning woman: where the first question 
is, how soon you shall die? next, if her present servant love her? 
next, if she shall have a new servant? and how many? which of 
her family would make the best bawd, male or female? what 
precedence she shall have by her next match? and sets down the 
answers, and believes them above the scriptures. Nay, perhaps 
she’ll study the art. 

If or. Gentle sir, have you done ? have you had your pleasure of 
me? ril think of these things. 

Trut, Yes, sir: and then comes reeking home of vapour and 
sweat, with going a foot, and lies in a month of a new face, all oil 
and birdlime; and rises in asses’ milk, and is cleansed' with a new 
fucusf God ^ wi’ you, sir. One thing more, which I had almost 
forgot. This too, with whom you are to marry, may have made 
a conveyance of her virginity afore hand, as your wise widows do 
of their states, before they marry, in trust to some friend, sir: Who 
can tell? Or if she have not done it yet, she may do, utoo the 
wedding-day, or the night before^ and antedate you cuckold. The 
Iflce has been heard of in nature. ’Tis no devised, impossible things 
sir. God to wi’ 3 rou: FIl be bold to leave tiiis rope with you, sir, 
for a remembrance.—^Farewell, Mute 1 [Exit. 

Mor. Oome, have me to my chamber: but first shut the door. 
[Truewit trinda (to horn tmftotd.] O, shut the door, shut the door] 
is he oome again ? 

Enter Cutbxabd. 

Cut. ’Tis I, sir, your barber. 

Mor. O, C^tbeard, Gutbeard, Cutbeaidl here has been a cut- 
tiiroat wi^ me: help me in to my bed, and give me phyrio with 
thy counsel. lExeunt. 
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■SCENE II .—A Room tn Sir John Daw’s Houae. 

Enter Daw, CuBmoirr, DAUPHUia, and Ericoini. 

Daw. Nay, aa dio will, let her refuse at her own chargee; 'tis 
nothing to me, gentlemen: bat she will not be invited to the like 
feoste or guests every day. 

Cler. O, by no means, she may not refuse—to stay at home, 
if you love your reputation: ’Slight, you are invited thither o’ 
purpose to be seen, and laughed at by the lady of the college, and 
her shadows. This trumpeter hath proclaim’d you. [Amde to Eni. . 

Dawp. You shall not go; let him oe laugh'd at in your stead, for 
not bringing you: and put him to his extemporal faculty of fooling 
and talking loud, to satisfy the company. [Amde to Epi. 

Cler. He will suspect us; talk aloud.—^’Pray, mistress Epiocene, 
let’s see your verses; we have sir John Daw’s leave; do not oonce^d 
your servant’s merit, and your own glories. 

Epi. They’ll prove my servant’s glories, if you have his leave so 
soon. 

Daup. His vaiu-glories, lady I 

Daw. Shew them, shew them, mistress; I dare own them. 

Epi. Judge you, what glories. 

Daw. Nay, I’ll read them myself too: an author must recite his 
own works. It is a madrigal of Modesty. 

Modest and fair, for fair and good are near 
fleighboura, howe'er .— 

Daup. Very good. 

Cler. Ay, is’t notT 

Daw. No noble virtue ever teas alone. 

But two in one. 

Daup. Excellent I 

Cler. That again, I pray, sir John. 

Daup. It has something in’t like rare wit and sonso. 

Cler. Peace. 

Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone. 

But two »n one. 

Then, when I praise sweet modrMy, I praise 
Bright beauty's rays: 

And having waised both beauty and modesty, 

/ haw praised thee. 

Daup. Admirable! 

Cler. How it chimes, and cries tink in the close, divinely 1 

Daup. Ay, ’tis Seneca. 

Cler. No, I think ’ris Plutarch. 

Daw. The dor on Plutarch and Seneca I I hate it: they ue mine 
own imaginatione, by that light. I wonder those fellows have such 
credit with gentlemen. 

Cler. They toe very grave authors. 

Daw. Grave nn sesf mere essayists: a few loose sentences, and. 
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that’s aU. A man would talk so, his whole age: 1 do utter as good 
things eveiy hour, if they were oolleoted Mid observed, as Mther 
of them. 

Daup. Indeed, sir John I 

Oler. He must needs; living among the wits and braveries too. 

Daup. Ay, and being president of them, as he is. 

Dau). There’s Aristotle, a mere common-place fellow; Plato, a 
disoourser; Thucydides and Livy, tedious and dry; Tacitus, an 
entire knot; sometimes worth the untying, very seldom. 

Cler. What do you think of the poets, sir John T 

Daw. Not worthy to be namM for authors. Homer, an old 
tedious, prolix ass, talks of curriers, and chines of beef; Virgil of 
dunging of land, and bees; Horace, of I know not what. 

Cler. 1 think so. 

Daw. And so, Pindarus, Lycophron, Anacreon, Catullus, Seneca 
the tragedian, Lucan, Propertius, 'Tibullus, Martial, Juvenal, 
Ausonius, Statius, Polilian, Valerius Flaccus, and the rest— 

Cler. VHiat a sack full of their names he has gotl 

Damp. And how he pours them outl Politiaa with Valerius 
Elacousl 

Cler. Was not the character right of him } 

Damp. As oould be made, i’faith. 

Daw. And PersiuB, a crabbed coxcomb, not to be endured. 

Daup. Why, whom do you account for authors, sir John Daw ? 

Daw. Synt^ma juris oivilis; Corpus juris civilis; Corpus juris 
canonioi; the Ung of Spain’s bible— 

Damp. Is the king of Sprin’s bible an author ? 

Cler. Yes, and Syntagma. 

Damp. What was that ^ntagma, sir T 

Daw. A civil lawyer, a Spaniard. 

Damp. Sure, Corpus was a Dutchman. 

Cler. Ay, both ihe Corpuses, 1 knew ’em: they were very cor¬ 
pulent authors. 

Daw. And then there’s Vatablus, Pomponatius, Symancha: the 
other are not to be received, within the thought of a scholar. 

Daup. ’Fore Qod, you have a simple learned servant, lady,—in 
titles. [Aside. 

Cler. I wonder that he is not called to the helm, and marie a 
counsellor. 

Daup. He is one extraordinary. 

Cler. Nay, but in ordinary: to say truth, the state wants 
such. 

Daup. Why that will follow. 

Cler. I muse a mistress can be so silent to the dotes of such a 
SMvant, 

Daw. "Sa her virtue^ sir. I have written somewhat of her 
jfUence too. 

Damp. In verse, sir John? 

Cler. What elset 
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Dowp. Why, how can you justify your own being of a poo^ that 
so slight all the old poets T 

Dtm. Why, every nuin that writes in verse is not a poet; you 
have of l^e wits that write verses, and yet are no poets: they are 
poets that live by it, the poor fellows that live by it. 

Daup. Why, would not you live by your verses, sir Jnhnt 

Cler. No, ’twere pity he should. A knight live by his verses I 
he did not make them to that end, I hope. 

Dawp. And yet the noble Sidney lives by his, and the noble 
family not ashamed. 

Cl». Ay, he protest himself; but sir John Daw has more cauUon: 
he’ll not liinder his own rising in the state so much. Do you think 
he will 7 Your verses, good sir John, and no poems. 

Daw. Silence in icoman, ie like speech in man; 

Dentfl who can. 

Davp. Not I, believe it: your reason, sir. 

Daw. Nor w’< a tale, 

Thai female vice should be a virtue male. 

Or nuuculine vice a female virtue be: 

You shall it see 
Prov'd with increase; 

I know to speak, and she to hold her peace. 

Do you conceive me, gentlemen T 

Daup. No, faith; how mean you wUh increase, sir John? 

Daw. Why, with increase is, when I court her for the common 
cause of mankind, and she says nothing, but conseniire videtur; 
and in time is gravida. 

Daup. Then this is a ballad of procreation? 

Cler. A madrigal of procreation; you mistake. 

Epi. ’Pray give me my verses again, servant. 

Daw. If you’ll ask them aloud, you shall. 

[Ifoll-s aside with (he papers. 

Enter Truewit with his horn. 

(Tier. See, here’s Truewit again]—Where hast thou been, in the 
name of madness, thus accoutred with thy horn? 

True. Where the sound of it might have pierced yoiir sense with 
gladness, had you been in ear-reach of it. Dauphine, fall down 
and worship me; I have forbid the bans, lad: I have been with 
thy virtuous uncle, and have broke the match. 

Daup. You have not, I hope. 

True. Yes, faith; and thou shouldst hope otherwise. I should 
repent me: this horn got me entrance; kiss it. I had no otiier 
way to get in, but by feigning to be a post; but when I got in once, 
I proved none, but ra^er the contrary, turn’d him into a post, or 
a stone, or what is staffer, with thundering into him the incom¬ 
modities of a wife, and the miseries of marriage. If ev« Gorgon 
were seen in the shape of a woman, he harii seen her in my descrip¬ 
tion: I have put him off o’ that scent for ever.—Why do yon not 
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applaud and adorome^ sirs T why stand you mute T are you stupid ? 
You are not wortlw of the benefit. 

Dawp. Did not 1 tell youT Misohief!— 

CUr. I would yon had placed this benefit somewhere else. 

True. Why soT 

Cler. ’Slight, you have done the most inconsiderate, rash, weak 
thing, that ever man did to his friend. 

Daup. Friend I if the most malicious enemy I have, had studied 
to infiict an injury upon me, it could not bo a greater. 

True. Wherein, for God’s sake? Gentlemen, come to yourselves 
again. 

Daup. But I presaged thus much afore to you. 

Cler. Would my Ups bad been solder’d when I spake on’tl 
Slight, what moved you to be thus impertinent? 

True, My masters, do not put on this strange face to pay my 
courtesy; oS with this vizor. Have good turns done you, and 
ttonk ’em this way! 

Daup. ’Fore heaven, you have undone me. That which I have 
plotted for, and been maturing now those four month.s, you have 
blasted in a minute; Now I am lost, I may speak. This gentle¬ 
woman was lodged here by mo o’ purpose, and, to be put upon 
my uncle, hath protest this obstinate silence for my sake; being my 
entire friend, and one that for the requital of such a fortune as to 
marry him, would have made mo very ample conditions; where 
now, all my hopes are utterly misnarriid by this unlucky accident. 

Cler. Thus ’tis when a man will be ignorantly officious, do ser¬ 
vices, and not know his why; I wonder what courteous itch possest 
you. You never did absuider part in your life, nor a greater 
trespass to friendship or humanity. 

Daup. Faith, you may forgive it best; ’twaa your cause princi¬ 
pally. 

Cler. I know it; would it had not. 

Enter CuTBEAno. 

Daup. How now, Cutbeard! what news? 

Cut. The best, the happiest that ever was, sir. There has been a 
mad gentleman with your uncle this morning, [seeing Truewit .]—I 
think this be the gentleman—that has almost talk’d him out of his 
wits, with threatening him from marriage— 

Daup. On, 1 prithee. 

Cut. And your uncle, sir, he thinks ’twae done by your procure¬ 
ment; therefore he will see the party you wot of presently; and 
if he like her, he 8 a 3 rs, and that she be so inclining to dumb as I 
have told Mm, he swears he will marry her to-day, instwtly, and 
not defer it a minute longer. 

Daup. Excellent I beyond our expectation 1 

True, Beyond our expectation! By this light, I knew it would 
be thus. 

Daup. Nay, sweet Truewit, forgive me. 
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True. No, 1 waa ignoranUy officious, impertineut; this was the 
absurd, uteak part. 

Cler, Wilt thou ascribe that to merit now, waa mere fortune! 

True. Fortune! mere providence. Fortune had not a finger in’t. 
I saw it must necessarily in nature fall out so; my genius is never 
false to me in these things. Shew mo how it could otherwise. 

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, contend not; ’tis well now. 

True. Alas, 1 let him go on with inconaiderale, and rash, and 
what he pleased. 

Cler. Away, thou strange justiller of thyself, to be wiser than 
thou wert, by the event! 

True. Event! by tliis light, thou shalt never persuade me, but 
I foresaw it as well as the stars themselves. 

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, 'tis well now. Do you two entertain 
sir John Daw with discourse, while I send her away with instructions. 

True. I’ll be acquainted with her first, by your favour. 

Cler. Master Truewit, lady, a friend of ours. 

True. I am sorry I have not known you sooner, lady, to celebrate 
this rare virtue of your silence. [Exeunt Daup., Epi., and CvUteard. 

Cler. Faith, an you had come sooner, you should have seen and 
heard her well celebrated in sir John Daw’s madrigals. 

True, [advances to Date.] Jack Daw, God save you! when saw you 
La-Foolo T 

Daw. Not since last night, master Truewit. 

True. That’s a miracle! I thought you two had been inseparable. 

Daw. He’s gone to invite his guests. 

True. ’Odso! ’tis true! What a false memory have I towards 
that man! T am one: I met him even now, upon that he calls his 
delicate fine block horse, rid into foam, witli posting from place to 
place, and person to person, to give them the cue— 

Cler. Lest they should forget? 

True. Yes: There was never poor captain took more pains at a 
master to shew men, than he, at this meal, to shew friends. 

Daw. Tt is his quarter-feast, sir. 

Cler. What! do you say so, sir John? 

True. Nay, Jack Daw will not be out, at the best friends ho has, 
to the talent of his wit: Where’s his mistress, to hear and applaud 
him? is she gone? 

Daw. Is mistress Epiccene gone? 

Cler. Gone afore, with sir Dauphine, I warrant, to the place. 

True. Gone afore! that were a manifest injury, a dLsgraco and a 
half; to refuse him at such a festival-time as tliis, being a bravery, 
and a wit too! 

Cler. Tut, he’ll swallow it like cream: he’s better read in Jure 
civili, than to esteem any thing a disgrace, is offer’d him from a 
mistress. 

Daw. Nay, let her e’en go; she shall sit alone, and be dumb in 
her chamber a week together, for John Daw, 1 warrant her. Does 
she refuse me? 
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Cler. No, sir, do not take it so to heart; she does not refuse you, 
but a little neglects you. Good faith, Truewit, you were to blame, 
to put it into his head, that she does refuse him. 

True.. Sir, she does refuse him palpably, however you mince it. 
An 1 were as ho, I would swear to speak ne’er a word to her to-day 
for’t. 

Daw. Ily this light, no more I will not. 

True. Nor to any body else, sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not say so, gentlemen. 

Cler. It had been an excellent happy condition for the company, 
if you could have drawn him to it. [Aside. 

Daw. I’ll be very melancholy, i’faith. 

Cler. As a dog, if I were as you, sir John. 

True. Or a snail, or a hog-louse; I would roll myself up for this 
day; in troth, they should not unwind me. 

Daw. By this pick-tooth, so I will. 

Cler. ’Tis well done: He begins alrcuidy to be angry with his teeth. 

Daw. Will you go, gentlemen ? 

GUr. Nay, you must walk alone, if you be right melancholy, .sir 
John. 

True. Yes, sir, we’ll dog you, we’ll follow you afar off. [ExU Daw. 

Cler. Was there ever such a two yards of knighthood measured 
out by time, to bo sold to laughter T 

True. A mere talking mole, hang him! no mushroom was ever 
BO fresh. A fellow so utterly nothing, as he knows not what he 
would bo. 

Cler. T.«t’B follow him: but first let’s go to Dauphine, he’s 
hovering about the house to hear what news. 

True. Content. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III .—A Room in Mobosk’s FIou.<ie. 

Enter Mobosb and Mute,/ oZtoraed by CuTBEAiin with Epicocnb. 

Mor. Welcome, Cutbeard! draw near with your fair charge; and 
in her ear softly entreat her to unma.sk. [Epi. takes o§ her — 

So! Is the door shut? [Mute makes a leg.^ —Enough. Now, Cut- 
beard, with the same discipline I use to my family, 1 will question 
you. As I conceive, Cutbeard, this gentlewoman is she you have 
provided, and brought, in hope she will fit me in the pl.ace and 
person of a wife? Answer mo not but with your leg, unless it be 
otherwise: [Gut. makes a leg .'\—Very well done, Cutbeard. 1 
conceive, besides. Cutbeard, you have been pre-acquainted with 
her birth, education, and qualities, or else you would not prefer 
her to my acceptance, in the weighty consequence of marriage. 
[makes a leg.] —^'I’his I conceive, Cutbeard. Answer me not but 
with your leg, unless it be otherwise, [bows again .]—Very well 
done, Ciitbeard. Give aside now a little, and leave mo to examine 
her condition, and aptitude to my affection, [goes about her and 
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views A«r.]—She is exceeding fair, and of a special gcsxl favour: a 
sweet composition or harmony of limbs; her temper of beauty baa 
the true height of mj' Mood. The knave hath exceedingly well 
fitted me without: I will now try her within.—Come near, fair 
gentlewoman; let not my behaviour seem rude, though unto you, 
being rare, it may haply appear strange. [Kpico:ne ciirtsirs.'] Nay, 
lady, you may speak, though Cutbeard and my man might not; 
for of all sounds, only the sweet voice of a f.iir hwly has the just 
length of mine e.ir.s. I beseech you, say, lady; out of the first fire 
of meeting eyes, tlicy say, love is strioken: do you feel any such 
motion suddenly shot into yo:i, from any part yon sec in me? ha. 
lady? [Epi. curtsies.] —Alas, lady, these answers by silent curtsies 
from you are too court less and simple. I have ever hail my Vircerliiig 
in court; and she that shall be my wife, must be aecomplishetl 
with courtly and audacious ornajuents. Can you speak, lady? 

Epi. [sr>flli/.'\ .Judge you, forsooth. 

Mor. What say you, latly ? Speak out, I beseech you. 

Epi. Judge you, forsooth. 

Mor. On my judgment, a divine softness 1 But can you naturally, 
lady, as I enjoin these l>y doctrine and industry, refer yoursiif to 
the search of my judgment, and, not taking jilcasure in your tongue, 
which is a wothan’s chiefc.st jilciujure, think it plausible to answer 
me by silent gestures, so long os my speeches jump right with what 
vou conceive? [L>t. curtsies.'] —Excellent! divine! if it were 
possible she should hold out thus!—I•eace. CHUheard, thou art mode 
for ever, as thou hast made me, if this felicity have lasting; but I 
will try her further. Dear lady, 1 am courtly, I tell you, and 1 
must have mine ears banquei-’d with pleasant and witty con¬ 
ferences, pretty girls, scoffs, and dalii.Tnce in her that 1 mean to 
choose for my beil-phere. The ladic.s in court think it a most 
desperate imjiair to their quickness of wit, and good carriage, if 
they cannot give occasion for a man to court ’em; and w’hcn an 
amorous discourse is set on foot, minister as good matter to con¬ 
tinue it, as himself: .And do you alone so much rliffer from all them, 
that what they, with so much circumstance, affect and toil for, to 
seem leam’d, to seem judicious, to seem sharp and conceiteil, you 
can bury in yourself with silence, and rather trust, your graces to 
the fair conscience of virtue, than to the world s or your own 
proclamation ? 

Epi. [sqfth/.] I should he sorry else. 

3for. What say you. lady? good lady, speak out. 

Epi. I should "he sorry else. 

Mor. That sorrow doth fill me with gladncas. O .Mowsc, thou 
art happy above mankind! pray that thou mavest contain thyself. 
I wrill only put her to it once more, and it shall be with the utmost 
touch and test of their sex. But hear me. fair latly: I do also 
love to see her whom I shall choose for my heifer, to be the first 
and principal in all fashions, precede all the dames at court by a 
fortnight, have council of tailors, lineners, lace-women, einl.roidererB: 
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and sit with them sometimes twice a day upon French intelligences, 
and then come forth varied like nature, or ofteaer than she, and 
bettor by the help of art, her emulous servant. This do 1 affect: 
and how will you be able, lady, with this frugality of speech, to 
give the manifold but necessary instructions, for that bodice, these 
sleeves, those skirts, this cut, that stitch, this embroidery, that 
lace, this wire, those knots, that ruff, those roses, this girdle, that 
fan, the t’other scarf, these gloves? Hal what say you, lady? 

Epi. [so/Vly.] I’ll leave it to you, sir. 

Mor, How, lady ? pray you rise a note. 

Epi. I leave it to wisdom and you, sir. 

Mor. Admirable creature! I will trouble you no more: I will 
not sin against so sweet a simplicity. Let me now be bold to print 
on those divine lips the seal of being mine.—Cutbeard, I give thee 
the lease of thy house free; thank me not but with thy leg. [Cixf- 
beard ahakea hia head.']—1 know what thou wouldst say, she’s poor, 
and her friends deceased. She has brought a wealthy dowry in her 
silence, Cutbeard; and in respect of her poverty, Cutbeard, I shall 
have her more loving and obedient, Cutbeard. Go thy ways, and 
get me a minister presently, with a soft low voice, to marry us; 
and pray him he will not be impertinent, but brief as he can; away: 
softly, Cutbeard. [Exit Cut.'] —Sirrah, conduct your mistress into 
the ^ning-room, your now mistress. [Exit Mute, followed by Epi .]— 
O my felicity 1 how shall I be revenged on mine insolent kinsman, 
and his plots to fright me from marrying! This night I will get 
an heir, and thrust him out of my blood, like a stranger. He would 
be knighted, forsooth, and thought by that means to reign over me; 
his title must do it: No, kinsman, I will now make you bring me 
the tenth lord’s and the sixteenth lady’s letter, kinsman; and it 
shall do you no good, kinsman. Your knightho^ itself shall come 
on its knees, and it shall be rejected; it shall be sued for its fees 
to execution, and not bo redeem’d; it shall cheat at the twelve- 
penny ordinary, it knighthood, for its diet, all the term-time, and 
tell tales for it in the vacation to the hostess; or it knighthood shall 
do worse, take sanctuary in Cole-harbour, and fast. It shall fright 
all it friends with borrowing letters; and when one of the fourscore 
hath brought it knighthood ten shillings, it knighthood shall go to 
the Cranes, or the Bear at the Bridge-foot, and be drunk in fear; 
it shall not have money to discharge one tavern-reckoning, to 
invite the old creditors to forbear it knighthood, or the new, that 
should be, to trust it knighthood. It shall be the tenth name in 
the bond to take up the commodity of pipkins and stone-jugs: and 
the part thereof shall not furnish it knighthood forth for the attempt¬ 
ing of a baker’s widow, a brown baker’s widow. It shall give it 
knighthood’s name for a stallion, to all gamesome citizens’ wives, and 
be refused, when the master of a dancing-school, or how do you 
call him, the worst reveller in the town is taken: it shall want 
clothes, and by reason of that, wit, to fool to lawyers. It shall not 
have hope to repur itself by Constantinople, Ireland, or Virginia; 
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but the beat and last fortune to it knighthood shall be to make Dol 
Tesr-sheel^, or Kate Common a lady, and so it knighthood may oat. 

lExit. 


SCEXE IV .—A Lane, near Mobosk’s Ilovee. 

Elder Tbubwit, Daupiiine. and Ci.ebi.mont, 

True. Are you sure he is not gone by ? 

Danp. No, 1 staid in the shop ever since. 

Gler. But he may take the other end of the lane. 

Daup. No. 1 told him 1 would be hero at this end: I appointed 
him hither. 

True. What a barbarian it is to stay then! 

Daup. Yonder he comes. 

Cler. And his charge left bcliind him. wliich is a very good sign, 
Dauphinc. 

Enter CiTTnF.ABi). 

Daup. How now, Cutbeard! succeeds it, or noT 

Cut. Past imagination, sir. omnia secunda; you could not have 
pr.ay’d to have had it so well. Saltat aenex, as it is in the proverb; 
ne does triumph in his felicity, admires the parly! ho has given 
me the lease of my house too! and I am now going for a silent 
minister to marry them, and away. 

True. ’Slight! get one of the silenced ministers; a zealous brother 
would torment him purely. 

Cut. Cum privilegio, sir. 

Daup. O, by no means; let’s do nothing to hinder it now: when 
*tis done and flnished, I am for you, for any device of vexation. 

Cut. And that shall be within this half hour, n[)on my rlcxterity, 
gentlemen. Contrive what you can in the mean time, bonis avihus. 

[Exit. 

Cler. Hf>w the slave doth I.atin it! 

True. It would bo mode a jest to posterity, sirs, this day’s mirth, 
if ye will. 

Cler. Beshrew his heart that will not. I pronounce. 

Daup. And for my part. What is it t 

True. To translate all Ia-FooIc's company, and his feast thither, 
to-day, to celebrate this bride-ale. 

Daup. Ay, marry; but how will’t be done? 

True. I’ll undertake the directing of all the lady-guests thither, 
and then the meat must follow. 

Cler. For God’s sake, let’s effect it; it will be an excellent comedy 
of affliction, so many several noises. 

Daup. But are they not at the other place, already, think you ? 

True. I’ll warrant you for the college-honours: one of their faces 
has not the priming colour laid on yet, nor the other her smock 
sleek’d. 

Cler. O, but they’ll rise earlier than ordinary to a feast. 

True. Best go see, and assure ourselves. 
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Oler. Who knova the house T 

True, ril lead you; Were you never there yet T 

Daum. Notl. 

Cler. Nor L 

True, Where have jrou lived thent not know Tom Otter I 
Cler. No: for Gkjd’s sake, what is heT 

True, An excellent animal, equal with your Daw or La-Foole, if 
not transoendant; and does Latin it as much as your barber: He 
is his wife’s subject; he calls her princess, and at such times as 
these follows her up and down the house like a page, with his hat 
ofi, partly for heat, partly for reverence. At thu instant he is 
marsne^ng of his bult beu, and horse. 

Dav/p. What be those, in the name of SphynxT 
True. Why, sir, he has been a great man at the Bear-garden in 
his time; and from that subtle sport has ta’en the witty denomina¬ 
tion of his chief carousing cups. One he calls his bull, another his 
bear, another his horse. And then he has his lesser glasses, that 
he calls his deer and his ape; and several degrees of them too; and 
never is well, nor thinks any entertainment perfect, till these be 
brought out, and set on the cupboard. 

Cl». For God’s love I —yee should miss this, if we should not go. 
True. TUej, he has a thousand things as good, that will sp>eak him 
all day. He will rail on his wife, with certain common places, 
Ix^nd her back; and to her face— 

Dawp. No more of him. Let’s go see him, I petition you. 

^Exeunt. 


ACT III 

SCENE I .—A Room in Otteb’s House. 

Enter Captain Ottbb voiOi Ms cups, and Mistress Otteb. 

Ott. Nay, good princess, hear me pauca verba. 

Mrs. OU. By that light. I’ll have you chain’d up, with your 
bull-dogs and bear-dogs, if you be not civil the sooner. I’ll send 
you to kennel, i’faith. You were best bait me with your bull,- bear, 
and horse. Never a time that the courtiers or colleraates come 
to the house, but you make it a Shrove-tuesday 1 I would have you 
get your Whitsuntide velvet cap, and your staff in your hand, to 
entertain tiiem: yes, in troth, do. 

Ott. Not BO, princess, neither; but under correction, sweet 
princess, give me leave.—^These things I am known to the courtiers 
by: It is reported to them for my humour, and they receive it so, 
and do expect it. Tom Otter’s bnU, bear, and horse is known all 
over England, tn rerum natura. 

Mrs. Ott. ’Fore me, I will na-ture them over to PMis-garden, and 
na-ture you thither too, if you pronounce them amin. Is a bear 
a fit beast, or a bull, to mix in society with great Tadiest think in 
your discretion, in any good policy. 
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Ott. hone Hmh, good ptincess. 

Mra. Ott. Well, I am contented for the horse; they love to be 
well horsed, I know: I love it myself. 

Ott. And it is a delicate line horse this: Poeiarum Ptgaaua. 
Under correction, princess, Jupiter did turn himself into a—totirus, 
or bull, under correction, good princess. 

EiUer Tbobwit, Clbbimost, and Dattpiiine, behind. 

Mrs. OU. By my integrity. I’ll send you over to the Bank-side; 
ril commit you to the master of the Garden, if I hear but a syllable 
more. Must my house or my roof bo polluted with the scent of 
bears and bulls, when it is perfumed for great ladies! Is tliis 
according to the instrument, when I roarrieid you? that I would 
be princess, and reign in mine own house; and you would be my 
subject^ and obey me? What did you bring me, should make you 
thus peremptory ? do I allow you your half-crown a day, to spend 
where you will, among your gamesters, to vex and torment me at 
such times as these? Who gives you your nraintenance, 1 pray 
you? who allows yon your horse-meat and man’s meat? your 
three suits of apparel a year? your four pair of stockings, one silk, 
three worsted ? your clean linen, your bands and cuffs, when I can 
get you to wear them ?—’tis marie you have them on now.—Who 
graces you with courtiers or great personages, to apeak to you out 
of their coaches, and come home to your house? Were you ever 
so mnoh os look’d upon by a lord or a lady, before I married you, but 
on the Easter or Whitsun-holidays ? and then out at the banqueting- 
house window, when Ned Wliiting or George Stone were at the 
stake? 

True. For God’s sake, let’s go stave her off him. 

Mre. Ott. Answer me to that. And did not I take you up from 
thence, in an old greasy buff-doublet, with points, and green velvet 
sleeves, out at the elbows? you forget this. 

True. She’ll worry him, if we help not in time. 

[They rome foruoard. 

Mre. Ott. O, here are some of the gallants I Go to, behave your¬ 
self distinctiy, and with good morality; or, I protest, I’H take away 
your exhibition. 

True. Bv your leave, fair mistress Otter, Til be bold to enter 
these gentlemen in your acquaintance. 

Mra. Ott. It shall not be obnoxious, or difficil, air. 

True. How does my noble captain? is the bull, bear, and horse 
in rentm natura still? 

Ott. Sir, aie viaum auperia. 

Mra. ok. I would you would but intimate them, do. Go your 
warn in, and get toasts and butter made tor the wo^cocks: that's 
a fit province for you. [Drives him off. 

Cler. Alaa, what a tyranny is this poor fellow married tot 

True. O, but the sport will be anon, when we get him loosei. 

Daup. Dares he evw speak* 
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Trw. No Anabaptist ever rail’d with the like lioraae: bat mark 
bar language in the mean time, I beeeeoh you. 

Ott. Gentlemen, you are very aptly oome. My oousin, sir 
Amorous, will be here briefly. 

True. In good time, lady. Waa not sir John Daw here, to adc 
for him, and the company T 

lira, Ott. I cannot assure yon, master Truewit. Here waa a 
very melancholy knight in a ruS, that demanded my subject for 
somebody, a mntleman, I think. 

Oler. Ay, that was he, lady. 

Mra. Ott. But he departed straight, I can resolve you. 

Dawp. What an excellent choice phrase this lady expresses iiL 

True. O, sir, she is the only authentioal courtier, that is not 
naturally bred one, in the city. 

Mra. Ott, You have taken that report upon trust, gentlemen. 

True. No, I assure yon, the court governs it so, lady, in your 
behalf. 

Mra. Ott. I am the servant of the court and courtiers, sir. 

True. Th^ are rather your idolaters. 

Mra. Ott, Not so, sir. 

Enter Cutbxabd. 

Dauft. How now, Cutbeardl aw cross? 

Cut. O no, sir, omnia bene. ’IVas never better on the hinges; 
all’s sure. I have so pleased him with a curate, that he’s gone to’t 
almost with the delight he hopes for soon. 

Dawp. What is he for a vicar ? 

Cut. One that has catch’d a cold, sir, and can scarce be heard 
six inches ofF; as if he spoke out of a bulrush that were not pick’d, 
or his throat were full of pith: a fine quick fellow, and an excellent 
barber of prayms. I came to tell you, sir, that you might omnem 
tnovere lap%dem, as they say, be ready with your vexation. 

Daup. Grameroy, honest CutbeamI be thereabouts with thy 
kqy, to let us in. 

Out. 1 will not fail you, sir; ad manum. [Exit. 

True, Well, I’ll go watch my coaches. 

Oler. Do; and we’ll send Daw to you, if you meet him not. 

lExU Trueufit. 

Mra. Ott. Is master Truewit gone? 

Daup. Yes, lady, there is some unfortunate business fallen out. 

Mra. Ott. ^ I adjudged by the physiognomy of the fdlow that 
came in; and I had a i£eam last night too of the new pageant, and 
my lady m^oress, which is always very ominous to me. I told 
it my lady Haughty t’other day, when her honour came hither to 
see some CSiina stuife; and she expounded it out of Artemidorus, 
and I have found it since very true. It has done me many afitents. 

Oler. Your dream, lady? 

Jfrs. Ott. Yes, sir, any thing I do but dream of the oily. It 
stain’d me a damask table-cloth, cost me eighteen pound, at one 
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time; and barnt me a black satin gown, as I stood the fire, at 
mj lady Gentanre’a chamber in tiie college, anotiier time. A third 
time, at the lords’ masque, it dropt all my wire and my niS with 
wax candle, that 1 could not go up to the banquet. A fourth time, 
as I was taking coach to go to Ware, to meet a friend, it daah'd 
me a new suit all over (a crimson satin doublet, and black velvet 
skirts) with a brewer’s horse, that I was fain to go in and shift me, 
and kept my chamber a leash of days for the anguish of it. 

Daup. These were dire mischances, lady. 

Gler. I would not dwell in the city, an ’twere so fatal to me. 

Mrs. OU. Yes, sir; but I do take advice of my doctor to dream 
of it as little as I can. 

Damp. You do well, mistress Otter. 

Enter Sir John Daw, and is taken aside by Clbrimont. 

Mrs. OU. Will it please you to enter the house farther, gentlemen t 

Daup. And your favour, lady; but we stay to spe^ with a 
knight, sir John Daw, who is here come. We shall follow you, lady. 

Mrs. OU. At your own time, sir. It is my cousin sir Amorous 
his feast— 

Daup. I know it, lady. 

Mrs. OU. And mine together. But it is for his honour, and 
therefore 1 take no name of it, more than of the place. 

Daup. You are a bounteous kinswoman. 

Mrs. OU. Your servant, sir. [Exit. 

CUr. [coming forward with Date.] Why, do not you know it, sir 
John Daw? 

Daw. No, I am a rook if I do. 

Cler. riltellyou, then; she’s married by this time. And, whereas 
you were put in the head, that she was gone with sir Dauphine, I 
assure you, sir Dauphine has been the noblest, honeatest friend to 
you, tliat ever gentleman of your quality could boast of. He has 
discover'd the whole plot, and made your mistress so acknowledging, 
and indeed so ashamed of her injury to you, that she desires you 
to forgive her, and but grace her wrading with your presence to-day— 
She is to be married to a very good fortune, she says, his uncle, old 
Morose; and she will’d me in private to tell you, that she shall be able 
to do you more favours, and with more security now than before. 

Daw. Did she say so, i’faith T 

Cler. Why, what do you think of me, sir John T ask sir Dauphine. 

Daw. Nay, I believe you.—Good sir Dauphine, did she desire me 
to forgive her? 

Daup. I assure you, sir John, she did. 

Daw. Nay, then, I do with all my heart, and I’ll be jovial. 

Cler. Yes, for look you, sir, this was the injury to you. La-Foole 
intended this feast to honour her bridal day, and mode you the 
property to invite tiie college ladies, and promise to bring her; 
and then at the time she would have appear’d, as his friend, to 
have given you the dor. Whereas now, sir Dauphine has brov^t 
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her to a feeling of it, with Hub kind of Batisfaotion, that yon shall 
bring all the ladies to the place where she is, and be very jovial; 
and there, she will have a dinner, which shall be in your name: and 
so disappoint La>Foole, to make you good again, and, as it were, a 
saver in the main. 

Daw. As 1 am a knight, 1 honour her; and forgive her heartily. 

Qler. About it then presently. Truewit is gone b^ore to con¬ 
front the coaches, and to acquaint yon with so much, if he meet 
you. Join with him, and 'tis well.— 

Elder Sir Amorous La-Fooub. 

See; here comes your antagonist; but take you no notice, but be 
vey joviaL 

Im-F. Are the ladies come, sir John J)aw, and your mistress? 
[Exit Daw.] —Sir Dauphinel you are exce^ng welcome, and 
honest master Clerimont. Where’s my cousin? did you see no 
ooUegiates, gentlemen? 

Daup. CoUegiatesI do you not hear, sir Amorous, how you are 
abused? 

La-F. How, sir I 

Cler. Will you speak so kindly to sir John Daw, that has done 
you such an affront? 

La-F, Wherein, gentlemen? let me be a suitor to you to know, 
I beseech you. 

Gler. Why, sir, his mistress is married to-day to sir Dauphine’s 
uncle, your cousin’s neighbour, and he has diverted aU the ladies, 
and all your company thither, to frustrate your provirion, and 
stick a disgraoe upon you. He was here now to have enticed ns 
away from you too: but we told him his own, I think. 

I^F. Has sir John Daw wrong’d me so inhumanly f 

Dawp. He has done it, sir Amorous, most maliciously and 
treacherously: but, if you’ll be ruled by us, you shall quit him, 
i’faith. 

La-F, Good gentlemen. I’ll make one, believe it. How, I pray ? 

Daup. llarty, sir, get me your pheasants, and your godwit^ and 
your best meat, and dish it in silver dishes of your cousin’s preeenHy; 
and say nothing, but clap me a clean towel about you, like a sewer; 
and, bare-headed, maron afore it with a good oowdenoe, (’tis but 
over the way, hard by,) and we’ll second you, where you sh^ set 
it on the boaiH, and bid them welcome to’t, which shall shew ’Hs 
yours, and disgrace his preparation utterly: and for your cousin, 
whereas she should be troubled here at home with care of malrina 
and giv^ welcome, she shall transfer all that labour thither, and 
be a principal meat herself; sit rank’d with the coUwe-honours, 
and be honour’d, and have her health drunk as often, as bare and as 
loud as tihe best of them. 

La-F, m go tell her presently. It shall be done, that’s resolved. 

[ExU. 

Cler. I thought he would not hear it out, but ’twould take him. 
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Dawp. Well, then be gueato uid meat now; how diall we do for 
muaio T 

CUr. The amell of tiie veniaon, going through the street, will 
invite one noise of fiddlers or other. 

Daup. I wonld it would oaQ tiie trumpeters hither I 

Cler. Faith, there is hope: the^ have intelligence of all feasts. 
There’s good oorrespondenoe betwixt them and the London cooks: 
’tu twenty to one but we have them. 

Daup. ’Twill be a most solemn day for my uncle, and an exceUent 
fit of mirth for us. 

Cler. Ay, if we can hold up the emulation betwixt Foole and 
Daw, and never bring them to expostulate. 

Daup. Tut, flatter them both, as Truewit says, and yon may 
take thdr understanding^ in a purse>net. They'll believe them¬ 
selves to be just such men as we make them, neither more nor less. 
Ihqr have nothing, not the use of their senses, but by tradition. 

Re-enter La-Fooui, like a Sewer. 

Cler. Seel sir Amorous has his towel on already. Have you 
persuaded your cousin T 

La-F. Yes, 'tis very feasible: she’ll do any thing, she says, rather 
than the La-Fooles shall be disgraced. 

Daup. She is a noble kinswoman. It will be such a pestling 
devi(», sir Amorous; it will pound all your enemy’s practices to 
powder, and blow him up with his own mine, his own train. 

La-F. Nay, we’ll give fire, I warrant you. 

Cler. But yon must carry it privately, without any noise, and 
take no notice by any means— 

Re-enter Captain Ottkb. 

Ott. Gentlemen, my princess says you shall have all her silver 
dishes, fet/lvnate: and she’s gone to alter hmr tire a little, and go 
with you— 

Cler. And yourself too, captain Otter? 

Daup. By any means, sir. 

Ott. Yes, sir, I do mean it: but I would entreat my cousin sir 
Amoroua, and you, gentlemen, to be suitors to my princess, that I 
m^ oar^ my bull and my bear, as well as my horse. 

Cler. l^t you shaU do, captain Otter. 

La-F. cousin will never consent, gentiemen. 

Daup. we must consent, sir Amorous, to reason. 

La-F. Why, the s^s they are no decorum among ladies. 

Ott. But they are decora, and that’s better, sir. 

OZer. Ay, ^e must hear argument. Did not PasiphaS, who was 
a queen, love a bull? and was not Calisto. the mother of Areas, 
tnm’d into a bear, and made a star, mistress Ursula, in the heavens T 

Oti. O lordl that I could have said as muohl I will have these 
stiffies psinted in the Bear-garden, ex Ovidii meiamorphoai. 

S*9 
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Dawp. Where is your princess, captain T pray, be our leader. 

Ott. That I shall, sir. 

Cler. Moke hast^ good sir Amorous. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II .—A Boom in Mobosb’s House. 

Enter Mobose, Efiocenb, Parson, and Cutbbabd. 

Mor. Sir, there’s an angel for yourself, and a brace of angels for 
your cold. Muse not at this manage of my bounty. It is fit we 
should thank fortune, doable to nature, for any benefit she confers 
upon us; besides, it is your imperfection, but my solace. 

Par. [speaks as having a eold.l I thank your worship; so it is 
mine, now. 

Mor. What says he, Cutbeard T 

Cvt. He says, preesto, sir, whensoever your worship needs him, he 
con be ready with the like. He got this cold with sitting up late, 
and singing catches with cloth-workers. 

Mor. No more. I thank him. 

Par. God keep your worship, and give you much joy with your 
fair spouse!—^uh! uhl oh! 

Mor. 0, 01 stay, Cutbeard 1 let him give me five shillings of my 
money back. As it is bounty to reward benefits, so it is equity to 
mulct injuries. I will have it. What says he? 

Cler. He cannot change it, sir. 

Mor. It must be changed. 

Cut. Cough again. [Aside to Parson. 

Mor. What says he? 

Cut. He will cough out the rest, sir. 

Par. Uh, uh, uhl 

Mor. Away, away with him! stop his mouth! away! I formve 
it— [ExU Cut. thrusting out the Par. 

Epi. Fie, master Morose, that you will use this violence to a man 
of the church. 

Mor. Howl 

Epi. It does not become your gravily, or breeding, as you 
pretend, in court, to have ofier’d this outrage on a waterman, or 
any more boisterous creature, much lees on a man of his civil coat 

Mor. You con speak then I 

Epi. Yes, sir. 

Mor. Speak out, I mean. 

Epi. Ay, sir. I^y, did you think yon had married a statue, or 
a motion only? one of the French puppets, with the eyes turn’d 
with a wire? or some innocent out of the hospital, that would 
stand with her htuids thus, and a plaise mouth, and look upon you? 

Jfor. 0 immod-sty! a manifest woman! What, Catbird! 

Epi. Nay, never quarrel with Cutbeard, sir; it is too late now. 
1 confess it doth bate somewhat of the modesty 1when I writ 
simply maid: but I hope I shall make it a stock stall competent to 
the estate and dignity of your wife. 
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Mor, ShecaataQcI 

Epi. Yes, indeed, sir. 

Enter Mxm. 

Jfor. What sirrah! None of my knaves there? where is this 
impostor Cutbeard? [Mute mcikee mgna. 

Epi. Speak to him, fellow, speak to him! I'll have none of his 
ooaoted, unnatural dumbness in my housei, in a family where I 
govern. [Exit Mvte. 

Mor. She is my regent already! I have married a Penthesilea, a 
Semiramis; sold my liberty to a distalT. 

Enter Tbubwit. 

True, Where’s master Morose? 

Mor. Is he oome again! Lord have mercy upon me! 

True. I wish you aU joy, mistress Epicoene, with your grave and 
honourable match. 

Epi. I return you the thanks, master Truewit, so friendly a wish 
deserves. 

Mor. She has acquaintance, too! 

True. God save you, sir, and give you all contentment in your 
fair choice, here! Before, I was the bird of night to you, the owl; 
but now I am the messen^ of peace, a dove, and bring you the 
glad wishes of many friend to the celebration of this gc^ hour. 

itfor. What hour, sir? 

True. Your marriage hour, sir. I commend your resolution, 
that, notwithstanding all the dangers I laid afore yon, in the voice 
of a night-crow, would yet go on, and be yourself. It shews you 
are a man constant to your own ends, and upright to your puiqwses, 
that would not be put off with left-handed cries. 

Mor. How should you arrive at the knowledge of so much? 

True. Why, did you ever hope, sir, committing the secrecy of it 
to a barber, that lees than the whole town should know it? you 
might as well have told it the conduit, or the bake-house, or the 
infantry that follow the court, and with more security. Gould your 
gravity formt so old and noted a remnant, as, lipjM et toneoribua 
notum t Well, sir, forgive it yourself now, the fault, and be com¬ 
municable witb your friends. Here will be three or four fashionable 
ladies from the college to visit you presently, and their train of 
minions and followers. 

Mor. Bar my doors! bar my doors! Where are all my eaters? 
my mouths, now ?— 

ErOer Servants. 

Bar up my doors, you varlets! 

Epi. He is a varlet that stirs to such an ofiBce, Let them stand 
open. I would see him that dares move his eyes toward it. Shall I 
have a barricado made against my friends, to be barr'd of any 
pleasure they can bring in to me with their honourable visitation? 

[Exeunt 8er. 
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Jfor. O Anuusonian impodenoel 

Tme. Nay, faith, in tbia, dr, dta apeahs bat reason; and^ me- 
thinks, is more continent than you. Would you gm to so 
presently, dr, afore noon? a man of your head and hair should 
owe more to that reverend ceremony, and not mount the marriage- 
bed like a town-bull, or a mountain-goat; but stay the due season; 
and ascend it then with religion and fear. Those delicts are to be 
steeped in the humour and wence of the night; and give the day to 
o^er open pleasures, and jollities of feasting, of mudc, of revels, of 
disconise: we’ll have all, sir, that may make your Hymen high and 

O my torment, my torment! 

True. Nay, if you endure the first half hour, sir, so tediously, and 
with this irkromeness; what comfort or hope can this fair gentle¬ 
woman moke to hersdf hereafter, in the condderation of so many 
years as are to come 

.Mor. Of my affliction. Good sir, depart, and let her do it alone. 

True. I have done, sir. 

Mor. That cursed barber. 

True. Yes, faith, a cursed wretch indeed, sir. 

Mor. I have married his cittern, that’s common to all mem 
Some plame above the plague— 

True. All Egypt’s ten piques. 

Mor. Revenge me on Him I 

True. ’Tis very well, sir. If you laid on’a curse or two more, Pll 
assure you he’U bear them. As, that he may get the pox with 
seeking to cure it, sir; or, that while he is curling another man’s 
hair, own may drop off; or, for burning some male-bawd’s lock, 
he may have his brain beat out with the curling iron. 

Mor. No, let the wretch live wretched. May he get the itch, 
and his shop so lousy, as no man dare come at him, nor he come 
at no mani 

True. Ay, and if he would swallow all his balls for pills, let not 
them purge him. 

Mor. Lrt his ^mrming-pan be ever cold. 

True. A perpetual frost underneath it, sir. 

Afor. Let him never hope to see fire again. 

True. But in hell, sir. 

Mor. His chairs be always empty, his scissars rust, and his combs 
mould in their coses. 

True. Very dreadful tiiatl And may he lose the invention, sir, 
of carving lanterns in paper. 

Jfor. Let there be no bawd carted that year, to employ a bason 
of his: but let him be glad to eat his sponge for bread. 

True. And drink lotium to it, imd much good do Mm- 

Mor. Or, for want of bread 

True. Eat ear-wax, sir. Fll help you. Or, draw his own teetti, 
and add them to the lute-string. 

Jfor. No, beat the old ones to powder, and moke bread of them. 
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True. Yes, mabe meal of the mill-stonee. 

Mor. May aU the botches and burns that he has oared on others 
break out upon him. 

True. And he now forget the cure of them in himself, sir; or, if 
he do remember it, let b™ have scraped all his linen into lint fo^t, 
and have not a rag left him for to set up with. 

ifor. Let him never set up again, but have the gout in his hands 
for over!—^Now, no more, sir. 

True. O, that last was too high set; you might go less with him, 
i’faith, and be revenged enough: as, that he be never able to new* 
paint his pole— 

Mor. Good sir, no more, I forgot myself. 

True. Or, want credit to take up with a comb-maker— 

Mor. No more, sir. 

True. Or, having broken his gloss in a former despair, Ml now 
into a much greater, of ever getting another— 

Mor. 1 bes^h vou, no more. 

True. Or, that he never be trusted with trimming of any but 
ohimn^-sweepers— 

Mor. Sir— 

True. Or, may he out a collier’s throat with his razor, by chance 
medl^, and yet be bang’d for’t. 

Ifor, I will forgive him, rather than hear any more. I beseech 
you, m. 

Enter Daw, introducing Lady HAtroHTY, CsHTAtmi, Mavis, 
and Tbttsty. 

Daw. This way, madam. 

Mor. O, the sea breaks in upon me! another flood! an inunda¬ 
tion! I shall be overwhelmed with noise. It beats already at my 
shores. I feel on earthquake in my self for’t. 

Daw. ’Give you joy, mistress. 

Mor. Mas she servants too! 

Daw. I have brought some ladies here to see and know you. My 
lady Haughty— [aa he preaenta them aeveraUy, Epi. kiaaea them.} 
this limy Gentaure—mistress Dol Mavis—mistress Trusty, my 

lady Hau^ty’s woman. Where’s your husbandt let's see him: 
can he endure no noiseT let me come to him. 

Ifor. What nomenclator is this! 

True. Sir John Daw, sir, your wife’s servant, this. 

Jfor. A Daw, and hw servant! O, 'tis deemed, 'tis decreed of 
. me, an she have such servants. lOoing. 

True. Nay, sir, you must kiss the ladies; you must not go away, 
now: thOT come toward you to seek you out. 

Hau. rnitii. master Morose, would you steal a matriam thus, in 
the midst of so many friends, and not acquaint ust W^ FU kiss 
von, notwithstanding the justice of my quarrel: you shall give me 
leave, mistress, to use a bmming famUiaiily with your husband. 

Epi. Tour hulyship does me an honour in it, to let me know he 
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ii ao woithy your favoor: os you have done both him and me grace 
to visit BO unprepued a pair to entertain you. 

Mor. Compliment I compliment! 

Bat I must lay the burden of that upon mv servant here. 

Ban. It shall not need, mistress Morose; we will aU bear, rather 
than one shall be oppreet. 

Mor, I know it: and you will teach her the faculty, if she be to 
learn it. [ Walks aside while the rest talk apart. 

Hau. Is this the silent woman ? 

Cen. Nay, she has found her tongue since she was married. Master 
Truewit says. 

Han. O, master Truewit! ’save you. What kind of creature is 
your bride heref she speaks, methudm! 

True. Yes, madam, believe it, she is a gentlewoman of very 
absolute behaviour, and of a good race. 

Hau. And Jack Daw told us she could not speak! 

True. So it was carried in plot, madam, to put her upon this 
old fellow, by sir Dauphine, his nephew, and one or two more of 
ns: but she is a woman of an excellent assurance, and an extra¬ 
ordinary happy wit and tongue. You shall see her make rare sport 
with Daw ere night. 

Hau. And he brought us to laugh at her! 

True. That falls out often, madam, that he that thiiika himself 
the master-wit, is the master-fool. 1 assure your ladyship, ye 
cannot laugh at her. 

Hau. No, we’ll have her to the college: An she have wit, she shall 
be one of us, shall she not, Centaure T we’ll make her a collegiate. 

Cen. Yes, faith, madam, and Mavis and she will set up a side. 

True. Believe it, madam, and mistress Mavis she will sustain 
her part. 

Mav. m tell you that, when I have talk’d with her, and tried her. 

Hau. Use her very civilly. Mavis. 

Mav. So 1 will, madam. IWhispers her. 

Mor. Blessed minute! that th^ would whisper thus ever! 

iAside. 

True. In the mean time, madam, would but your ladyship help 
to vex him a little: you know his disease, talk to him about the 
wedding ceremonies, or call for your gloves, or— 

Hau. Let me alone. Centaure, help me.—Master bridegroom, 
where we you? 

Mor. O, it was too miraculously good to last! [Aside. 

Hem. We see no ensigns of a wMding here; no character of a 
bride-ale: where be our scarves and our gloves? I pray you, give 
them us. Let us know your bride’s colours, and yours at least. 

Celt. Alas, madam, he has provided none. 

Mor. Had I known your ladyship’s painter, I would. 

Ban. He has given it tou, Centaure, i’faith. But do you hear, 
master Morose? a jest vtw not absolve you in this manner. Yon 
that have suck’d the milk of the court, and from thmee have been 
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brought up to the very strong meats and wine of it; been a oourtier 
from &e biggen to the night-oap, ae we may say, and you to offend 
in such a high point of. ceremony as thk, and let your nupti^ 
want all marks of solemnity 1 How mnoh plate have you lost to-day, 
(if you had but regarded your profit,) what gifts, what friend 
through TOUT mere rusticity I 

Mor. Madam— 

Hcm. Pardon me, sir, I must insinuate vour errors to you; no 
gloves? no garters? no scarves? no epithalamium? no masque? 

Daw. Yes, madam, PU make an epithalamium, I promise my 
mistress; 1 have begun it already: will your ladyship hear it? 

Hau. Ay, good Jock Daw. 

Mor. Will it please your ladyship command a chamber, and be 
private with your friend? you shall have your choice of rooms to 
retire to after: my whole house is yours. 1 know it hath been 
your ladyship’s errand into tiie city at other times, however now 
you have been unhappily diverted upon me; but I shall be loth 
to break any honourable custom of your ladyship’s. And therefore, 
good madam— 

Ejti. Come, vou are a rude bridegroom, to entertain ladies of 
honour in this fashion. 

Cen. He is a rude groom indeed. 

Yrue. By that light you deserve to be grafted, and have your 
horns reach from one side of the island to the other.—Do not mistake 
me, sir; I but speak this to give the ladies some heart again, not 
for any malice to you. 

Mor. Is this your bravo, ladies ? 

Trw. As God [shall] help me, if you utter such another word, 
m take mistress bride in, and bemn to you in a very sad cup; do 
you see? Go to, know your friends, and such as love you. 

Enter CvExaiom!, followed by a number Musicians. 

Cler. By your leave, ladies. Do you want any music? I have 
brought you variety of noises. Play, sirs, all of you. 

[Aside to the Musicians, who strike up aU together. 

Mor. O, a plot, a plot, a plot, a plot, upon me! this d^ 1 shall 
be their anvil to work on, they will grate me asunder, ’lis worse 
than the noise of a saw. , 

Cler. No, they are hair, rosin, and guts: 1 can give you the receipt. 

True. Peace, boys! 

Ckr. Play! I say. 

True. Peace, rascals! You see who’s your friend now, sir: take 
oonn^e, put on n martyr’s resolution. Mock down aU their 
attemptings with patience; ’tis but a day, and I would suffer 
heroically. Should an ass exceed me in fortitude? no. You 
betray your infirmity with your hanging dull ears, and make them 
insult: bear up bravely, and constantly. [La-Foode passes over the 
stage as a Sewer, followed by Servants carrying dishes, and Mistress 
Otter .]—^Look you here, sir, what honour is done you unexpected. 
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by Tonr nephew; a wedding-dinner come, and a kni^t-sewer before 
^ for the more rmutation: and fine miatreeB Otter, your neighbour, 
in the rump or tau of it. 

Mar. Is that Giorgon, that Medusa oomel hide me, hide me. 
True. I warrant you, sir, she will not transform yon. Look upon 
her with a good oonrage. Pray yon entertain her, and conduot 
your meets m. No 1—^Mistress bride, will yon entreat in the ladies t 
your bridegiwm is so shame-fooe^ here. 

Hpi. Will it please your ladyship, madam T 
Nau. With the benefit of your company, mistress. 

I^pi. Servant, pray you pmorm your duties. 

Into. And glad to he commando^ mistress. 

Oen. How hke you hw wit. Mavis i 
Mav. Very prettily, absolutely well. 

Mrs. Ott. 'lis my place. 

Mav. You shaU pardon me, mistress Otter. 

Mra. Ott. Why, 1 am a collegiate. 

Mav. But not in ordinary. 

Mrs. Ott. But I am. 

Mav. We’ll dispute that within. [Exeunt ladies. 

OUr. Would this had lasted a little longer. 

True. And that they had sent for the heralds. 

Bitter Captain Otteb. 

—Captain Otter! what news? 

Ott. I have brought my bull, bear, and horse, in private, and 
yonder are the trumpeters without, and the drum, gentlemen. 

[The drum, and trurnjieta sound within. 

Mar. 0,0,0! 

Ott. And we will have a rouse in each of them, anon, for bold 
Britons, i’foith. [They sound again. 

Mar. 0,0,0! [Exit haaUy. 

Omnes. Follow, follow, follow! [Exeunt. 


ACT IV 

t 

SCENE I.— A Boom »n Mobose’s House. 

Enter Tbuewit and Cucbiuont. 

True. Was there ever poor bridegroom so tormented? or man, 
indeed? 

Oler. I have not read of the like in the chronicles of the land. 

dfVue. Sure, he cannot but go to a place of rest, aftet all this 
pumtcny. 

C3er. He may presume it, I think. 

True. The spitidn^ the coughing, the laughter, the neexinm the 
fisrtinft. dssidng, amae of the musio, and her masculine amTlond 
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ootBDuuadliig, ud niging tto whole famify, niakee Mm *Mnlr he 
haa matiied a fury. 

CUr. And ahe ouriea it op biavdy. 

Tnu. Ay, ahe takea any oooaaion to apeak: that’a tke hri^t on’t. 

CUt. And how aoberfy Danphine laMora to aatiafy him, that it 
waa none of hia plot! 

Trw. And haa almoat brought him to the faith, in the article. 
Here he cornea.— 

Ertitr Sir DAuraiNB. 

Where ia he now? what’a become of him, Danphine? 

Dawp: O, hold me up a little, I ahall go away in the jeat elae. 
He haa got on his whole neat of night-oapa, uid lock’d himself up 
in the top of the house, as high as ever he can climb from the noise. 
I peep’d in at a cranny, and saw him sitting over a cross-beam of 
the roof, like him on the saddler’s horse in Fleet-street, upright: 
and he will sleep there. 

CUr. But where are your ooll^iates ? 

Dawp. Withdrawn with the bride in private. 

True. O, they are instructing her in the college-grammar. If 
she have grace with them, she knows all their secrets instantly. 

Cler. Methinks the lady Haughty looks well to-day, for all my 
dispraise of her in the morning. 1 think, I shall come about to 
thee again, Truewit. 

True. Believe it, I told you right. Women ought to repair the 
losses time and years have made in their features, with dressings. 
And an intelligent woman, if she know by herself the least defect, 
will be most curious to hide it: and it becomes her. If she be 
short, let her sit much, lest, when she stands, she be thought to 
sit. If she have an ill foot, let her wear her gown the longer, and 
her shoe the thinner. If a fat hand, and scald nails, let her cwve 
the less, and act in gloves. If a sour breath, let her never discourse 
fasting, and always talk at her distance. If she have black and 
rugged teeth, let her offer the less at laughter, especially if she 
lai^ wide and open. 

Cler. O, you snail have some women, when th^ Imi gh, yon 
would think tiiey brayed, it is so rude and— 

True. Ay, and otiiets, that will stalk in their gait like an estrich, 
and take nnge strides. I cannot radure such a sight. I love 
measure in tiie feet, and number in tiie voice: they are gentlenesses, 
that oftentimes draw no less than the face. 

Dawp. How earnest thou to study tiiese creatures so exactly? 
I would thou wonldst make me a prracient. 

True. Yes, but yon must leave to live in your chamber, then, a 
month together upon Amadis de Qaul, or Don Quixote^ as yon am 
wont; aim come abroad whrae the matter is frequent, to court, to 
tilting pubUo shows and feasts, to plays, and church sometimess 
thither they come to shew their new tires t^ to see^ and to be seen. 
In these places a man shall find whom to love^ sdiom to play with. 
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whom to toaoh onoe, whom to hold ever. The vaxiety aneets his 
judgment. A wenoh to please s man comes not down dropping 
from Uie ceiling, as he lies on his back droning a tobacco-pipe. He 
must go whore ^e is. 

Damp. Yes, and be never the nearer. 

Trw. Out, heretic 1 That diffidence makes thee worthy it 
should be so. 

OUr. He says true to you, Dauphine. 

Daup. WhyT 

True. A man riiould not doubt to overcome any woman. Think 
he can vanquish them, and he shall: for though they deny, their 
desire is to be tempt^. Penelope herself cannot hold out long. 
Ostend, you saw, was taken at last. You must peis^ver, and bold 
to your purpose. They would solicit us, but that they are afraid. 
Howsoever, they wish in their hearts we should solicit them. Praise 
them, flatter them, you shall never want eloquence or trust: even 
the chastest delight to feel themselves that way rubb’d. With 
praises you must mix kisses too: if they take them, they’ll take 
more—wough they strive, they would be overcome. 

Cler. O, but a man must beware of force. 

True. It is to them an acceptable violence, and has oft-times the 
place of the greatest courtesy. She that might have been forced, 
and you let her go free without touching, though then she seem to 
thank yon, will ever hate you after; and glad in the face, is assuredly 
sad at the heart. 

Cler. But all women ore not to be taken all ways. 

True. 'Tis true; no more than all birds, or all fishes. If you 
appear learned to an ignorant wenoh, or jocund to a sad, or witty 
to a foolish, why she presently begins to mistrust herself. You 
must approach them in th^ own height, their own line; for the 
contrary makes many, that fear to commit themselves to noble 
and worthy fellows, run into the embraces of a rascal. If she love 
wit, give verses, though you borrow them of a friend, or buy them, 
to ^ve good. If valour, talk of your sword, and be frequent in the 
mention of quarrels, though you M staunch in fighting. If activity, 
be seen on your barbaiy often, or leaping over stools, for the cremt 
of your back. If she love good clothes or dressing, have your 
learned council about you every morning, your French tailor, barber, 
linener, etc. Let your TOwder, your glass, and your comb be your 
dearest acquaintance. Take more care for the ornament of your 
head, than the safety; and wish the commonwealth rather troubled, 
than a hair about you. That will take her. Then, if she be covetous 
and craving, do you promim any thing, and perform sparingly; so 
shall you keep her in appetite stilL 8mm os you would give, but be 
like a barren field, that yields litUe; or unlucky dice to fooUah and 
hoping gamestms. Let your gifts be slight and dainty, rather than 
precious. Let cunning be above cost. Give cherries at time of 
year, or apricots; and say, they were sent you out of the country, 
though you bou^t them in Gheapside. Admire her tires: like her 
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ia all faahioiu; oompare her in efvery habit to some deity; invent 
exc^ent dieams to flatter her, and riddles; or, if she be a great 
one, perform always (he second parts to her: l&e what she likes, 
praise whom she praises, and fau not to make the household and 
servants yours, yea the whole family, and salute them by their 
names, (’tis but light cost, if you can purchase them so,) and make 
her phymcian your pensioner, and her chief woman. Nor will it 
be out of your gain to make love to her too, so she follow, not usher 
her lady’s pleasure. All blabbing is taken away, when she comes 
to be a part of the crime. 

Daup. On what courtly lap hast thou late slept, to come forth 
BO sudden and absolute a courtling ? 

True, Good faith, I should rather question you, that are so 
hearkening after these mysteries. I begin to suspect your diligence, 
Dauphine. Speak, art thou in love in earnest? 

Daup. Yes, by my troth, am I; 'twere ill dissembling before thee. 

True. With which of them, I prithee? 

Daup. With all the collegiates. 

Cler. Out on thee I We’ll keep you at home, believe it, in the 
stable, an you be such a stallion. 

True. No; I like him well. Men should love wisely, and all 
women; some one for the face, and let her please the eye; another 
for the skin, and let her please the touch; a third for the voice, and 
let her please the ear; and where the objects mix, let the senses so 
too. Thou wouJd’st think it strange, if I should make them all in 
love with thee afore night! 

Daup. I would say, thou hodst the best philtre in the world, and 
couldst do more than madam Medea, or doctor Foreman. 

True. If I do not, let me play the mountebank for my meat, 
while I live, and the bawd for my drink. 

Daup. So be it, I say. 

EiUer Ottbb, wUh his three Cups, Daw, and La-Foolx. 

Ott. O lord, gentleman, how my knights and 1 have mist you here! 

Cler. Why, captain, what service, what service ? 

Ott. To see me bring up my bull, bear, and horse to fight. 

Daw. Yes, faith, the captain says we shall be his dogs to bait them. 

Daup. A good employment. 

True. Come on, let’s see your course then. 

La-F. I am afraid my cousin will be offended, if she come. 

Ott. Be afraid of nothing.—Gentlemen, I have placed the dmm 
and rile trumpets, and one to rive them the sign when you axe 
ready. Here’s my bull for mysrif, and my bear for sir John Daw, 
and my horse for sir Amorous. Now set your foot to mine^ and 
yours to his, and— 

La-F. Pray God my eouiin come not. 

Ott. St. Gmrge, and St. Andrew, fear no cousins. Come, sound, 
sonndl [Dntm trumpets sound.] Et rauco etrepuerunt eontva 
oantu. [Thtp drink. 
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SViM. oaptain, I’faith; ivell fought at the bulL 

OUr, Wdl held at ue b^. 

True. Low, low I oaptain. 

Dav/p. O, the hone has kick’d off his dog already. 

La-F. I cannot drink it, as I am a knight. 

True. Oda ao I off with his spurs, somebody. 

La-F. It goes i^^nst my oonsoienoe. My cousin will be angry 
with it. 

Daw. I have done mine. 

True. You fought high and fair, sir John. 

Gler. At the heeul. 

Daup. like an excellent bear-dog. 

Cler. You take no notice of the business, 1 hope 7 

Daw, Not a word, sir; you see we are jovial. 

Ott. Sir Amorous, you must not equivocate. 

It must be pull’d down, for all my cousin. 

Cler. ’Sfoot, if you take not your drink, they’ll think you are 
discontented with something; you’ll betray all, if you take the 
least notice. 

. La~F. Not I; Fll both drink and talk then. 

Ott. You must pull the horse on his knees, sir Amorous; fear no 
cousins. Jada eat dlta. 

True, O, now he’s in his vein, and bold. The least hint given 
him of hk wife now, will make him rail desperately. 

CUr. Speak to him of her. 

True. Do you, and I’ll fetch her to the hearing of it. [ExU. 

Daup. Captain He-Otter, your She-Otter is coming, your 
wife. 

OtL Wife I buzT titivUitium / There’s no such thing in nature. 
I confess, gentlemen, I have a cook, a laundress, a house-drudge, 
that serves my necessary turns, and goes under that title; but he’s 
an ass that will be so uxorious to tie his affections to one circle. 
Come, the name dulls appetite. Here, replenish again; another 
bout. the cups ogam.] Wives are nasty, sluttish animals. 

Daup. O, captain. 

Ott. As ever the earth bare, tribua verbis. —^Where’s master 
IVuewitf 

Daw. He’s slipt omde, sir. 

Cler. But you must drink and be joviaL 

Daw, Yes, give it me. 

La-F. And me too. 

Daw. Let’s be jovial. 

La-F. As jovial as you will. 

Ott. Agreed. Nou^ou shall have the bear, cousin, and sir John 
Daw the horse, and I’ll have the bull stilL Sound, Tritons of the 
namesl [Drum and trumpets sound offain.) Nune est bibendumt 
mmo peds Kbero— 

Mor. labove.} ViUains, murderers, sons of the earth, and traitcnsr 
what do you there? 
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Cler. O, now the trampeta heve waked him, we ahall have his 
oompsny. 

Ott. A wife is a somiry ologdogdo, an nnlnoky thing, a vei^ 
foreaaid bear-whelp, without any good fashion or breeding, mala 
heriia. 

Re-enter Tbuswit behind, vith Mistress Orran. 

Daitp. Why did you marry one then, captain? 

Ott. A pox!—I married with six thousand pound, 1. I was in 
love with that. I have not kissed my Fury these forty weeks. 

(Tier. The more to blame you, captain. 

True. Nay, mistress Otter, hear him a little first. 

Ott. She has a breath worse than my grandmother’s, ‘profedo. 

Mrs. OU. O treacherous liar I kiss me, sweet master Truewit, and 
prove him a slandering knave. 

True. rU rather believe you, lady. 

Ott, And she has a peruke that’s like a pound of hemp, made up 
in shoe-threads. 

Mrs. OU. 0 viper, mandrake! 

OU. O most vile face! and yet she spends me forty pound a year 
in mercury and hogs-bones. All her t^th were made in the Black- 
friars, both her eyebrows in the Strand, and her hair in Silver- 
street. Every part of the town owns a piece of her. 

Mrs. OU. [comes/oneard.] I cannot hold. 

OU. She takes herself asunder still when she goes to bed, into 
wme twenty boxes; and about next day noon is put together a^n, 
like a great German clock: and so comes forth, and rinp a tedious 
larum to the whole house, and then is quiet again for an hour, 
but for her quarters—-Have you done me right, gentlemen? 

Mrs. OU. [falls upon him, and heats Atm.] No, sir. I’ll do you 
right with my quarters, with my quarters. 

OU. O, hold, good princess. 

True. Sound, sound! [Drum and trumpets sound. 

Cler. A battle, a battle! 

Mrs. OU. You notorious stinkardly bearward, does my breath 
smell? 

OU. Under correction, dear princess.—^Look to my bear and my 
horse, gentlemen. 

Mrs. OU. Do 1 want teeth, and eyebrows, thou bull-dog? 

True. Sound, sound still. [They sound again. 

OU. No, I protest, under correction— 

Mrs. OU. Ay, now you are under correction, yon protest: but 
von did not protest before correction, sir. Thou Juda^ to offw to 
betray thy princess! I’ll make thee an example— [Beats him. 

Enter MOBOSX taith his long sword. 

Mar. I will have no such examples in my house, lady Otter. 

Mrs. OU. Ah!— [Mrs. Otter, Daw, and La-Foole, run o§. 

Mor. Mistress Mary Ambree, your exampies are dangerous.— 
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BoraM, hell-hoanda, StehtonI out of my doors, you sous of noise 
and tumult, begot on an ill May-day, or when me gallqr-foist is 
afloat to Westminster! \Prive$ ovt the maaieiana.'l A trumpeter 
could not be conceived but then. 

Daup. What ails you, sirT 

Mor. They have rmt my roof, walls, and all my windows asunder, 
with their brazen throats. [Exit. 

True. Best follow him, Dauphine. 

Daup. So I will. [Exit. 

Cler. Where’s Daw and La-FooleT 

Ott. They are both run away, sir. Good gentlemen, help to 
pacify my prinoees, and speak to the great li^es for me. Now 
must I go lie with the bears this fortnight, and keep out of the way, 
till my peace be made, for this scandal she has taken. Did you not 
see my Dull-head, gentlemen T 

Cler. Is’t not on, captain? 

True. No; but he may make a new one, by that is on. 

Ott. O, here it u. An you come over, gentlemen, and ask for 
Tom Otter, we’ll go down to RatoliS, and have a course i’faith, for 
all these disasters. There is bona vjm left. 

True. Away, captain, get off while you are well [Exit Otter. 

Oler. I am glad we are rid of him. 

True. You had never been, unless we had put his wife upon him. 
His humour is as tedious at last, as it was ridioulous at first. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE II .—A long open Oallery in the tame. 

Enter Lady Hai 70 Htt, Mistress Ottxb, Mavis, Daw, La-Fools, 
Cbntaubb, and EpiomNS. 

Hau. We wonder’d why you shriek’d so, mistress Otter. 

Mrt. (M. O lord, madam, he came down with a huge long naked 
weapon in both his hands, and look’d so dreadfully 1 sure he’s beside 
himself. 

Man. Why, what made you there, mistress Otter? 

Mra. Ott. Alas, mistress Mavis, I was chastising my subject, and 
thought nothing of him. 

Daw. Faith, mistress, you must do so too: learn to ohastase. 
Mutress Otter corrects her husband so, he dares not speak but 
under correction. 

La~F. And with his hat off to her: ’twould do you good to see. 

Hau. In sadness, ’tis good and mature counsel; practise it. 
Morose. FU caO yon Morose still now, as I call Gentaure and 
Mavis; we four will be all one. 

Cen. And you’ll oome to the coll^e^ and live with us? 

Hau. Make him give milk and honey. 

Mav. Look how you manage him at first, you shall have him 
ever after. 

Oen. JaA him allow yon your coach, and four horses, your woman. 
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year ohamber-maid, your page, your gentleman-usher, yonr French 
cook, and four grooms. 

Hau. And go with us to Bedlam, to tiie china-houses, and to the 
Exchange. 

Cm. It will open the gate to your fame. 

Hmt. Here's Centaure has immortalised herself, with taming of 
her wild male. 

Mav. Ay, she has done the miracle of the kingdom. 

Enter Clebimont and Tbuxwit. 

Epi. But, ladies, do you count it lawful to have such plurality of 
servants, and do them all graces? 

Hau. Why not? why should women deny their favours to men? 
are they the poorer or tiie worse? 

Daw. Is the Thames the lees for the dyers’ water, mistress ? 

La-F. Or a torch for lighting many torches? 

True. Well said, La-Foole; what a new one he has gotl 

Cm. They are empty losses women fear in this kind. 

Hau. Besides, ladies should be mindful of the approach of age, 
and let no time want his due use. The best of our days pass first. 

Mav. We ore rivers, that eannot be call’d back, madam: she that 
now excludes her lovers, may live to lie a forsaken beldame, in a 
frozen bed. 

Cen. ’Tis true. Mavis: and who will wait on us to coaoh then ? or 
write, or tell us the news then, make anagrams of our names, and 
invite us to the Cockpit, and kiss our hands all the play-tim^ and 
draw their weapons for our honours? 

Hau. Not one. 

Daw. Nay, my mistress is not altogether unintelligent of these 
things; here be in presence have tasted of her favours. 

CUr. What a neighing hobby-horse is this [ 

Epi. But not with intent to boast them again, servant.—And 
have you those excellent receipts, madam, to keep yourselves from 
bearing of children? 

Hau. O yes. Morose: how should we maintain our youth and 
beauty else T Many births of a woman make her old, os many crops 
make the earth barren. 

Enter Mobosx and Daufhimx. 

Jfor. O my cursed angel, that instructed me to this fate! 

JDaup. Why, sir? 

Jifor. That I should be seduced by so foolish a devil as a barber 
will make! 

Daup. I would I had been worthy, to have partaken your 
counsel; yon should never have trusted it to such a minister. 

Ifor. Would I could redeem it with the loss of an eye, nephew, 
a ^nd, or any other member. 

Daup. Marry, Ood forbid, sir, that you should geld yourself, to 
anger your wi& 
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Mar. So it would rid me of herl—and, that I did gupereroralniy 
penanoe in a bel&y, at Westminster-hall, in the Cockpit, at the faU 
of a stag, tiie Tower>wharf—^what place is there elreT—^London* 
bridm, Paris-garden, Billinsgate, when the noises are at their height, 
and loudest. Nay, I would sit out a play, that were nothing hat 
fights at sea, drum, trumpet, and target. 

Dawp. I h<^ there slmll be no such need, sir. Take patience, 
good uncle. This is but a day, and ’tis well worn too now. 

Mar. O, ’twill be so for ever, nephew, I foresee it, for ever. 
Strife and tumult are the dowry that comes with a wife. 

True. I told you so, sir, and you would not believe me. 

Mor. Alas, (to not rub those wounds, master Truewit, to blood 
again: ’twas my negligence. Add not affliction to affliction. I 
have perceived the effect of it, too late, in madam Otter. 

^jM. How do you, sir? 

Mar, Did you ever hear a more unnecessary question? as if she 
did not seel Why, 1 do as you see, empress, empress. 

Epi. You are not well, sir; you l(x>k very ill: something has 
distemper’d you. 

. Mor. O horrible, monstrous impertinenciesl would not one of 
these have served, do you think, sir? would not one of these have 
served? 

True. Yes, sir; but these are but notes of female kindness, sir; 
certain tokens that she has a voice, sir. 

Mor. O, is it so I Come, an’t be no otherwise-What say you ? 

Ejri. How do you feel yourself, sir ? 

Mor. Again that! 

True. I^y, look you, sir, you would bo friends with yotur wife 
upon unconscionable terms; her sUenoe. 

Epi. They say you are run mad, sir. 

Mor. Not for love, I assure you, of you; do you see? 

Evi. 0 lord, gentlemen! lay hold on him, for Gtod’s sake. What 
shall I do? who’s his physician, can you tell, that knows the state 
of Ids b<xly best, that 1 might send for him? Q(x>d sir, speak; 
I’ll send for one of my doctors else. 

Mor. What, to poison me, that I might die intestate, and leave 
you poBsest of alll 

Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his otss sparkle! he 
loou green about the templesl do you see what blue spots he has! 

Cler. Ay, ’tis melancholy. 

Epi. Gentlemen, for Heaven’s sake, counsel me. Ladies;— 
servant, you have read Pliny and Paracelsus; ne’er a word now to 
(K>mfort a poor gentlewoman? Ay me, what fortune had I, to 
many a (listraoted man I 

Daw. m teQ you, mistress— 

True. How rarely she holds it opt [Aeide to Cler. 

Mor. W^t mean you, gentlemen? 

EpL ’What will you teU me, servant? 

Jm/w. The disease in Gredc is called jaaria, in Latin irmmia, furor. 
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vd eestasia mdancholiea, that ia, tgreaaio, when a man ex mdaneMieo 
evadUfanaticua. 

Mor. Shall I have a lecture read upon me alive? 

Daw. But he may be but phmwtieua yet, miatress; and phrenetia 
it only delirium, or ao. 

Ejn. Ay, that ia for the diaease, aervant; but what ia thia to the 
cure? We are Bure enough of the diaeaaa 

Mor. Let me go. 

True. Why, we’ll entreat her to hold her peace, air. 

Mor. O no, labour not to atop her. She ia like a conduit-pipe, 
that will guah out with more force when she opena again. 

Hau. I’ll tell you, Moroae, you muat talk divinity to him alto¬ 
gether, or moral philosophy. 

La-F. Ay, and there’s an excellent book of moral philosophy, 
madam, of Reynard the Fox, and all the beasts, called Doni’s 
Philoso^y. 

Cen. There ia indeed, sir Amorous La-Foole. 

Mor. O misery! 

La-F. I have read it, my lady Centaure, all over, to my cousin 
here. 

Mra. OU. Ay, and *tis a very good book as any is, of the moderns. 

Daw. Tut, he must have Seneca read to him, and Plutarch, and 
the ancients; the moderns are not for this dise^. 

Cler. Why, you discommended them too, to-day, sir John. 

Daw. Ay, in some oases: but in these they are best, and Aris¬ 
totle's ethire. 

Mav. Say you so, sir John? I think you are deceived; you 
took it trust. 

Hau. Where’s Trusty, ^ woman? I’ll end this difiFerenoe. I 
prithee. Otter, call her. Her father and mother were both mad, 
when they put her to me. 

Mor. I t hink BO. —Nay, gentlemen, I am tame. Thia is but an 
exercue, I know, a marriage ceremony, which 1 must endure. 

Hau. And one of them, I know not which, was cured with the 
Sick Man’s Salve, and the otiher with Green’s Groat’s-worth of Wit. 

True A very cheap cure, madam. 

Enter Tbustv. 

Hau. Ay, ’tia ve^ feasible. 

Mra. OU. My lacfy call’d for you, mistreaa Trusty: you muat 
decide a oontrovoay. 

' Hau. O, Trusty, which was It you said, your father, or your 
mother, that was cured with the Sick Man’s Simve? 

True My mother, madam, with the Salve. 

True Then it was the sick woman’s salve? 

True And my father wiili the Groat'a-worth of Wit. But there 
was other means used: we had a preacher that would preach folk 
asleep still; and so they were prescribed to go to ohurch,_by an old 
woman that ms tiieir physknan, thrice a wwk— 
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Epi. ToileepT 

Trua. Yes, fonooth: and every night th^ read themMives 
aaleep on those books. 

Epi. Good faith. It stands with great reason, I would 1 knew 
where to procure those books. 

Mor. Ohl 

La-F. I can help you with one of them, mistress Morose, the 
Groat’s-worth of Wit. 

Epi. But I shall disfumish you, sir Amorous: can you spare it? 
La-F. O yes, for a week, or so; I’ll read it myself to him 
Epi. No, I must do that, sir; that must Iw my office. 

Mor. Oh, oh! 

Epi. Sure he would do well enough, if he could sleep. 

Mor. No, I should do well enough, if you could sleep. Have I 
no friend that will make her drunk, or give her a little laudanum, 
or opium T 

True. Why, sir, she talks ten times worse in her sleep. 

Mor. How! 

Cler. Do you not know that, sir? never ceases all night. 

True. And snores like a porpoise. 

Mor. O redeem me, fate; redeem me, fate! For how many 
causes nu^ a man be divorced, nephew? 

Daup. I know not, truly, sir. 

True. Some divine must resolve you in that, sir, or canon-lawyer. 
Mor. I will not rest, 1 will not think of any other hope or comtort, 
till I know. [Exit with Dauphine. 

Cler. Alas, poor man 1 

True. You’ll make him mad indeed, ladies, if you pursue this 
Hau. No, we’ll let him breathe now, a quarter of an hour or so. 
Cler. By my faith, a large truce! 

Hau. Is that his keeper, that u gone with him ? 

Daw. It is his nephew, madam. 

La-F. Sir Dauphine Eugenie. 

Cea. He looks like a very pitiful knight— 

Daw. As can be. This marriage has put h im out of all. 

La-F. He has not a penny in Uu purse, madam. 

Daw. He is ready to cry all this day. 

La-F. A very shark; he set me in the nick t’other night at 
Primero. 


True. How these swabbers taUcl 

Cler. Ay, Otter’s wine has sweU’d their humours above a spring- 
tidsb 

Eau. Good Morose, let’s in again. I like your couches 
exceeding weU; we’ll go lie and talk there. 

[Exeunt Hau., Gen., Mav., True., La-Fodle, and Daw. 

Epi. {JoOowi^ tkein.] I wait on you, madam. 

True [stopping her.] ’Slight, I have them as silent as signs, 
and their port too, ere I nave done. Do you hear, lady-bride? 
1 pray thee now, as thou art a noble wench, continue thk diacourse 
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of Danphine within; but him oxoeedingly: magnify him 

witii aJl the hei^t of affMtion thou oanst;—I have some purpoee 
in’t: and bat l^t off theee two rooks. Jack Daw and his fellow, 
with any discontentment, hither, and I’ll honour thee for ever. 

Epi. I was about it here. It angered me to the soul, to hear 
them begin to talk so malapert. 

True. Pray thee perform it, and thou winn’st me an idolater to 
ihee everlasting. 

Epi. Will you go in and hear me do’t? 

True. No, I’ll stay here. Drive them out of your company, ’tis 
all I adr; which cannot be any way better done, than by extolling 
Dauphine, whom they have so slighted. 

Epi. I warrant you; you shall expect one of them present^. 

lExit. 

Cler. What a cost of kestrils ore these, to hawk after ladies, thus I 

True. Ay, and strike at such an eagle os Dauphine. 

Cler. He will be mad when we tell him. Here he comes. 

Re-enter Dauphins. 

Cler. O sir, you are welcome. 

True. Where’s thine uncle T 

Davm. Bun out of doors in his night-caps, to talk with a casuist 
about his divorce. It works admirably. 

True. Thou wouldst have said so, an thou hadst been here! 
The ladies have laugh’d at thee most comically, since thou went’st, 
Dauphina 

CUr. And ask’d, if thou wert thine uncle’s keeper. 

True. And the brace of baboons answer’d. Yes; and said thou 
wert a pitiful poor fellow, and didst live upon poets, and hadst 
nothing but thm suits of apparel, and some few benevolences that 
the loim gave thee to fool to them, and swagger. 

Dau/p. Let me not live. I’ll beat them: Fll bind them both to 
grand-madam’s bed-posts, and have them baited with monkies. 

True. Thou shalt not need, they shall be beaten to thy hand, 
Danphine. I have an execution to serve upon them, I warrant thee, 
shall serve; trust my plot. 

Dawp. Ay, you have many plots! so you had one to make all the 
wenches in love with me. 

True. Why, if I do it not yet afore night, as near as ’tis, and 
that th^ do not every one invite thee, and be ready to scratch for 
^ thee, take the mortgage of my wit. 

Cler. ’Fore God, I’U be his witness thou shalt have it, Danphine: 
thou shalt be his for ever, if thou dost not. 

True. Ameed. Perhaps ’twill be the better estate. Do yon 
observe this gallery, or rather lobby, indeed! Here are a couple 
of studies, at eaoh end one: here will I act such a tragi-comray 
between the Guelphs and the Qhibellinee, Daw and La-Foole— 
which of them comes out first, will I seixe on^—you two shall be 
the choms bdiind the arras, and whip out between the acts and speek 
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TO TUK HOST LKARNED, AND HV HONOURED FRIEND 

MASTER CAMDEN 

CLARENCIEUX 

Sir,— There are, no doubt, a supercilious race in the wcarld, who will 
esteem all office, done you m this kind, an injury; so solemn a vice it is 
with them to use the authority of their ignorance, to the crying down of 
Poetry, or the professors; but my gratitude must not leave to correct 
their error; since 1 am none of those that can suffer the benefits conferred 
upon my youth to perish with my age. It is a frail memrxy that 
remembm but present things; and, had the favour of the times so con¬ 
spired with my disposition, as it could have brought forth other, or better, 
vou had bad the same proportion, and number of the fruits, the first. 
Now I pray you to accept this; such wherein neither the confession of my 
manners shall make you bliuh; not of my studies, repent you to have 
been the instructer; and for the profession of my thankfulness, I am 
sure it wUl, with good men, find either praise or excuse. Your true 
lover, Ben Jonson. 
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Edward Knowell, his Son. 
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George Downrighi^ a plain Squire. 
Wellbred, Ms Half-Brother, 
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Captain Bobadill, a PauFs Man. 
Master Stephen, a Country Gull. 
Master Mathew, the Town Gull. 
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Oliver Cob, a Water-bearer. 
Justice Clement, an old merry 
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Roger Formal, Ms Clerh. 
Wellbred’s Servant 

Dame Kitely, Kitely's W^e. 

Mrs. Bridget, his Sister. 

Tib, CoVs Wife 

Servants, etc. 

-London 


PROLOGUE. 

Though need make many poets, and some such 
As art and nature have not hettePd much; 

Ta ours for toant hath not so loved the stage. 

As he dan serve the itt oustoms of the age. 

Or furehase your ddight at suck a rate. 

As, far U, he himself must justly hate: 

To make a ehdd now swaddled, to proceed 
Man, and then shoot up, in one beard and weed. 
Past threesoore years; or, with Ueree rusty swords, 
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And hdp of aomtfmfocd and half-foot wotda. 
Fight over York and Lanca^er'a long jars. 

And in the tyring-houae bring toounda to aeara. 

He rather praya you loiU be pleaa’d to aee 
One each to-day, aa other playa ahovld he; 

Where neither chorua wafta you o’er the aeaa. 

Nor creaking throne cornea down the boya to pUaae; 
Nor nimble aquib ia aeen to make afeard 
The gentlewomen; nor roWd hvUet heard 
To aay, it thundera; nor tempeatvoua drum 
Rumblea, to teU you when the atorm doth come; 

But deeda, and language, auch aa men do uae. 

And peraona, auch aa comedy would chooae. 

When ahe would ahew an image of the timea. 

And apart with human fottiea, not with Crimea. 
Except we make them auch, by loving aUtt 
Our popular errora, when we know thefre UL 
I mean auch errora aa you’U all confeea. 

By laughing at them, they deaerve no leaa; 

Which when you heartily do, 0iere’a hope left then. 
You, that have ao gradd monetera, may like men. 


ACT I 

SCENE 1.—A Street. 

Enter Knowsll, at the door of hia houae. 

Know. A goodly day toward, and a fresh morning.—Brainworml 
Enter Bbainwokm. 

Call up your young master: bid him rise, sir. 

Tell him, I have some business to employ him. 

Bra*. 1 will, sir, presently. 

Know. But hear you, sirrah. 

If he be at his book, disturb him not. 

Brai. Very good, sir. [Exit. 

Know. How happy yet should 1 esteem myself. 

Could I, by any praotioe, wean the boy 
From one vain course of stud^ he affects. 

He is a scholar, if a man may trust 
nie liberal voice of fame in her report^ 

Of good account in both our Universities, 

Either of which hath favoured him with graoesi 
But their indulgence must not spring in me 
A fond opinion that he cannot err. 

Myself was once a student, and indeed, 

"Bed. with the self-same humour he is now, 

Dreaminfon nought but idle poetry. 
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niat froitleBS and onprofitabla ait» 

Good onto none, butleaat to Uie profeesora; 

Which then I thought the mietrees of all knowledm: 

But ainoe, time and the truth have waked my jui^ment* 

And reason taught me better to distinguish 
Ihe vain from uie useful learnings. 

£nter Master &rKrai)N. 

Cousin Stephen, 

What news wiUi you, that you are here so early T 
Step. Nothing, but e’en come to see how you do, uncle. 

Know. That’s kindly done; you are welcome, coz. 

Step. Ay, 1 know that, sir; 1 would not have come else. 

How doea my cousin Edward, uncle ? 

Know. O, well, coz; go in and see; I doubt he be scarce stirring yet. 
Step. Uncle^ afore 1 go in, can you tell me, an he have ^er a 
book of the science of hawking and hunting; I would fain borrow it. 
Know. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will youT 
Step. No, wusse; but I’ll practise against next year, uncle. I 
have bought me a hawk, and a hood, and bells, and all; I lack 
nothing but a book to keep it by. 

Know, Oh. most ridiculous 1 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are an^y, uncle:—Why, you know 
an a man have not skill in the hawking and hunting languages 
now-a-days. I’ll not give a rush for him: th^ are more studied 
than the Greek, or the Latin. He is for no gallant’s company with¬ 
out them; and by gadslid I scorn it, I, so I do, to be a consort for 
every humdrum: hang them, scroylesi there’s nothing in them i’ 
the world. What do you talk on it T Because I dwell at Hogsden, 
I shall keep company with none but the archers of Finsbury, or 
the citizens that come a ducking to Islington ponds I A fine jest, 
i’ faith! ’Slid, a gentleman mun shew himself like a gentleman. 
Uncle, I pray you be not angry; I know what I have to do, I trow, 
I am no novice. 

Know. You are a prodigal, absurd coxcomb, go to I 
Nay, never look at me, ’tis I that speak; 

Take’t as you will, sir. I’ll not flatter you. 

Have you not yet found means enow to waste 
That which your friends have left you, but you must 
Go cast away your money on a bnzzai^ 

And know not how to keep it, when yon have done 7 
O, it is comely I this will make you a gentleman! 

WeU, cousin, well, I see you are e’en past hoM 
Of aU reclaim:—ay, so; now you are told oirt. 

You look another way. 

Stop. What would you ha’ me do? 

Know. What would 1 have yon doT FU tell you, kinsman; 
Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive; 

That would I have yon do: and not to spwid 
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Your coin on every bauble that you fancy. 

Or eve^ foolish brain that hamoure you. 

I would not have vou to invade each place. 

Nor thrust yourseU on all societies. 

Till men’s weotions, or your own desert, 

Should worthily invite you to your rank. 

He that is so respectlees in his courses. 

Oft sells his reputation at cheap market. 

Nor would I, you should melt away yourself 
In flashing bravery, lest, while you affect 
To make a blaze of gentry to the world, 

A little puff of scorn extinguish it; 

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff. 

Whose property is only to offend. 

Fd have you sober, and contain yourself. 

Not that your sail be bigger than your boat; 

But modmte your expenses now, at first. 

As you may keep the same proportion still: 

Nor stand so much on your gentility. 

Which is an airy and mere borrow’d thing. 

From dead men’s dust and bones; and none of yours. 

Except you make, or hold it. 

Enter a Servant. 

Who comes here T 

Serv. Save you, ^ntlemenl 

Step. Nay, we do not stand much on our mntility, friend; yet 
yon are wdcome: and I assure you mine uncle here is a man of a 
thousand a y^, Middlesex land He has but one son in all the 
world, 1 am his next heir, at the common law, master Stephen, as 
simple as I stand hue, if my cousin die, as there’s hope he will: I 
have a pretly living o’ mine own too, beside, hard by here. 

Serv. In good time, sir. 

Step. In good time, sir! why, and in very good time, sirl Yon 
do not flout, finend, do you? 

Serv. Not I, sir. 

Step. Not you, sir! you were best not, sir; an you should, here 
be them can perceive i^ and that quickly too; go to: and they can 
give it M^n soundly too, an need m. 

Serv. Why, sir, let this satisfy you; good faith, I had no suohintent. 

Step. Sir, an I thought you had, I would talk with you, and that 
presently. 

Serv. Good master Stephen, so you may, sir, at your pleasure. 

Step. And so I would, sir, good my saucy companion! an yon 
were out o’ mine uncle’s ground, I can tell you; tonu gh I do not 
stand upon my gentility neither, in’t. 

Know. Cousin, cousin, will this ne’er be left? 

Aep. Whoreson, base fellowl a mechanical serving-manl ^y 
this cudgel, an ’twere not for shame, I would— 
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Know. What would you do» you peremptoiy gull? 

If you cannot be quiet,-get you hence. 

You see the honest man demeans himself 
Modestly tow’cds you, giving no reply 
To your unseason’d, quarrelung, rude f^ion; 

And still you huff it, with a kind of carriage 
As void of wit, as of humanity. 

Go, get you in; ’fore heaven. I am ashamed 
Thou hast a kinsman’s interest in me. [Exit MaMer Stephen. 

Serv, I pray, sir, is this master Knowell’s house T 
Know. Yes, many is it, sir. 

Serv. I should inquire for a gentleman here, one master Edward 
Knowell; do you know any such, sir, I pray youf 
Know. I should forget myself else, sir. 

Serv. Are you the gentleman T cry you mercy, sir: I was required 
by a gentleman in the city, as I rode out at thia end o’ the town, 
to deliver you thia letter, sir. 

Know. 'Fo me, sirl What do you meanT pray you remember 
your court’sy. [Eeads.] To hie most sderled friend, master Edward 
KnotveU,. What might the gentleman’s name be, sir, that sent itf 
Nay, pr^ you be covered. 

Serv. One master Wellbred, sir. 

Know. Master Wellbredt a young gentleman, is he not? 

Serv. The same, sir; master Kitely married his sister; the rich 
merchant in the Old Jewry. 

Know. You say very true.—BrainwormI 

Enter Brainwo&m. 

Brat. Sir. 

Know. Make this honest friend drink hero: pray you, go in. 

[Exeunt Brainworm and Servant. 

This letter u directed to my son; 

Yet I am Ekiward Knowell too, and may, 

With the safe conscience of good manners, use 
The fellow’s error to my satisfaction. 

Well, I will break it ope (old men are curious). 

Be it but for the style’s sake and the phrase; 

To see if both do answer my son’s praises. 

Who is almost jmwn the idolater 

Of this young Wellbred. What have we here? What’s this? 

[KaiA] Why, Ned, I beseech thee, hast thou forsworn all thy friends 
In the Old Jewry? or dost thou think us all Jews that inhabit there? yet, 
ii thou dost, come over, and but see our frippery; change an old shirt 
fox a whole smock with us: do not conceive that antipathy betweoi us 
and Hogsden, as was between Jews and bogs>flesh. Leave thy vigilant 
father alone, to number over his green apricots, evening and morning, on 
the north-west wall: an I had been his son, I had saved him the labour 
long since, if taking in all the young wenches that pass by at the back¬ 
door, and codling every kernel of the fruit for them, would have served. 
But, pr*ythee, come over to me quickly this morning; I have such a 
pre^t far theel—our Turkey company never sent the like to the Grand 



5^4 Ben Jonson*s Plays 

Signlor. One te a rhymer, air, of your own batch, your own ieaven: but 
doth think himself poet-major of the town, wiUinK to be shewn, and 
worthy to be seen. The other—I will not venture his description with 
you, tin you C(^e, because I would have you make hither with an appetite. 
If the worst of em be not worth your journey, draw your bill of chareea. 
M unconsdmable as any GuildhaU verdict will give it you, and you shall 
be aUowed your viaticum. From fh* Windmitt. 

From the Bordello it mieht come aa weU, 

The Spittle^ or Piot-haton. la tbia the man 
apn sung so, for the happiest wit. 

The ohoioeet brain, iiie times have sent us forth I 
I know not what he may be in the arts. 

Nor what in schools; but» surely, for his manners, 

I judge him a profane and dissolute wretch; 

Worse by possession of such great good g^t^ 

Being the master of so loose a spirit. 

Why, what unhallowed ruffian would have writ 
In such a scurrilous manner to a friend I 
Why should he think I tell my apricots, 

.Or play the He spe rian dragon with my fruit. 

To watch itt Well, my son, I had thought you 
Had had more judgment to have made election 
Of your companions, than t’ have ta’en on trust 
Sneh petulant, jeering gamesters, that can spare 
No argument or subject from their jest. 

But I perceive affection makes a fool 

Of any man too much the father.—Brainworm 1 

ErUer Bbahtwobm. 

Bni. Sir. 

Know. Is the fellow gone that brought this letter? 

JBrat. Yes, sir, a pretty while sino& 

Know. And where is your young master? 

Brat. In hJs chamber, sir. 

Know. He spake not with the fellow, did he? 

J3ra«.' No, sir, he saw him not. 

Know. Take you this letter, and deliver it my son; but witii no 
notice that I have opened it^ on your life. 

Jffra*. O Lord, Mr I that were a jest indeed. iExU. 

Know. I am resolved I will not stop his journey. 

Nor practise any violent means to stay 
The unbridled course of you& in him; for that 
Bestiain’d, grows more impatient; and in kind 
Like to the eager, but the generous greyhound. 

Who ne’er so little from his game withheld. 

Turns head, and leaps up at his holder’s tluoat. 

There is a wav of winning more 1^ love. 

And urging or the modesty, than fear; 

Fesrae works on servile natures, not the free. 

Hf that’s oompell’d to goodness, may be good. 
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Bat *tis bat for that fit; when othen, drawn 
^ aoftnen and example^ get a habit. 

Then, if thOT stray, bat warn tibem, and the same 
They should for virtue have done, ^qr’U do for-shame. IBxit. 

SCEINE n. —A Room in Knowbix’s House. 

ErUer E. KMOwuLr., wtih a letter in his hand, followed by 
Bbaikwobh. 

E. Know. Did he open it, say’st thou f 

Brai. Yes, o’ my word, sir, and read the contents. 

E. Know. That scarce contents me. What countenance, prithee, 
made he in the reading of itT was he angry, or pleased T 

Brai. Nay, air, I saw him not read it, nor open it, I assure your 
worshm. 

E. Know. No I how know’st thou then that he did either? 

Brai. Marry, sir, because he charged me, on my life, to tell 
nobody that he open’d it; which, unless he hod done, he would 
never fear to have it revealed. 

E. Know. That’s true: well, I thank thee. Brain worm. 

Enter Stbphbn. 

Step. O, Brainworm, didst thou not see a fellow here in what- 
sha-call-him doublet ? he brought mine uncle a letter e’en now. 

Brai. Yes, master Stepheni what of him? 

Step. O, 1 have such a mind to beat him -where is he, canst 

thou tell ? 

Brai. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, master Stephen. 

Step. Gone I which way? when went he? how long since ? 

Brai. He is rid hence; he took horse at the street-door. 

Step. And I staid in the fields! Whoreson scanderbog rogue] 
O that I had but a horse to fetch him back again! 

Brai. Why, you may have my master’s gelding, to save your 
longing, sir. 

Step. But I have no boots, that’s the spite on’t. 

Brai. Why, a fine wisp of hay, roll’d hard, master Stephen. 

Step. No, faith, it’s no boot to follow him now: let him e’en go 
and nan^ Prithee, help to truss me a little: he does so vex me— 

Brai. You’ll be worse vexed when you are trussed, master 
Stephen. Best keep unbraced, and walk yourself till you be cold; 
your oholer may founder you else. 

Step. By my faith, and so I will, now thou teH’st me on’t: how 
dost &oa like my leg, Brainworm ? 

Brat. A very good leg, master Stephen; but the woollen stocking 
does not commend it so welL 

Step. Foh! the stoddngs be good enough, now summer is coming 
on, for the dust: Pll have a pair of silk against winter, that 1 go 
to dwdi in the town. I think my leg wouM shew in a wlfc hose 

Brai. Bdieve me, master Stephen, rarely w^ 
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Step. In sadness, I think it would: I have a reasonable good leg. 

Brai. You have an ezceUent good leg, master Stephen; but I can¬ 
not stay to praise It longer now, and 1 un very sorry for it. [Exit. 

Step. Another time ivw serve, Brainworm. Grameroy for tViin- 

E. Know. Ha, ha, hal 

Step. 'Slid, I hope he lau{^ not at me; an he do—- 

E. Know. Here was a letter indeed, to be intercepted by a man’s 
father, and do him good with him I He cannot out think most 
virtuously, both of me^ and the sender, sure, that make the careful 
costermonger of him in our famUiar epistles. Well, if he read this 
with patience I’ll be gelt, and troll ballads for master John Trundle 
yonder, the rest of my mortality. It is true, and likely, my father 
may have as much patience as another man, for he takes much 
physio; and oft taking ph^o makes a man very patient. But 
would your packe^ master Wellbred, had arrived at him in such a 
minute of his patience 1 then we had known the end of it, which 
now is doubtful, and threatens—[S'ees Master Stephen.] \^at, my 
wise cousin I nay, then FU furnish our feast with one gull more 
toward the mess. He writes to me of a brace, and here’s one, that’s 
three: oh, for a fourth. Fortune, if ever thou’lt use thine eyes, I 
entreat thee— 

Step. Oh, now 1 see who he laughed at: he laughed at somebody 
in that letter. By this good light, an he had laughed at me— 

E. Know. How now, cousin Stephen, melancholy? 

Step. Yes, a little: I thought you had laughed at me, cousin. 

E. Know. Why, what an I had, coz ? what would you have done ? 

Step. By this U^t, I would have told mine uncle. 

E, Know. Nay, if you would have told your uncle, I did laugh 
at you, coz. 

Step. Did von, indeed? 

E. Know. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why then— 

E. Know. What then ? 

Step. I am satisfied; it is sufficient. 

E. Know. Why, be so, gentle coz: and, I pray yon, let me entreat 
a courtesy of you. I am sent for this morning by a friend in the 
Old Jewry, to come to him; it is but crossing over the fields to 
Moorgate: Will you bear me company? I protest it is not to 
draw you into bond or any plot against the state, coz. 

Step. Sir, that’s aU one an it were; you shall command me twice 
so as Moorgate, to do you good in such a matter. Do you think 
I would leave you ? I protest— 

E. Know. No, no, von shall not protest, coz. 

Step. By my fookings, but I v^, by your leave:—^FU protest 
more to my friend, than FU speak of at tms time. 

E. Know. You speak very well, coz. 

Step. Nay, not so neither, you shaU pardon me: but I speak to 
servemyturn. 

E. Know. Your turn, oozi do yon know what you say? A 
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gentlemaa of toot aorta, parta, carriage, and eatimation, to talk of 
your tom in thia company, and to me alone^ like a tankard-bearer 
at a oonduiti fiel A wi^t that, hitherto, hia every atep hath left 
the atamp of a great foot behind him, aa every wora Uie aavour of 
a strong spirit, and hel this man I so graced, gilded, or, to use a 
mote fit metaphor, ao tinfoiled by nature, as not ten housewives’ 
pewtw, again a go^ time^ shews more bri^t to the world than hel 
and hel (aa I said last, so I say again, and still shall say it) thia 
man I to conceal such real ornaments as these, and shadow their 
glory, as a million’s wife does her wrought stomacher, with a 
smowy lawn, or a black cypmsl O, cozi it cannot be answered; 
go not about it: Drake’s old ship at Deptford may sooner circle 
the world again. Come, wrong not the quality of your desert, with 
looking downward, coz; but hold up your head, so: and let Ae 
idea of what you are be portrayed in your face, that men may read 
in your physnomy, here wUhin thia place ia to be seen the true, rare, 
and aoeottvfdiaihed monater, or miracle of nature, which is all one. 
What think you of this, coz ? 

Step. Why, I do think of it: and 1 will be more proud, and 
melancholy, and gentlemanlike, than I have been. I’ll insure you. 

£. Know. Why, that’s resolute, master Stephen!—^Now, if I can 
but hold him up to his height, as it is happily begun, it will do well 
for a suburb humour: we may hap have a match with the city, 
and play him for forty pound.—Come, coz. 

Step, m follow you. 

E. Know. Follow me! you must go before. 

Step. Nay, an I must, I will. Pray you shew me, good cousin. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III .—The Lane before Con’s Houae. 

Enter Master Mathbw. 

Mat. I think this be the house: what hoi 

Enter Con. 

Cob. Who’s there? O, master Mathew! give your worship good 
morrow. 

Mat. What, Cob! how dost tirou, good Cob? dost thou inhabit 
here. Cob? 

Ccit. Ay, sir, I and my lineage have kept a poor house here, in our 

da^ 

Mat. Thy lineage, monsieur Cob! what lineage, what lineage? 

Cob. Why, sir, an ancient lineage, and a princely. Mine ance’tcy 
came from a king’s belly, no worse man; and yit no man eilber, 
by your worship’s leaver I did lie in that, but herring, the king of 
fish (bom bis bwy I proceed), one of the monatchs of the world, I 
assure yon. The first red herring that was broiled in Adam and 
Eve^s Idtchen, do I fetch my pedigree from, by the hazrot’s book. 
His cob WM my ^Mt, ^natC migh^ great grandfather. 
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06b. O, it vu a mighty while ago, sir, and a mighty great 00 b. 

MiU. How know’et thon that? 

Coh. How know II why, 1 smdl his ghost ever and anon. 

Ifol. Smell a ghostl O nnsavouiy jestl and the ghost of a 
herring oob? 

06b. Ay, sir: With hryonr oi your worship’s nose, master 
Mathew, why not the ghost of a herring oob, as weU as ^e ghost 
of Basher Baoon ? 

Jfat. Roger Baoon, thou would’st say. 

Oob. I say Basher Bacon. They were both broiled on the coals; 
and a man may smell broiled meat, I hope! you are a scholar, 
upsolve me that now. 

Mat. O raw imoranoe!—Oob, oanst thou shew me of a gentleman, 
one captain Bobadill, where his lodging is ? 

Oob. O, my guest, sir, you mean. 

Mat. Tby guestl ala^ ha, ha, ha! 

Oob. Why do you laugh, sir T do you not mean captain Bobadill T 

Mat. Cob, pray thee advise thyself well; do not wrong the 
Mntleman, and thyself too. 1 dare be sworn, he scorns thy house; 
he! he lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house! Tut, 1 
know his disposition so well, he would not lie in thy bed if thou’^t 
give it him. 

Oob. I will not give it him though, sir. Mass, I thought some* 
what was in it, we could not get mm to bed all night: Well, sir, 
though he lie not on my bed, he lies on my bench: an’t please you 
to m up, sir, you shall find him with two cushions under his head, 
and his cloak wrapped about him, as though he had neither won 
nor lost, and yet, 1 warrant, he ne’er oast better in his life, than he 
has done to-night. 

Mai. Why, was he drunk? 

Oob. Drunk, sir! you hear not me say so: perhaps he swallowed 
a tavern-token, or some such device, sir, 1 have nothing to do 
withal. I deal with water and not with wine—Give me my tankard 
there, ho!—God be wi’ you, sir. It’s six o’clock: I should have 
carried two turns by this. What ho! my stopple! come. 

Enter Tib with a water-tankard. 

Mat. lie in a water-bearer’s house! a gentleman of his havings! 
Well, i’ll tell him my mind. 

(7f^. What, Tib; shew this gentleman up to the captain. [Exit 
Tib with Master Mafhew.'\ Oh, an my house wmre the Brazen-head 
now! £Mth it would e’en spe^ Moe foaile yet. Tou should have 
some now would take this master Mathew to be a gentleman, at the 
least. !l^ father’s ui honest man, a worshipful fishmonger, and 
so forth; and now does he creep and wriggle into acquaintance with 
all the brave gaHanta about the town, such as my meat is (O, mv 
guest is a ^e man!), and they flout him invincibly. He useth 
evmy day to a merchant’s house where I serve water, one master 
Kitdy's, in the Old Jewry; and here’s the jest, he is in love with 
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my maBter’s aister, Mn. Bridget, and oaUa her mutzeaa: u>d there 
he trill ait yon a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same 
abominable, vile (a pox on ’em! I cannot abide them), rascally 
verses, poetrie, poetrie, and speaking of interludes; ’twill midee a 
man burst to hear him. And the wenches, they do so jeer, and 
ti-he at him—Well, should they do so mudi to me, I’d forswear 
them all, by the foot of Pharaoh 1 There’s an oath! How many 
water-bearers shall you hear swear such an oath? 0, I have a 
guest—he teaches me—he does swear the legi blest of any man 
christened: By St. Oeorge / the foot of Pharaoh i the body of me / aa 
I am a gentleman and a soldier I such dainty oaths! and withal he 
does take this same filthy roguish tobacco, the finest and clean¬ 
liest I it would do a man gOM to see the fumes come forth at’s 
tonnels.—^Well, he owes me forty shillings, my wife lent him out of 
her purse, by sixpence at a time, besides his lodging: I would I 
had it! 1 shall have it, he says, the next action. Helter skelter, 
hang sorrow, care’ll kill a cat, up-tails all, and a louse for the 
hangman. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.— A Boom in Con’s House. Bobadill discovered 
lying on a bench. 

Bob. Hostess, hostess 1 

Enter ’Teb. 

Tib. What say you, sirt 

Bab. A cup of thy small beer, sweet hostess. 

Tib. Sir, there’s a gentleman below would speak with you. 

Bob. A gentleman! ’odso, I am not within. 

Tib. My husband told him you were, sir. 

Bdb. What a plague—what meant he? 

Mat. Captain Bobadill! 

Bob. Who’s there!—Take away the bason, good hostess;—Come 
up, sir. 

Tib. He would desire you to come up, sir. You come into a 
cleanly house, here! 

Enter Matbbw. 

Mat. Save you, sir; save you, captain! 

Bob. Gentie master Mathew! Is it you, sir? plrnue you to sit 
down. 

Mat. Thank you, good captain; you may see I am somewhat 
audacious. 

Bob. Not so, sir. I was requested to supper last night by a sort 
of gallants, where yon were wi^ed for, ana drunk to, I assure you. 

Mat. Vouchsafe me, by whom, good captain ? 

Bcb. Many, by young Wellbred, and others.—Why, hostess, a 
stool here tor this j^tleman. 

Mat. No haste, air, ’tis very wdL 
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Boft. Body o* mel it ww ao Ute ere tto parted last night, I oan 
■oaroe open my eyes yet; I was but new risen, as you came; how 
passes the ^y ahtoad, sir? yon oan telL 
Mat. Faith, some half hour to seven; Now, trust me^ you have 
an exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private. 

Bob. Ay, sir: sit down, I pray you. Master Mathew, in any 
case possess no gentlemen of our acquaintance with notice of my 


Mat. Who? 1, sir; no. 

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the cabin is con¬ 
venient; but in regard I would not be too popular, and generally 
visited, as some are. 

Mat. True, captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For, do you see, sir, by the heart of valour in me, except it 
be to some pecunar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily 
ent»ged, as yourself, or so, I could not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, sirl 1 resolve so. 

Boft. 1 confess I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, above all the 
tumult and roar of fortune. What new brok have you there f 
What I Go by, HieronymoT 

Mat. Ay; did you ever see it actedT Is’t not well penned? 

Bob. Ww penned I 1 would fain see all the poets of these times 
pen such anothn ^ that was: they’ll pmte and swagger, and 
keep a stir of art and devices, when, as 1 am a gentleman, read ’em, 
thqy are the most shallow, pitiful, barren fellows, that live upon the 
face of the earth again. 

i While Master Mathew reads, BobadiU makes himself ready. 
ideed here are a number of fine speeches in this book. 
O eyes,^ no eyes, hvt fowUaine fravght with tears f there’s a conceit I 
fountains fraught with tears I O life, no life, but lively form of death t 
another. O world, no world, but mass of puMie wrongs! a third. 
Confused and fiXPd with murder and misdeeds / a fourth. O, the 
muses 1 Is’t not excellent ? Is’t not simply the best ttmt ever you 
heard, ewtain? Hal how do you like it? 

Bofr. good. 


Mat. To (MS, the purest object to my sense. 

The most refined essence heaven covers. 

Send I these lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy Hate of turUe-bUling lovers. 

If they prove rough, unpolish’d, harsh, and rude. 

Haste made the waste: thus mildly I conclude. 

Btb. Nay, proceed, proceed. Where’s tl^? 

MaL This, sirl a toy of mine own, in my non-age; the infancy 
of my muses. But when will you come and see my study ? good 
Cai^ 1 oan shew you some very good things I have done of late.— 
That boot becomes your leg passing well, captain, methinka 
Bob. So, so; it’s the fashion gentlemen now use. 

Mat. Troth, captain, and now yon speak of the fashion, master 
Wdlhred’s elder orother and I are fallen out exceedingly: T^ 
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other dej, I happened to entu into aome diaoouise of a hanger, 
which, I assure you, both for fashion and workmanship, was most 
peremptory beautiful and gentlemanlike: yet he condemned, and 
cried it down for the most pied and ridiculous that ever he saw. 

Bob. Squire Downright, we half-brother, was’t not? 

Mai. Aj, sir, he. 

Beit. Hang him, rook I hel why he has no more judgment tiian 
a malt-hoise: By St. George, I wonder you’d lose a thought upon 
Buoh an animal; the most peremptory absurd clown of Christendom, 
this day, he is holden. I protest to you, as 1 am a gentleman and 
a soldier, 1 ne’er chan^ with his like. By his discourse, he should 
eat nothing but hay; he was born for the manger, pannier, or pack- 
saddle. He has not so much as a good phrase in his belly, but all 
old iron and rusty provorbs: a good commodity for some smith to 
make hob-nails oh 

Mai. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his manhood still, 
where he comes: he brags he will give me the bastinado, as I hear. 

Howl ho the bastinado 1 how came he by that word, trow? 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said cudgel me; I termed it so, for my 
more grace. 

Bob. That may be: for I was sure it was none of his word; but 
when, when said he soT 

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say; a young gallant, a friend of 
mine, told me so. 

Bob. By the foot of Pharaoh, an ’twere my case now, I should 
send him a ohartel presently. The bastinado! a moat proper and 
sufBoient dependence, warranted by the great Caranza. Come 
hither, you shall ohartel him; I’ll shew you a trick or two you 
ntisU kill him with at pleasure; the first stoccata, if you will, by 
this air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge in the mystery, I 
have heard, sir. , . ,, , 

Bob. Of whom, of whom, have you heard it, I beseech you ? 

Mai. Troth, I have heard it spoken of divers, that you have very 
rare, and un-in-one-breath-utterable skill, sir. 

Bbb. By heaven, no, not I; no skill in the earth; some small 
rudiments in the science, as to know my time, distance, or so. I 
have professed it more for noblemen and gentlemen’s use, than 
mine own practice, I assure you.—^Hostess, accommodate us with 
another bed-staff here quickly. Lend us another bed-staff—the 
woman does not understand me words of action.—^Look you, ur: 
exalt not your point above this state, at uiy hand, and let your 
poniard maintain your defence, thus:—give it the gentleman, and 
&ve us. lExit Tib.} So, sir. Come on: O, twine your body more 
about, that you may fall to a more sweet, comely, gentlemanlike 
guard; sol indifferent: hollow your body more, air, thus: now, 
stand fast o* your left leg, note your distuice, keep your due pro¬ 
portion of time—oh, you disorder your point most irt^ulsdy. 

Mai. How is the hearing of it now, sirT 
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Bob. 0, oat of meaauie ill: a v^>expeiienoed hand vonld paaa 
upon yon at pleasora. 

Mat. How mean yon, sir, pass upon met 

Bob. Wl^, 4 ^ub, sir,—m^e a thnut at me —Maihem 
ptuhea tU Bobadill] come In upon the answer, oontxol your point, 
and nu^e a full oareer at the body: The best-prootiBed gallants of 
the time name it tbe passado; a most desperate thrust, believe it. 

MaL Well, come, sir. 

Bob. Why, you do not manage your weapon with any facility 
or grace to invite ma I have no spirit to play wiUi you; your 
dearth of judgment renders you tedioua 

Mat. But one venue; sir. 

Bob. Venuel fie; ilie most gross denomination as ever I heard: 
0, &e stoccata, while you live, sir; note that.—Come, put on your 
cloke, and we’ll go to some private place where you are acquainted; 
some tavern, or so—and have a bit Fll send for one of these 
fencers, and he shall breathe you, by my direction; and then I will 
t^h you your trick: you diall kill him with it at the first if Jovl 

C isa Why, 1 will learn you, by the true judgment of ibe eye, 
d, and foot to control any enemy’s point in the world. Shomd 
vour adversary confront you with a pistol, ’twere nothing, by tius 
handl you should, by the same rule, control his bullet iu a lina 
except it were hail shot and spread. What money have you about 
you, master Mathew? 

Mat. Faith, I have not past a two shilling or so. 

Bob, ’Tis somewhat with the least; but come; we will have a 
bunch of radish and salt to taste our wina and a pipe of tobacco to 
close the orifice of the stomach: and then we’ll call upon young 
Wellbred: perhaps we shall meet the Coiydon his brother thera 
and put him to the question. 

ACT II 

SCENE I .—The Old Jewry. A HaU tn KrrBLT’s Houae. 

Enter KirsLY, Casa, and DowNBiaar. 

Kit, Thomaa come hither. 

There lies a note witiiin upon my desk; 

Here take my kqy: it is no matto: neither.— 

Where is the boy? 

Cosb. Within, sir, in the warehouse. 

KU. Let him teU over straight that Spanish gold. 

And weigh it, with the pieces of eight. Do you 
See the d^very of those silver stuns 
To Master Luoar: tell him, if he will. 

He shall have the grograna at the rate I told him. 

And 1 will meet him on the Exchange anon. 

CaA. Good, sir. [Bsit. 
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KU. Do you aea tliat fdlow, brother Downright? 

Dow. Ay, what of-him? 

KU. He is a jewel, brother. 

1 took him of a child up at my door. 

And christen’d him, gave him mine own name, Thomast 
Since bred him at the Hospital; where proving 
A toward imp, I call’d turn home, and taught him 
So much, as 1 have made him my cashier. 

And mv’n him, who had none, a surname. Cash: 

And find him in his place so full of faith. 

That I durst trust my life into his hands. 

Dow. So would not I in any bastard’s, brother. 

As it is like he is. although I knew 
Myself his father. But you said you had somewhat 
To tell me, gentle brother: what is’t, what is’t? 

KU. Faith, I am very loath to utter it. 

As fearing it may hurt your patience: 

But that 1 know your judgment is of strength. 

Against the nearness of affection— 

Dow. What need this cironmstanoet pray you, be direct. 

KU. I will not say how much I do ascribe 
Unto your friendship, nor in what regard 
I hold your love; but let my past behaviour. 

And usam of your sister, [both] confirm 
How weu I have been affected to your— 

Dow. You are too tedious; come to the matter, the matter. 

KU. Then, without further ceremony, thus. 

My brother Wellbred, sir, 1 know not how. 

Of late is much declined in what he was. 

And greaUy alter’d in his disposition. 

When he came first to lodge here in my house. 

Ne’er trust me if I were not proud of him: 

Methought he bare himself in such a fashion. 

So full of man, and sweetness in his carriage. 

And what was chief, it shew’d not borrow’d in him. 

But all he dfid became him as his own. 

And seem’d as pcurfect, proper, and possest. 

As breath with life, or colour with the blood. 

But now, his course is so irregular. 

So loose, affected, and deprived of grace. 

And he himself withed so far fallen off 

From that first place, as scarce no note remains. 

To tell men’s judgments where he lately stood. 

He's grown a stranger to all due respect. 

Forgetful of his friends; and not contmt 
To stale himself in all societies. 

He makes my house here common as a mart, 

A tiieatre, a public receptacle 

For giddy humour, and deceased riot; 


574 Jonson’s Plays 

And here, as in a taveni or a stewB, 

He and his wild associates spend their hoots. 

In repetition of lascivious jests. 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night. 

Control my servants; and, indeed, what not? 

Dow. ’wems, I know not what I should say to him, in the whole 
world 1 He values me at a crack’d three-farthings, for aught I see. 
It will never out of the flesh that’s bred in the bone. I have told 
him enough, one would think, if that would serve; but counsel to 
him is as good as a shoulder of mutton to a sick horse. Well! he 
knows what to trust to, for George: let him spend, and spend, and 
domineer, till his heart ake; an he think to be relieved by me, when 
he is got into one o’ vour city pounds, the counters, he has the 
wrong sow by the ear, i’faith; and claps his dish at the wrong man’s 
door: I’ll lay my hand on my halfpenny, ere 1 part with it to fetch 
him out. I’ll assure him. 

Z’tt. Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you thus. 

, Dow. ’Sdeath! he mads me; I could eat my very spur-leathers 
for anger! But, why are yon so tame? why do you not apeak to 
him, and tell him how he disquiets your house? 

£il. O, there are divers reasons to dissuade me. 

But, wotdd yourself vouchsafe to travail in it 
(Though but with plain and easy circumstance). 

It woidd both come much better to his sense. 

And savour less of stomach, or of passion. 

You are his elder brother, and that title 
Both gives and warrants your authority. 

Which, by your presence seconded, must breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 

Whereas, if I should intimate the least. 

It would but add contempt to his neglect. 

Heap worse on ill, make up a pile of hatr^. 

That in the rearing would come tottering down. 

And in the ruin bury all our love. 

Nay, more than this, brother; if I should speak. 

He would be ready, from his heat of humour. 

And overflowing of the vapour in him. 

To blow the ears of his familiars 

With the false breath of telling what disgraces. 

And low disparagements, I had put upon him. 

Whilst they, sir, to relieve him in the fable. 

Make their loose comments upon every word. 

Gesture, or look, I use; mock me all over. 

From my flat cap unto my shining shoes; 

And, out of their impetuous rioting phant’sies. 

Beget some slander that shall dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you ? marry, tiiist 
They would give out, bemuse my wife is fa^, 

Hysw but lately married, and my sister 
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Here Bojouminc a virgin in my home. 

That I were jemous!—^nsy, as sure as death. 

That th^ would say: cuatd, how tJiat I had qnarrell’d 
My brother purposely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext to banish them my house. 

Dew. Mass, perhaps so; they’re like enough to do itb 

KU. Brother, they would, believe it; so should I, 

Like one of these penurious quack-salvers. 

But set the bills up to mine own disgrace. 

And try experiments upon myself; 

Lend scorn and envy opportunity 
To stab my reputation and good name— 

Enter Master Mathew etruggling voifh Bobadqx. 

Mat. I will speak to him. 

Bob. Speak to him! awayl By the foot of Pharaoh, you shall 
not! yon shall not do him that grace.—^The time of day to you, 
gentleman o* the house. Is master Welibred stirring T 

Dow. How then? what dionld he doT 

Bob. Gentleman of the house, it is to you: is he within, sir? 

Kit. He came not to his lodging to-night, sir, 1 assure you. 

Dow. Why, do you hear? you! 

Bob. The gentleman citizen hath satisfied me; 

I’ll talk to no scavenger. [Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Dow. How! scavenger! stay, sir, stay! 

Kit. Nay, brother Downright. 

Dow. ’Heart! stand you away, an you love me. 

KU. You shc^ not.follow him now, I pray you, brother, good 
faith you shaU not ; 1 will overrule you. 

Dow. Ha! scavenger! well, go to, I say little: but, by this good 
day (God forgive me I should swear), if I put it up so, say I am the 
rankest cow riiat ever pint. ’Sdeins, an I swallow tins. I’ll ne’er 
draw my sword In the sight of Fleet-street a^in while I live; Fli 
sit in a ham with madge-howlet, and catch mice first. Scavenger! 
heart!—and I’ll go near to fill that huge tumbrel-slop of yours with 
somewhat, an I have good luck: your Garagantua breech cannot 
cai^ it away so. 

Kit. Oh, do not fret yourself thus: never think on’t. 

Dm. These are my brother’s consorts, these! ^ese are his 
camer^es, his walking mates! he’s a gallant, a cavaliero too, right 
tiungitum out! Let me not live, an I could not find in my heart to 
swinge the whole gang of ’em, one after another, and bMjn with 
bitn first. I am grieved it should be smd he is my brother, and 
take these courses: Wdl, as he brews, so shall he drink, for Geo^, 
it gpt.in. Yet he shall hear on’t, and that tightly too, an I liv^ i’fmth. 

Kit. But, brother, let your repr^ension, then. 

Bun in an easy current, not o’er high 
Carried with i«hnes8, or devouring oholer; 

But rather use the soft persuading way. 
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Whose porren will work more gently, and comxwse 
dnie imperfeot thoughts you labour to reclaim; 

Blore winning, than enforcing the consent. 

Dow. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant yon. 

Hownow! [Bdl rings.'] Oh, the bell rings to breakfast. 
Brother, 1 pray you go in, and bear my wife company till I come; 
ril but give order for some despatch of business to my servants. 

[Exit Downright. 

Enter Cob, wUh his tankard. 

Kit. What, Gobi our maids will have you by the back, i’faith, 
for coming so late this morning. 

CcA. Perhaps so, sir; take heed somebody have not them by the 
belly, for walking so late in the evening. lExit. 

Kit. Well; yet my troubled spirit’s somewhat eased, 

Thou^ not reposed in that security 
As 1 could wish: but I must be content, 

Bowe’er I set a face on’t to the world. 

Would I hod lost this finger at a venture. 

So Wellbied had ne’er lodged within my house. 

Why’t cannot be, where there is such resort 
Of wanton gallants, and young revellers, 

That any woman should be honest long. 

Is’t like, that faotiouB beauty will preserve 
The public weal of chastity unshaken. 

When such strong motives muster, and make head 
Against her single peace ? No, no: beware. 

\^en mutual appetite doth meet to treat. 

And-spirits of one kind and quality 
Come once to parley in the pride of blood. 

It is no alow conspiracy that follows. 

Well, to be plain, if I but thought the time 
Had answered their affections, all the world 
Should not persuade me but 1 were a cuckold. 

Marry, I hope they have not got that start; 

For opportvmty liath balk’d them yet, 

And uiall do still, while I have eyes and ears 
To attend the impoaitiona of my heart. 

1^ presence shall be as an iron bar, 

’IHrut the conspiring motions of desire: 

Yea, every look or ^anoe mine eye ejects 
Hball chew occasion, as one doth his slavey 
When he fo^ts the limits of prescription. 

Enter Dome KirBi,T and BBiDOwr. 

" DanieK. Sister Bridget, pray you fetch down the rose-water, 
hdW in t^ closet. [Exit Bridget. 

^•SvSset-heart, will you come in to breakfast? 

^.KU, An she have overheard me nowl— 
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Dame K, I pray thee, good moas, we stay for you. 

KU. By heaTen, I wonM hot for a Utouaand angels. 

Dame K. What oil you, sweet-heart? are you not well? speak, 
good muss. 

Kit. Troth my head akes extremely on a sudden. 

Dame K. [putting her hand to his forehead.^ O, the Lordl 
KU. How now! What? 

Dame K. Alas, how it bums! Muss, keep you warm; good truth 
it is thin new disease, there’s a number are troubled withal. For 
love’s s^e, sweet-hec^ oome in, out of the air. 

Kit, How simple, and how subtle are her answers! 

A new disease, and many troubled with it? 

Why true; she heard me, all the world to nothing. 

Dame K, I pray thee, good sweet-heart, oome in; the sir will do 
you harm, in trotL 

KU. The air! she has me in the wind.—Sweet-heart, I’ll oome to 
you presently; ’twill away, I hope. 

Dame K. Pray Heaven it do. lExU. 

KU. A new disease! I know not, new or old, 

But it may well be call’d poor mortals’ plague; 

For, like a pestilence, it doth infect 
The houses of the brain. First it b^ins 
Solely to work upon the phantasy. 

Filling her seat with such pestiferous air. 

As soon corrupts tiie judgment; and from thence. 

Sends like contagion to the memory: 

Still each to other giving the infection. 

Which as a subtle vapour spreads itself 
Confusedly through every sensive part. 

Till not a thought or motion in the mind 
Be free from the black poison of susp^t. 

Ah! but what misery is it to know ttiis ? 

Or, knowing it, to want the mind’s erection 
In such extremes ? Well, I will once more strive. 

In spite of this black cloud, myself to be. 

And shake the fever off that thus shakes me. [_ExU. 

SCENE n. — Moorfields. 

Enter Bbautwobh disguised like a maimed Soldier. 

Brai. ’Slid, I carmot choose but laugh to see myself translated 
thus, from a poor creature to a creator; for now must I create an 
intolerable sort of lies, or my present profession loses the grace: and 
yet the He, to a man of my coat, is as ominous a fruit as the fioo. 
O, sir, it holds for good polity ever, to have that outwardly in vilest 
estimation, that inwardly is most dear to us: so muon for my 
b or rowed shape. Well, the troth is, my old mastw intends to follow 
my young master, dry-foot, over Moorfields to London, this morn¬ 
ing; now, 1 knowing of t]^ hunting-match, or rather oonspirapy. 
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and to insinuate with my young master (for so must we that are blue 
waiters, and men of hom and service do, or ^haps we may wear 
motlsy at the year’s end, and who wears motley, you know), have 
got me afore in this disguise, determinii^ here to Ue in ambusoado, 
and intercept him in the mid-way. If I can but get his cloke, his 
pur^ and nis hat, nay, any thing to out him oS, that is, to stay 
his journey, Fsnt, vid%, vic%, I may say with captain CsMar, I am 
made for ever, i’fcuth. Well, now I must praotim to get the true 

garb of one of these lance-knights, my arm here, and my-Odsol 

my young master, and his cousin, master Stephen, as I am true 
oounterfeit man of war, and no soWerl 

Enter E. Kkowell and Stefhew. 

E. Know. So, sirl and how then, ooz7 

Step. ’Sfootl 1 have lost my purse, I think. 

E. Know. How! lost your purseT where? when had you it? 

Step. I cannot tell; stay. 

Brai. ’Slid, I am afraid they will know me: would I could get 
l^theml 

E. Know. What, have you it? 

Step. No; I thi^ I was bewitched, I— [Cries. 

E. Know. Nay, do not weep the loss: hang it, let it go. 

Step. Oh, it’s here: No, an it had been lost, I had not cared, but 
for a jet ring mistress Ma^ sent me. 

E. Know. A jet ring! O the poesie, the poesie? 

Step. Eine, i’faith.— 

Though Fancy sleep. 

My love is deep. 

Meaning, that though I did not fancy her, yet she loved me dearly. 

E. Know. Most excellent! 

Step. And then 1 sent her another, and my poesie was. 

The deeper the sweeter, 
m be judg’d by St. Peter. 

E. Know. How, W St. Peter? I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the metre. 

E. Kruno. Well, there the saint was your good patron, he help’d 
you at your need; thank him, thank him. 

Brai. I cannot take leave on ’em so; I will venture, come 
what wilL [Cornea forward.} Gentlemen, please you ohanm a few 
crowns tar a very excellent blade here? I am a poor gentieman, a 
soldier, one that, in the better state of my fortunes, scorned so mean 
a refuge; but now it is the humour of necessity to have it so. You 
seem to be gentlemen well affected to martial men, else I should 
ndher die with sUenoe, than live with shame: however, vouchsafe 
to remember it is my want speaks, not myself; this condition agrees 
not with my roi rit— 

E. Ktum. Where hast thon served? 
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Brai. May it pleaae youi» sir, in all the late wan of Bohemia. 
Hungaiy, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, eir? I have been a poor 
servitor by sea and land any time this fourteen yean, and followed 
the fortunes of the best oommandere in Christendom. I was twice 
^ot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of Vienna; I have 
been at Marseilles, Naples, and the Adriatic gulf, a gentleman-slave 
in the gallies, thrice; wh»e I was most dangerously shot in the 
head, through both the thighs; and yet, being thus maimed, I am 
void of maintenance, nothing left me but my scars, the noted marks 
of my resolution. 

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend? 

Brai. Generous sir, I refer it to your own judgment; you are a 
gentleman, give me what you please. 

Step. True, I am a gentleman, I know that, friend; but what 
though 1 I pray you say, what would you ask? 

Brai. I assure you, the blade may become the side or thigh of 
the best prince in Europe. 

E. Kruno. Ay, with a velvet scabbard, 1 think. 

Step. Nay, an’t be mine, it shall have a velvet scabbard, coz, 
that’s flat; I’d not wear it, as it is, an yon would give me an angel. 

Brai. At your worship’s pleasure, sir; nay, ’tis a most pure 
Toledo. 

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, what shall I 
give you for it ? An it had a sUver hilt— 

E. Know. Gome, come, you shall not buy it: hold, there’s a 
shilling, fellow; t^e thy rapier. 

Step. Why, but I will buy it now, because you say so; and there’s 
another shilling, fellow; I scorn to bo out-bidden. What, shall I 
walk with a cudgel, like Higginbottom, and may have a rapier for 
money 1 

E. Kruno. You may buy one in the city. 

Step. TutI I’ll buy this i’ the fleld, so I will: I have a mind to’t, 
because ’tis a field rapier. Tell mo your lowest price. 

E. Kruno. You shall not buy it, I say. 

Step. By this money, but I will, though I give more than 'tis 
worth. 

E. Know. Come away, you are a fool. 

Step. Friend, I am a fool, that’s granted; but I’ll have it, for 
that word’s sake. Follow me for your money. 

Brai, At your service, sir. [Ezeurtf. 

SCENE m. — Aru^her Part of Moorfidia. 

Enter Knowill. 

Kruno. I cannot lose the thought yet of this letter. 

Sent to my son; nor leave t’ adnure the change 
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth 
Within the kingdom, since myself was one.— 

'V^en I was young, be lived not in the stews 
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Dant have oonoeived a soom, and utter’d it^ 

On a gray head; afga warn aulhority 
Againat a buffoon, and a man had then 
A certain reveienoe paid unto his years. 

That had none due unto his life: so much 
The sanctity of some prevail’d for others. 

But now we all are fallen; youth, from their fear. 

And age, from that which bred it, good example. 

Nay, would ourselves were not the first, even parents. 
That did destroy the hopes in our own children; 

Or they not leam’d our vices in their cradles. 

And suck’d in our ill customs with their milk; 

Ere all their teeth be born, or they can speak. 

We make their palates cunning; ue first woi^ 

We form their tongues with, are licentious jests: 

Can it call whore T cry bastard? O, then, kiss it I 
A witty child 1 can’t swear 7 the father’s darling I 
Give it two plums. Nay, rather than’t shall learn 
No bawdy song, the mother herself will teach it!— 

But this IS in die infancy, the days 

Of the long coat; when it puts on the breeches. 

It will put off all this: Ay, it is like. 

When it is gone into the bone already I 
No, no; this dye goes deeper than the coat. 

Or shirt, or akm; it stains into the liver. 

And heart, in some: and, rather than it should not. 

Note what we fathers do I look how we live I 
What mistresses we keep! at what expense. 

In our sons’ eyes I where they may handle our gifts. 

Hear our lascivious courtships, see our dalliance. 

Taste of the same provoking meats with us. 

To ruin of our statra I Nay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey on the remainder. 

We call them into fellowship of vice; 

Bait ’em with the young chamber-maid, to seal. 

And teach ’em aU bad ways to buy affliction. 

This is one path: but there are millions more. 

In which we spoil our own, with leading them. 

Well, I thank heaven, I never yet was he 
That travell’d with my son, before sixteen. 

To shew him the Venetian courtezans; 

Nor read the nammar of cheating I had made^ 

To my sharp ray, at twelve; repeating still 
The rale, Oet money; stitt, get money, boy; 

No matter by what means; money unU do 
More, boy, man my lordTe letter. Neither have I 
Brest snaila or mushrooms curiously before him. 
Perfumed my sauces, and taught him how to nako them; 
Preceding stul, with my gray gluttony. 
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At all the oid’nsriea, and only feai'd 

Hia palate ahonld degenerate, net hia mannera. 

Theae are the trade of fathera new; however. 

My son, I hope, hath met within my threshold 
None of theae household precedent^ which we strong. 

And swift, to rape youth to their precipioa 
But let the house at home be ne’er so clean 
Swept, or kept sweet from filth, nay dust and cobwebs. 

If he wUl live abroad with his companions. 

In dung and leystals, it is worth a fear; 

Nor is the danger of conversing leas 
Than all that 1 have mention’d of example. 

Enter Bbactwobk, dieguiaed aa before. 

Brai. My master I nay, faith, have at you; I am flesh’d now, I 
have sped BO well. [Aaide-I Worshipful air, I beseech you, respect ^e 
estate of a poor soldier; I am ashamed of this base course of Ufe,— 
Q^’s my comfort—^but extremity provokes me to’t: what remedy T 

Know. I have not for you, now. 

. Brai. By the faith I bear unto truth, gentlranan, it is no ordinary 
custom in m^ hut only to preserve manhood. I protest to you, a 
man I have been: a man I may be, by your sweet bounty. 

Know. Pray thee, good friend, be satimed. 

Brai. Good sir, by that hand, you may do the part of a kind 
genUeman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer, 
a matter of small value: the kii^ of heaven shall pay you. Mid 1 
shall rest thankful: Sweet worship— 

Know. Nay, an you be so importunate— 

Brai. Oh, tender sirl need will have its course: I was not made 
to this vile use. Well, the edge of the enemy could not have abated 
me so much: it’s hard when a man hath served in hia prince’s cause, 
and be thus. IWeepa.] Honourable worship, let me derive a small 
pieoe of ^ver from you, it shall not be given in the course of rime. 
By this good ground I was fain to pawn my rapiw last night for 
apoorsupper; I had suck’d the hilts long before, lam a pagan else: 
Sweet honour— 

Know. Believe me, I am taken with some wonder. 

To think a fellow of thy outward presence. 

Should, in the frame a^ fashion of his mind. 

Be so degenerate, and sordid*base. 

^ Art thou a man? and sham’st thou not to bog^ 

To praorise such a servile kind of life? 

Why, were thy education ne’er so mean. 

Having tl]y limbs, a thousand fairer courses 
Off^ uemselves to thy election. 

Either the wan mig^t still supply tiiy wants. 

Or service of some virtuous gmUeman, 

Or hcmest Mxrar; nay, what can I name, 

But wmild become thM better than to beg: 

XT4«» 
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But men of thy oondition feed on sloth, 

Aa doth the beetle on the dang she bre^ in; 

Nor oaring how the metal of your minds 
Is eaten with the rest of idleness. 

Now, afore me, whate’er he be, that should 
Believe a person of thy quality. 

While thou insist’st in this loose desperate course, 

I would esteem the sin not thine, but his. 

Brai. Faith, sir, I would gladly find some other course, if so— 

Know. Ay, 

You’d gladly find it, but you will not seek it. 

Brai. Alac^ sir, where should a man seek 7 in the wars, there’s no 

ascent by desert in these days ; but-and for service, would it were 

as soon purchased, as wishra for! the air’s my comfort.— [Sight .]—1 
know wmt I would say. 

Know. What’s thy name? 

Bni. Please you, Fitz-Sword, sir. 

Know. Fitz-Sword! 

Say that a man should entertain thee now, 

Wouldst thou be honest, humble, just, and true? 

Brai. Sir, by the place and honour of a soldier— 

Know. Nay, nay, 1 like not these affected oaths; speak plainly, 
man, what tmnk’st thou of my words T 

Brai. Nothing, sir, but w^ my fortunes were as happy as my 
service should m honest. 

Know. Well, follow me; I’ll prove thee, if thy deeds 
Will can^ a proportion to tl^ words. [Exit. 

Brai. Yes, sir, str^ht; Til but garter my hose. Oh that my 
belly were hoop’d now, for I am ready to burst with laughing 1 never 
was bottle or bsmipe fuller. ’Slid, was there ever seen a fox in 
years to betray h^self thus! now shall I be possest of all his 
counsels; and, by that conduit, my young master. Well, he is 
resolved to prove my honesty; faith, and I’m resolved to prove his 
patience: Oh, I shall abuse him intolerably. This small piece of 
service will bring Him clean out of love with the soldier for ever. 
He will never come within the sign of it, the sight of a cassock, or 
a musket-rest again. He will hate the masters at Mile-ond for it, 
to his d3dng day. It’s no matter, let the world think me a bad 
counterfeit, if 1 cannot give him the slip at an instant: why, this 
is better than to have staid his journey: well, I’U follow him. O^ 
how 1 long to be employed! [Exit. 
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ACT III 

SCENE I .—The Old Jemry. A Room in the Windmill Tavern. 

Elder Master Matuew, Wellbrbo, and Bobadill. 

Mai. Yes, faith, sir, we were at your lodging to seek you too. 

Wd. Oh, I came not there to-night. 

Bed). Your brother delivered us as much. 

Wd. Who, my brother Downright? 

Bdt. He. Mr. Wellbred, 1 know not in what kind you hold me; 
but let me say to you this: as sure as honour, I esteem it so much 
out of the sunshine of reputation, to throw the least beam of regard 
upon such a— 

Wd. Sir, I must hear no ill words of my brother. 

Bob. I protest to you, os I have a thing to be saved about me, 1 
never saw any gentlemanlike part— 

Wd. Good captain, faces about to some other discourse. 

Bob. With your leave, sir, an there were no more men living upon 
the face of the earth, I should not fancy him, by St. George 1 

Mat. Troth, nor I; he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he 
doth not cany himself like a gentleman of fashion. 

Wd. Oh, master Mathew, that’s a grace peculiar but to a few, 
qtioe eequiu amavit Jupiter. 

Mat. I understand you, sir. 

Wd. No question, you do,—or dp you not, sir. 

Elder E. Knoweu, and Master Stephen. 

Ned Knowell! by my soul, welcome: how dost thou, sweet spirit, 
my genius? ’Slid, 1 shall love Apollo and the mad Thespian girls 
the better, while 1 live, for this, my dear Fury; now, I see there’s 
some love in ^ee. Sirrah, these be the two I writ to thee of: nay, 
what a drowsy humour is this now I why dost thou not speak ? 

E. Know. Oh, you are a fine gallant; you sent me a rare letter. 

Wd. Why, was’t not rare? 

E. Know. Yes, I’ll be sworn, I was ne’er gv^ty of reading the 
like; match it in all Pliny, or Symmachus’s epistles, and I’ll have 
my judgment burn’d in the ear for a rogue: make much of thy vein, 
for it is inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had 
the carriage of it; for, doubtless, he was no ordinary beast that 
brought it. 

Wd. Why? 

E. Know. Why, say’st thou I why, dost tiiou think that any 
reasonable creature, especially in the morning, the sober lime of 
Uie day too, could have mistsken my father for me? 

Wd. ’Shi yoH i8Bt» I hope. 

E. Know, l^e^ the b^ use we can turn it to, is to make a 
jest on’t, now: tot FU assure you, my father had the full view of 
your flourishing style some hour before I saw it. 
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Wd. What a doll slave ms thisl bat^ aiirah, what said he to 
i’feithT 

E. Know, Nay, I know not what he said; but I have a shrewd 
gness what he thonghtk 

Wd, What, whatt 

E. Know. Many, that thou art some strange, dissolute young 
fellow, and I—a grain or two better, for keeping thee company. 

Wd. Tntl that thought is like the moon in her last quarter, 
’twill change Portly: but, sirrah, 1 pray thee be aoquunted with 
my two haj^-by’s here; thou wilt take exceeding pleasure in them 
if thou hear’st ’em once go; my wind-instruments; I’ll wind them 
up——But what strange piece of ailenoe is this, the sign of the 
Dumb ManT 

E. Know. Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine, one that may make your 
music the fuller, an he please; he has bis humour, sir. 

Wd. Oh, what is’t, what is’tT 

E. Know. Nay, FU neither do your judgment nor his folly that 
wrong, as to prepare your apprehension: Fll leave him to the 
meroy of your search; U you can take him, sol 

Wd. We^ captain Bobadill, master Mhthew, pray you know 
this gentleman here; he is a friend of mine, and one that will 
deserve your affection. I know not your name, sir, [to Stephen.] 
but I shaU be glad of any occasion to render me more familiar 
to you. 

Step. My name is master Stephen, sir; I am this gentleman’s 
own cousin, sir; his father is mine uncle, air: I am somewhat 
melancholy, but you shall command me, sir, in whatsoever is incident 
to a mntlemon. 

' Bob. Sir, 1 must tell you this, I am no general man; but for 
master Wellbred’s sake, (you may embrace it at what hei^t of 
favour you please,) 1 do communicate with you, and conceive you 
to be a gentleman of some parts; I love few words. 

E. Know. And I fewer, sir; 1 have scarce enough to thank yon. 

Mat. But are yon, indeed, sir, so given to it? 

Step. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to melancholy. 

Mat. Oh, it’s your only fine humour, sir: your true melancholy 
breeds your perfect fine wit, sir. I am melancholy myself, diver 
times, (w, and then do I no more but take pen and paper, presently, 
and ovorfiow you half a score, or a dosen of sonnets at a sitting. 

E. Know. Sure he utters them then by the mnss. [Aside. 

Step. Truly, sir, and I love such things out of measure. 

E. Know. Ffsith, better than in measure, FU undertake. 

Mat. Why, 1 pray yon, sir, make use of my study, it’s at your 
service. 

Step. I thanlr ypu, sir, 1 Shall be bold 1 warrant you; have yon 
a stool there to m mel^choly upon? 

Jf ol. That I have, sir, and some papers there of mine own doin|^ 
M idle .hours, that you’ll say there’s some sparks of wit in ’em, 
when you see them. 
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WeL Would ths aparka trould kindle onoe, and bebome a fire 
amongst them 1 I might see self-love burnt for her heresy. [Atide. 

Step. Couain, is it irellT am 1 melancholy enough? 

E. Know. Oh ay, excellent. 

Wd. Captain Itobadili, why muse you so? 

E. Know. He is melancholy too. 

Bab. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of 
service, was performed to-morrow, being St. Mark’s day, shall be 
some ten years now. 

E. Know. In what place, captain 7 

Bob. Why, at the beleaguering of Strigonium, where, in less than 
two hours, seven hundr^ resolute gentlemen, as any were in 
Europe, lost their lives upon the breach. I’ll tell you, gentlemen, 
it was the first, but the l^t leaguer that ever I beheld with these 
eyes, except the taking in of—what do you call it? last year, by 
the Genoways; but that, of all other, was the most fatal and dan- 
-us exploit that ever I was rangkl in, since I first bore arms 


n tyiiT. 




Slap. Sol I had as lief as an angel I could swear as well as that 
gentleman. 

E. Know. Then, you were a servitor at both, it seems; at Stri¬ 
gonium, and what do you call’t? 

Bab. O lord, sir! By St. George, I was the first man that entered 
the breach; and had I not efiected it with resolution, I had been 
slain if I had had a million of lives. 

E. Know. ’Twas pity you had not ten; a cat’s and your own, 
i’faith. But, was it possible? 

Mat, Pray yon mark this d^oourse, sir. 

Step. So I do. 

Bab. I assure you, upon my reputation, ’tie tme^ and yourself 
shall confess. 

E. Know. You must bring me to the rack, first. [Aeide. 

Bob. Observe me judioialfy, sweet sir; they had planted me three 
demi-culverins just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, as we 
were to give on, their master-gunner (a man of no mean skill and 
mark, you must think,) confronts me with his linstock, ready to 
mve firo; I, spying his intendment, discharged my petronel in his 
bosom, and with these single arms, my poor rapier, ran violently 
upon ^e Moors that guarded the ordnance, and put them pell-mell 
to the sword. 


Wd. To the sword! To the rapier, captain. 

E. Know. Oh, it was a good fig^ observed, sir: but did you all 
this, capt^, without hurting your blade? 

Bob. Without any impeach o’ the earth: yon shall praceiv^ sir. 
ISkewe hia rapier.} It u the most fortunate weapon that ever rid 
on poor nntleman’s thigh. Shall I teU yon, sir? Yon talk of 
Moi^y, Ebrcalibnr, Durmdana, or so; tutl I lend no credit to 
that is fabled of ’em: I know tiie virtue of mine own, and therefore 
I dare the boldlier maintain it. 
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Step. I marie whether It be a Toledo or no. 

Boo. A most perfect Toledo, I assore 70 a, air. 

Step. I have a oountcyman of his here. 

Mat. Fray you, let’s see, sir; yes, faith, it is. 

Fob. This a Toledo! Pish! 

Step. do you pish, oaptain f 

Bm. a Fleming, by heaven 1 I’ll buy them for a guilder a-piece, 
an 1 would have a thousand of them. 

E. Know. How say you, cousin T I told you thus much. 

WeL Where bought you it, master Stephen? 

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier: a hundred of lice go with him I 
He swore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant rapier, no better. 

Mat. M^, I think it be indeed, now I look on’t better. 

E. Know. Nay, the longer you look on’t, the worse. Put it up, 
put it u^ 

Step. Well, I will put it up; but by—I have forgot the captain’s 
oath, I thought to have sworn by it—an e’er I meet him— 

’ Wd. O, it is past help now, sir; you must have patience. 

Step. 'V^oreson, coney'hatching rascal! I could eat the very 
hilts for anger. 

E. Know. A sign of good digestion; you have an ostrich stomach, 
cousin. 

Step. A stomach! would I had him here, you should see an I had 
a stomach. 

Wd. It’s better as it is.—Come, gentlemen, shall we go ? 


Enter BBAnrwoBM, diaguiaed aa before, 

Ei Know. A miracle, cousin; look here, look here! 

Step. Oh—^’Od’s lid. By your leave, do you know me, sir? 

Brai. Ay, sir, I know you by sight. 

Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not ? 

Brai. Yes, marry did 1, sir. 

Step. You said it was a Toledo, hat 

Brai. True, 1 did so. 

Step. But it is none. 

Brai. No, sir, I confess it; it is none. 

Step. Do you confess it? Gentlemen, bear witness, he has 
oonfest itr->’Od’s will, an you had not confest it— 

E. Know. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear! 

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin. 

Wd. Why, you have done like a gentlmnan; he has confest it, 
what would you more? 

Step. Yet, oy his leave, he is a rascal, nndw his favour, do you see, 

E. Know. Ay, by his leave, he is, and under favour: a pretty 
piece of civilily 1 Sirrah, how dost ^ou like him t 

Wei. Oh, it's a most precious fool, make much on him: I can 
oompare h^ to nothing more happily than a drum; for every one 
may play upon him. 
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E. Know. No, no, a ohild’a whistle were far the fitter. 

Brai. Shall I intrmt a word with jouT 

E. Know. With me^ sir? you have not another Toledo to sell, 
have you? 

Brai. You are conceited, sirs Your name is Master Knowell, as I 
take itT 

E. Knout. You are in the ri^t; you mean not to proceed in the 
catechism, do you T 

Brai. No, sir; I am none of that coat. 

E. Knout. Of as bare a coat, though: well, say, sir. 

Brai. [faib'no E. Know, aside.] Faith, sir, I am but servant to the 
drum extraormmaiy, and indeed this smoky varnish being washed 
oS, and three or four patches removed, I appear your worship’s in 
reversion, after the decease of your good father, Brainworm. 

E. Know. Brainworm I ’Sli^t, what breath of a conjurer hath 
blown thee hither in this shape ? 

Brai. The breath of yosir letter, sir, this morning; the same that 
blew you to the Windmill, and your father after you. 

E. Know. My father! 

Brai. Nay, never start, ’tie true; he has followed you over the 
fields by the foot, as you would do a hare in the snow. 

E. Know. Sirrah Wellbred, what shall we do, sirrah? my father 
is come over after me. 

Wd. Thy father! Where is he? 

Brai. At justice Clement’s house, in Coleman-street, where he but 
stays my return; and then— 

nd. Who’s this? Brainworm! 

Brai. The same, sir. 

Wd. Why how, in the name of wit, com’st thou transmuted thus ? 

Brai. Fail^i, a device, a device; nay, for the love of reason, 
gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, stwd not here; withdraw, 
and m tell yon all. 

Wd. But art thou sure he will stay thy return ? 

Brai. Do I live, sir? what a question is that! 

Wd. We’ll prorogue his expectation, then, a little: Brainworm, 
thou shalt go wit^ us.—Come on, gentlemen.—Nay, I pray thee, 
sweet Ned, droop not; ’heart, an our wits be so wretchedly dull, 
tiiat one old ploiMing brain can outstrip us all, would we were e’en 
Most to make porters of, and serve out the remnant of our days 
in niames-street, or at Custom-house key, in a civil war against 
the carmen! 

Brai. ArUen, amen, amen, say I. [Ezeunt. 

SCENE 11 .—The Old Jewry. KrnDi.T'a Warehouae. 

Enter KirxLT and Cash. 

KU. What eaym he, Thomas? did you apeak with him? 

Cask. He will expect you, sir, witl^ this half hour. 

KU. Has he the money ready, can you tdl? 
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Caah. Yes, sir, tiie mon^ was broo^t in last n^bt. 

Kit. O, that is well; fetw me my oloak, my olo^!— 

lExU Cash. 

Stay, let me see, an hoar to go and come; 

Ay, that will be the least; and then ’twill be 
An hour before I can dispatch with him. 

Or very near; well, I wiU say two hours. 

Two hoars 1 ha I things never dreamt of yet, 

May be contrived, ay, and effected too, 

In two hours’ absence; well, I wiU not go. 

Two hours I No, fleering Opportunity, 

I will not give your submty that scope. 

Wlio will not judge him worthy to be robb’d. 

That sets his doors wide open to a thief. 

And shews the felon where his treasure liesT 
Again, what earthly spirit but will attempt 
To taste the fruit of famuty’s golden tree, 

: When leaden sleep seals up the dragon’s eyes? 

■ I will not go. Business, go by for once. 

No, beauty, no; you are of too good caract. 

To be left so, without a guard, or open. 

Your lustre, too, ’ll inflame at any stance. 

Draw courtship to you, as a jet doth straws; 

Put motion in a stone, strike fire from ice. 

Nay, make a porter leap you with his burden. 

You must be then kept up, close, and weU watch’d. 

For, give you opportunity, no quick-sand 
Devours or swallows swifter I He that lends 
His wife, if she be fair, or time or place. 

Compels her to be fals& 1 will not go I 

The dangers axe too many;—and then the dressing 

Is a most main attractive 1 Our great heads 

Within this city never were in safety 

Since our wives wore these little caps: I’ll change ’em; 

I’ll change ’em straight in mine: mine shall no morr 
Wear thm-piled acorns, to make my horns ake. 

Nor will I go; I am resolved for that. 

iZe-enfar Gash vrith a cloak. 

Carry in my cloak again. Yet stay. Yet do, too: 

I wiU defer going, on all occasions. 

Cash. Sir, Snare, your scrivener, will be there with the bonds. 
Kit, That’s true: fool on me 1 I had clean forgot it; 

I must go. What’s a clock T 
Cask. Exchange-time, sir. 

KU. ’Heart, then wfll Wellbred presently be here too. 

With one or other of his loose consorts. 

I am a knave^ if I know what to say. 

What course to take^ or which way to resolve. 
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My braio, methinks, ia like cm hour-glaas, 

Wnerein my imamnatione ran like sanda. 

Filling up time; out then ace turn’d and turn’d: 

So that 1 know not what to stay upon. 

And leas, to put in act.—^It ahaU be so. . 

Nay, 1 diare build upon his secrecy. 

He knows not to deceive me.—^Thomas! 

C'oafc. Sir. 

KU. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not.— 
lliomas, is Cob within T 

Ccuih. I think he be, sir. 

Kit. But he’ll prate too, there is no speeoh of him. 

No, there were no man on the earth to lliomas. 

If I ducat trust him; there is all the doubt. 

But should he have a clink in him, I were gone. 

Lost in my fame for ever, talk for th’ Exchange! 

The manner he hath stood with, till this present. 

Doth promise no such change: what should 1 fear then T 
Well, come what will. I’ll tempt my fortune once. 

Thomas—yon may deceive me, bu^ I hope— 

Your love to me is more— 

Ceuk. Sir, if a servant’s 

Dnty, with faith, may be call’d love, you are 
More than in hope, you are possess’d of it. 

Kit. I thank you heartily, Tliomas: give me your hand: 
With all my heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas, 

A secret to impart unto you—but, 

When once you have it, I must s^ your lips up; 

So far I tell yon, Thomas. 

Cash. Sir, for tiiatr— 

KU. Nay, hear me out. Think I esteem you, Thomas, 
When I will let you in thus to my private. 

It is a thing sits nearer to my crest, 

Than thou art ’ware of, 'Thomas; if thou should’st 
Reveal it, but— 

Cash. How, I reveal itf 

KU. Nay, 

I do not tbinlr thou would’st; but if thou should’st, 

’Twere a great weakness. 

Cask. A great treachery: 

Give it no other name. 

KU. Thou wilt not do’t, then T 

Caiih. Sir, if I do, mankind disclaim me ever! 

Kit. He will not swear, he has some reservation. 

Some conceal’d purpose, and close meaning sure; 

EUse, being urg’d so much, how should he choose 
But lend an oath to all this protestation T 
He’s no precisian, that I’m certain of. 

Nor rigid Rmnan Catholic: he’ll play 
•U4»9 
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At fayles, and tiok'taok; 1 have heard him swear. 

What shonld 1 think of it T urge him again, 

And by some other way 1 I will do so. 

Well, lliomas, thou hast sworn not to disclose:— 

Yes, you did swear? 

Cash. Not yet, sir, but I will. 

Please you— 

£it. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word. 

But, if thou wilt swear, do as thou think'st good; 

I am resolv’d without it; at thy pleasure. 

Cash. By my soul’s safety then, sir, I protest. 

My tongue shall ne’er take knowledge of a word 
Deliver’d me in nature of your trust. 

Xit. It is too much; these oeremonies need not: 

I know thy faith to be as firm as rook. 

Thomas, oome hither, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this business. So it is,— 

Now ne has sworn, I dare the safelier venture. [Aside. 

I have of late, by divers observations— 

But whether his oath can bind him, yea, or no. 

Being not taken lawfully ? hal say you? 

I will ask couneil ere I do proceed:— [Aside. 

Thomas, it will be now too long to stay. 

I’ll spy some fitter time soon, or to-morrow. 

Sir, at your pleasure. 

jKit. I will think:—and, Thomas, 

I pray you search the books ’gainst my return. 

For the receipts ’twist me and Traps. 

Cash. I will, sir. 

£it. And hear you, if your mistress’s brother, Wellbred, 
Chance to bring hither any gentleman. 

Ere I oome ba^, let one straight bring me word. 

Cash. Very well, sir. 

Kit. To the Exchange, do you hear ? 

Or here in Coleman-street, to justice Clement’s. 

Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 

Cash. I will not, air. 

Kit. I pray you have a care on’t. 

Or, whether he oome or no, if any other, 

Strang, or else; fail not to send me word. 

Cash. I shall not, sir. 

Kit. Be it your special business 

Now to remember it. 

Cash. Sir, I warrant you. 

Kit. But, Thomas, this is not the secret, Thomas, 

I told you of. 

Cast No, sir; I do suppose it. 

KA Believe me, it is not. 

CaA. Sir, I do believe yon. 
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KU. By heaven it is not, that’s enough: but, Thomas, 

I would not you should utter it, do you see. 

To any creature living; yet I care not. 

Well, 1 must hence. Thomas, conceive thus much; 

It was a trial of you, when I meant 
So deep a secret to you, I mean not this. 

But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this. 

But, Thomas, keep this from my wife, I charge you. 

Lock’d up in silence, midnight, buried here.— 

No greats hell than to be dave to fear. [ExU. 

Cash. Lock’d up in silence, midnight, buried here! 

Whence should titds flood of passion, trow, take head ? ha! 

Best dream no longer of this running humour. 

For fear I sink; the violence of the stream 
Already hath transported me so far. 

That 1 can feel no ground at all: but soft— 

Oh, ’tis our water-bearer: somewhat has crost him now. 

Elder Cob, hastily . 

Cob. Fasting-days! what tell you me of fasting-daysT ’Slid, 
would they were all on a light fire for me! Uioy say the wiiole world 
diall be consumed with fire one day, but would I had these Ember- 
weeks and villanous Fridays burnt in the mean time, and then— 

Cash. Why, how now. Cob? what moves thee to this choler, ha? 

Cob. Collar, master Thomas! 1 scorn your collar, I, sir; I am 
none o’ your cart-horse, though I carry and draw water. An you 
offer to ride me with yoiur collar or halter either, I may hap shew you 
a jade’s trick, sir. 

Cash. O, you’ll slip your head out of the collar? why, goodman 
Cob, you mistake me. 

Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I can bo angry as well as 
another, sir. 

Cash. Thy rheum. Cob! thy humour, thy humour—thou mis- 
tak’st. 

Cob. Humour! mock, I think it be so indeed; what is that 
humour ? some rare thing, I warrant. 

Cash. Many I’ll tell thee. Cob: it is a gentlemanlike monster, 
bred in ^e special gallantry of our time, by affectation; and fed 
by folly. 

Cob. How! must it bo fed? 

Cash. Oh ay, humour is nothing if it be not fed: didst thou never 
haa-r that? iVs a commou phrase, feed my humour. 

Cob. I’ll none on it: humour, avaunt! I know you not, be gone! 
let who will make hungiy meab for your monstership, it shall not 
be I. Feed you, quoth he! ’slid, I have much ado to feed myself; 
especnally on these lean rascallv days too; an’t had been an^ 
other day but a fasting-day—a plague on them all for me! By this 
light, one might have done the commonwealth good service, and 
have drown’d them idl in tiie flood, two or tiiree hundred tho usand 
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yean ago. O, I do atomaoh <^em hugely. I have a maw now, 
and ’twere for air Bevis hia horse, against them. 

Cosft. 1 pray thee, good Cob, wmt makes thee so out of love 
with fasting dayat 

Co&. Marry, that which will make any man out of love with ’em, 
I think; their, bad conditions, an you will needs know. First, 
they are of a Flemish breed, I am sure on’t, for they raven up more 
butter than aU the days the we^ beside; next, they stink of 
fish and leek-porridro miserably; thirdly, they’ll keep a man 
devoutly hungry all &y, and at night send him supperlees to bed. 

Cash. Inde^, these are faults. Cob. 

Cob. Nay, an this were aU, ’twere something; but they are the 
only known enemiea to my generation. A fasting-day no sooner 
comes, but my lineage goes to wrack; poor cobs I they smoak for 
it, they are made martyrs o’ the gridiron, they melt inpasaon: 
and your maids to know this, and yet would have me turn Hannibal, 
and eat my own flesh and blood. My princely coz, IjniMs out a red 
Aerrtng.] fear nothing; I have not the heart to devour you, an I 
might be made as rich as king Cophetua. O that I had room for 
my tears, 1 could weep salt-water enough now to preserve the lives 
of ten thousand thousand of my kin! But I may curse none but 
these filthy almanacks; for an’t were not for them, these days of 
persecution would never be known. I’ll be bang’d an some fish¬ 
monger’s son do not make of ’em, and puts in more fasting-days 
than he should do, because he would utter his father’s dried stock¬ 
fish and stirking conger. 

Cask ’Slight peace I thou’lt be beaten like a stock-fish else: here’s 
master Mathew. 

Enter W thi.t.-hmh , E. ICnowihu:., Bhainwobk, MaTsaw, 
Bobadox, and Stbphbb. 

Now must I look out for a messenger to my master. [Exit wiO^ Cob. 

Wei. Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, and exoeed- 
in{^ well oarriedi 

E. Know. Ay, and our ignorance maintain’d it as weU, did it notT 

Wd. Yes, faith; but was it possible thou shouldst not know him T 
1 forgive master Stmhen, for he is stupidity itself. 

E. Know. ’Fore God, not 1, an I might have been join’d patten 
with one of the seven wise masters for knowing him. He had so 
writhen himself into the habit of one of your poor infantry, vour 
decayed, ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the round; such as 
have vowed to sit on the skirts of the city, let your provost and his 
half-dozen of halberdiers do what they can; and have translated 
begging out of the old haokn^-paoe to a firm easy amble, and made 
it run as smooth off the tongue as a shove-groat shilling. Into the 
Ukeness of one of these rmormados had he moulded himself so 
perfectly, observing e^raiy trick of their action, as, varying the 
accent^ swearing with ui emphasis, indeed, all with so special and 
.exquisite a graces lhatk badst thou seen him, thou wouldst have 
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Bwom he might have be^n eergaant-major, if not lientenant-oolonel 
to Uie rmment. 

Wd. Why, Brainwonn, e^o would have thought thou hadat 
been Buoh an artifioerT 

E. Know, An artifioert an arohiteot. Except a man had studied 
begging all his life time, and been a weaver of language fxom his 
infancy for the oloathing of it, I never saw his rival. 

Wd. Where got’st thou this coat, I marie? 

Brai. Of a Hounsditoh man, sir, one of the devil’s near kinsmen, 
a broker. 

Wd. That cannot be, if the proverb hold; for A crafty knave 
needs no broker. 

Brai. True, sir; but I did need a broker, ergo — 

Wd. Well put off :—no crafty knave, you’ll say. 

E. Know. Tut, he has more of these shifts. 

Brai. And yet, where I have one the broker has ten, sir. 

Re-enter Cash. 

Cash. Francist Martini ne’er a one to be found now? what a 
spite’s this! 

Wd. How now, Thomas? Is my brother Kitely within? 

Cadi. No, sir, my master went forth e’en now; but master 
Downright is within.—Cob I what, Cob I Is he gone too ? 

TFel. v^ther went your master, Thomas, oanst thou tell ? 

Cash. I know not: to justice Clement’s, I think, sir—Cob I 

[Exit. 

E. Know. Justice Clement 1 what’s he? 

Wd. Why, dost thou not know him ? He is a city^magistrate, a 
justaoe here, an excellent good lai^er, and a great scholar; but 
the only m^, meny old fwow in Europe. 1 shewed him you the 
other (uy. 

E. Know. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. Good faith, 
and he is a very strange presence methinks; it shews as if he stood 
out of the rank from other men: 1 have heard many of Us jests in 
the University. They say he will commit a man for taking the 
wall of Us horse. 

Wd. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or serving of God; 
any things indeed, if it come in the way of his humour. 

Re-enter Cash. 

Cadi. Gasper 1 Martin! Cob I ’Heart, where should thqr be* 
trow? . .... 

Bdb. Maator Kitely’s man, pray thee vouchsafe us the lij^ting 
of thi» match. 

Cadi. Fire on your match I no time but now to vouchsa/k f— 
IVancial Cob I [ExU. 

Bob. Body o’ mel here’s the remainder of seven iwnnd sinoe 
yesterday was eeven-ni^t. ’Tis your zij^t T rinidado : did you 
never take any, maste^tqhen ? 
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Step, No, truly, sir; but ril leam to take it now, sinoe you oom- 
mend it so. 

Bob. Sir, believe me, utou my relation for what I tell you, the 
world shall not reproTe. I have been in the Indies, where this herb 
^wB, where neiuer myadf, nor a dozen gentlemen more of my 
knowledge, have reotived the taste of any other nutriment in the 
world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but the fume of this 
simple only: therefore, it cannot be, but ’tie most divine. Further, 
take it in the nature, in the true l^d; so, it makes an antidote, 
that, had you taken the most deadly poisonous plant in all Italy, it 
should expd it, and clarify you, with as much ease as I speak. 
And for your green wound,—^your Balsamum and your St. John’s 
wort, are all mere guUeries and trash to it, especially your Trinidado: 
your Nicotian is good too. I could say what I know of the virtue 
of it, for the expulsion of rheums, raw humours, crudities, obstruc¬ 
tions, with a thousand of this kind; but I profess myself no quack¬ 
salver. Only thus much; by Hercules, I do hold it, and will a£5rm 
it before any prince in Europe, to be the most sovereign and precious 
wefed that ever the earth tendered to the use of man. 

E. Know. This speech would have done decently in a tobacco- 
trader’s mouth. 


Re-enter Cash with Cob. 

Cash. At justice Ctement’s he is, in the middle of Coleman-street. 

Coft. Oh, oh I 

Bab. Where’s ike match I gave thee, master Kitely’s man? 

Cash. Would his match and he, and pipe and all, were at &ncto 
Domingo I I had forgot it. \_Exit. 

Cob. ’Od’s me, I marie what pleasure or felicity they have in 
taking this ros^h tobacco. It’s good for nothing but to choke a 
man, and fill him full of smoke and embers: there were four died 
out of one house last week with taking of it, and two more the bell 
went for yesternight; one of them, they say, will never scape it; 
he voided a bushd of soot yesterday, upward and downward. By 
the stocks, an there were no wiser men than I, Fd have it present 
whipjiing, man or woman, that should but deal with a tobacco pipe: 
why, it will stifle them all in the end, as many as use it; it’s liUle 
bettOT than ratsbane or losaker. [BobadiU beats him. 

AO. Oh, good captain, hold, holdl 

Bob. You base cullion, you I 

Re-enter Cash. 

OaA. Sir, here’s your match. Come, thou must needs be tallfing 
too, thon’rt well enough served. 

Cob, Nay, he will not meddle with his match, I warrant you: 
well, it shall be a dear beating, an I live. 

Do yon prate; do you murmur r 

E. Know. Nay, go^ captain, will you regard the humour of a 
loolt Away, knave. 
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Wel. Thomas, get hi^i away. [Exit Ccuk with Cob, 

Bob. A whoreson filthy slave, a dung>worm, an excrement I 
Body o’ Csesar, but that I scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, Fd 
have stabb’d him to the earth. 

Wel. Many, the law forbid, sirl 

Bob. By Pharaoh’s foot, 1 would have done it. 

Step. Oh, he swears most admirably I By Pharaoh’s foot! Body 
o’ Ceesar!—^1 shaU never do it, sure. Upon mine honour, and by 
St. George!—^No, I have not the right grace. 

Mat. Master Stephen, will you any T By this air, the most divine 
tobacco that ever 1 drunk. 

Step. None, I thank you, sir. O, this gentleman does it rarely 
too: but nothing like the other. By this air! [Practiees at the post.] 
As I am a gentleman! By— [Bxeujit Bob. and Mat. 

Brai. [pointing to Master StejJun.] Master, glance, glance! 
master WellbredI 

Step. As I have somewhat to be saved, I protest— 

Wd. You are a fool; it needs no affidavit. 

E. Know. Cioasin, will you any tobacco T 
Steq>. I, sirl Upon my reputation— 

E. Know. How now, cousin! 

Step. I protest, as I am a gentleman, but no soldier, indeed— 
Wd. No, master Stephen 1 As 1 remember, your name is entered 
in the artillery-garden. 

Step. Ay, sir, that’s true. Cousin, may I swear, as I am a soldier, 
by ^at? 

E. Know. O yes, that you may; it is all vou have for your money. 
Step. Then, as I am a gentleman, and a soldier, it is “ divine 
tobacco!” 

Wd. But soft, where’s master MathewT Gone? 

Brai. No, rar; they went in here. 

Wd. O let’s follow them: master Mathew is gone to salute his 
mistress in verse; we shall have the happiness to hear some of his 
poetry now; he nevw comes unfinishedt—Brainworm I 
i8(e^ Brainworm! Where? Is this Brainworm7 
E. Know. Ay, cousin; no words of it, upon your gentility. 

Step. Not I, body of me! By this mrl St. George! and tiie 
foot of Pharaoh! 

Wd. Bate! Your cousin’s disconrse is simply drawn out with 
oaths. 

E. Know. ’Tis larded with them; a kind of Itench dressing, if 
3 ron love it, [ExeunL 

SCENE Tll.—CoUman-Stred. A Boom in Justice 
Clukitt’s Hawse, 

Enter Kjtzlt and Cob. 

KU. Ha! how muy ue there, say’st thou? 

Cb&. Ma^, sir. your brother, master Wdlbred— 
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K^. Tut, benda him: what strangers are t^rae, man? 

06b, StrangersT 1^ me see, one, two; mass, I know not well, 
there are so maiQr. 

KU. Howl BO many? 

Cob. Ay, there’s some five or six of them at the most. 

Are. A swarm, a swarm] 

^ite of the devil, how th^ sting my head 

With forked stin^ thus wide and large! But, Cob, 

How long hast thou been coming hither. Cob T 
Coh. A little while, air. 

KU. Didst thon oome running? 

Cob. No, sir. 

Are. Nay, then 1 am familiar with thy haste. 

Bane to my fortunes 1 what meant 1 to marry T 
I, that before was rank’d in such content. 

My mind at rest too, in so soft a peace. 

Being free master of mine own free thoughts. 

And now become a slave ? What I never si^; 

Be of good cheer, man; for thou art a cuckold: 

’ms done, ’tis done I Nay, when such flowing>store. 

Plenty itoelf, falls into my wife’s lap. 

The cornucopUa will be mine, I know.— 

But, Cob, 

What entertainment had thw ? I am sure 
My sister and my wife would bid them welcome: ha? 

Cob. Like enough, sir; yet 1 heard not a word of it. 

KU. No; 

Their lira were seal’d with kisses, and the voice. 

Drown’d in a flood of joy at their arrival. 

Had lost her motion, state and faculty.— 

Cob, 

Which of them was it that first kiss’d my wife. 

My dster, I should say?—^My wife, alasl 
1 fear not her: hal who was it say’st thou? 

Coh. By my troth, sir, will you nave &e truth of it? 

KU. Oh, ay, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. 

Cob. Then I am a vambond, and fitter for Bridewell than your 
worship’s company, if 1 saw any body to be kjss’d, unless they 
would have kiss’d the post in the middle of the warehouse; for there 
I left them all at their tobacco, with a pozt 
KU. Howl were th^ not gone in then ere thou cam’st? 

Cob. O no, sir. 

ATtl. Spite of the devil! what do 1 stay here then? Cob, follow 
me, [ExU. 

Cob. Utoj, soft and fair; 1 have on the 'spit; I cannot go 
vet, sir. Now am I, for some five and fifty reasons, hammering, 
haduneting revenge: oh for three or four gallons ot vinegar, to 
sharpen my wits! Revenge, vinegw revenge, vinegar and mustard 
rnvengal Nay, an he had not lien in n^ house, ’twould never have 
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pieved me; but being my meet, one that, Pll be sworn, my wife 
has lent him her smock off her back, while his own shirt has been 
at washing; rawned her neok-kerchers for clean bands for him; 
sold almost all my platters, to buy him tobacco; and be to turn 
monster of in^titime, and strike his lawful host! Well, I hope 
to raise up an host of fury for’t: here comes justice Oement. 

Enter Justice Clxuknt, Knowkix, and Forusl. 

Clem. What’s master Kitely gone, Roger? 

Form. Ay, sir. 

Clem, 'Heart o’ me I what made him leave us so abruptly?_ 

How now, sirrah 1 what make you here ? what would you have, ha ? 

Cob. An’t please your worship, I am a poor neighbour of your 
worship’s— 

Ckm. A poor neighbour of mine! Why, speak, poor neighbour. 

Co6. I dwell, sir, at the sign of the Water-tankard, hard by the 
Green Lattice: I have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen 
years. 

CUm. To the Green Lattice? 

Cob. No, sir, to the parish: Marry, I have seldom scaped scot- 
free at the Lattice. 

Ckm. O, well; what business has my poor neighbour with me? 

Gob. An’t like your worship, I am come to crave the peace of 
your worship. 

Ckm. Of me, knave! Peace of me, knave! Did I ever hurt thee, 
or threaten thee, or wrong thee, ha? 

Cob. No, sir; but your worship’s warrant for one that has 
wrong’d me, sir: his arms are at too much liberty, I would fain 
have them bound to a treaty of peace, an my credit could compass 
it with your worship. 

Ckm. Thou eoest far enough about for’t, I am sure. 

Kno. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy life for him, friend? 

Cob. No, sir; but I go in danger of my death every hour, by his 
means; an I die within a twelve-monlh and a day, I may swear 
the law of the land that he killed me. 

Ckm. How, how, knave, swear he killed thee; and the law? 
What pretence, what colour hast thou for that? 

Cob. Marty, an’t please your worship, both black and blue; 
colour enough I warrant you. I have it hm to shew your worship. 

Ckm. What is he that gave you this, sirrah ? 

Gob. A gentieman and a soldier, he says, he is, of the city here. 

Gtem. A soldier of the city! What call yon him? 

Gob. Captain BobadilL 

Clan. ]fobadi!l! and why did he bob and beat rou, sirrah? 
How began the quarrel betwixt yon, ha? speak tnuy, knave, I 
advise you. 

Gob. Marry, indeed, an’t please your worship, only because I 
■pake against their vagrant tobacco, as I came by them when they 
wen taidng on’t; for nothing else. 
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Clem. Hal yoa speaik against tobaoooT Fonnal, his name. 

Form. Wbat’s your name, sirrah T 

Cob. Oliver, sir, Oliver Gob, sir. 

Clem. Tell Oliver Gob he shall go to the jail. Formal 

Form. Oliver Gob, my master, justice Glement, says you shall go 
to the jail 

Coh. 0, I beseech your worship, for God’s sake, dear master 
justioel 

Clem. ’Sprecious! an such drunkards and tankards as you are, 
come to dispute of tobacco once, I have done: away with him!' 

Cob. 0, good master justioel Sweet old gentleman 1 

[To KnoweU. 

Know. ** Sweet Oliver,” would I could do thee any good!— 
justice Glement, let me intreat you, sir. 

Clem. What! a thread-bare rascal, a be^ar, a slave that never 
drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in his life! and he to de¬ 
prave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally received in the 
courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers of sweet 
ladies, the cabins of soldiers!—Roger, away with him! ’Od’s 
precious-say, go to. 

Cob. Dear master justice, let me be beaten again, I have deserved 
it: but not the prison, 1 beseech you. 

Know. Alas, poor Oliver! 

Clem. Roger, make him a warrant:—he shall not go, £ but fear the 
knave. 

Form. Do not stink, sweet Oliver, yon shaU not go; my master 
will give yon a warrant. 

Cm. 0, the Lord maintain his worship, his worthy worship! 

Clem. Away, dispatch him. [Bxeant Formal am Cob.] How 
now, master Knowell, in dumps, in dumps! Come, this becomes not. 

Know. Sir, would I could not feel my cares. 

Clem. Your cares are nothing: they are like my cap, soon put 
on, and as soon put off. What! your son is old enough to govern 
himself: let him run his course, it’s the only way to make him a 
staid man. If he were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunkard, or a 
licentious liver, then you had reason; you had reason to take care: 
but, being none of wese, mirth’s my witness, an I had twice so 
many cares as you have, Fd drown them all in a cup of sack. Come, 
come, let’s try it: I muse your parcel of a soldier returns not all 
this whila. [Fzeunl. 
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ACT IV 

SCENE 1.— A Room in Kitxlt's ffoiue. 

Enter DowMBianT and Dame Kitely. 

Dow. Well, sister, I tell yon true; and you’ll find it so in the end- 

Dame K. Alas, brother, what would you have me to do T I 
cannot help it; yon see my brother brings them in here; they are 
his friends. 

Dow. His friends! his fiends. ’Slud! they do nothing but haunt 
him up and down like a sort of unlucky spirits, and tempt him to 
all manner of villainy that can be thought of. Well, by this light, 
a little thing would make me play the devil with some of them: 
an ’tw«re not more for your husband’s sake (ban any thing else, I’d 
make the house too hot for the best on ’em; they should say, and 
swear, hell were broken loose, ere they went hence. But, by God’s 
will, ’tis nobody’s fault but yours; for au you had done as you 
might have done, they should have been parboiled, and baked too, 
every mother’s son, ere they should have come in, e’er a one of them. 

Dame K. God’s my life I did you ever hear the like? what a 
strange man is this! Could I keep out all them, think youT I 
should put myself against half a dozen men, should IT Gom faith, 
you’d mad the patien’st body in the world, to hear you talk so, 
without any sense or reason. 

Enier Mistress Bbisost, Master Mathew, and Boss dill; fMowed, 
at a distance, hy Wsllbbbd, E. Khowbll, Stepiikx, and 
Bbaikwohu. 

Brid. Servant, in troth you are too prodigal 
Of your wit’s tr^ure, thus to pour it forth 
Upon so mean a subject as my wortli. 

Mat. You say well, mistress, and I mean as welL 

Dow. Hoy-day, here is stuff I 

Wd. O, now stand close; pray Heaven, she can get him to read! 
he should do it of his own natural impudency. 

HrtU. Servant, what is this same, 1 pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an elegy, an ele^, an odd toy— 

Dow. To mock an ape withal I O, I could sew up his mouth, now. 
' Dame K. Sister, I pray you let’s hear it. 

Dow. Are you rhyme-mven tooT 

Mat. Mistress, I’ll read it if you please. 

Brid. Pray you do, servant. 

Dow. O, here’s no foppery 1 Death! I can endure the stocks 
better. [Exit. 

E. Know. What ails thy brother? can he not hold his water at 
reading of a ballad? 

Wd. O, no; a rhyme to him is worse than cheese, or a bag-pipe; 
but mark; you lose the protestation. 
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Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour; I know not how it is; but 
please yon come near, air. This gentleman has judgment, he knows 
how to oensure of a-pray you, sir, you can judge T 

Step. Not I, air; upon my reputation, and by the foot of Pharaoh I 

Wd. O, ohide your cousin for swearing. 

E. Know. Not I, so long as he does not forswear himself. 

Bob. Master Mathew, you abuse the ex^tation of your dear 
mistress, and her fair sister: fie I while you five avoid this prolixity. 

Mat. 1 shall, sir, well; incipere duke. 

E. Know. How, inaipere duke / a sweet thing to be a fool, indeed I 

Wd. What, do you take incipere in that sense ? 

E. Know. You do not, youl This was your villainy, to gull him 
with a motto. 

Wd. O, tile benchers’ phrase: pauca verba, pauca verba / 

Mat. Rare creature. Id me apeak toUhout offence. 

Would Qod my rude worda had the influence 
To ruk thy thoughta, aa thy fair looka do mine. 

Then ahouldat thou, be hia priaoner, who ia thine. 

E. Know. This ia Hero and Lender. 

Wd. O, ay: peace, we shall have more of this. 

Mat. Bi not unkind and fair: miaahapen duff 
la of behaviour boiateroua and rough. 

Wd. How like you that, sirT [Maater Stephen ahakea hia head. 

E. Know. ’Slight, he shakes his head like a bottle, to feel an tiiere 
be any brain in it. 

Mat. But observe the catastrophe, now: 

And I in duty unU exceed all other, 

Aa you in beauty do excd Love’a mother. 

E. Know. Well, I’ll have him free of the wit-brokers, for ho utters 
nothing but stolen remnants. 

Wd. O, forgive it him. 

E. Know. A filching rogue, hang him!—and from the dead I it’s 
worse than sacrilege. 

Wbujbbbd, E. Knowxix, and Master Stkphbn, come forward. 

Wd. Sister, what have you here, verses? pray you let’s see: 
who made these verses? they are excellent goom 

Mat. O, Master Wellbrod,’tiB your disposition to say TO, sir. They 
were good in the morning: 1 made them ex tempore this morning. 

Wd. Howl extempore? 

Mat. Ay, would I might be hanged else; ask Captain Bobadill: 
he saw me write them, at the—pox on it!—the Star, yonder. 

Brai. (km he find in his heart to curse the stars so ? 

E. Know. Faith, his are even with him; th^ have curst him 
enough already. 

St^. Cousin, how do yon like this gentleman’s verses? 

E. Know. O, admirable 1 the beet that ever I heard, coz. 

Step. Body o’ Ceesar, they ore admirable! the best that I ever 
heard as I am a soldier! 
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Rt-enter Downrioiit. 

Dow. I am'veztk I can hold ne’er a bone of me still: ’Heart. I 
think they mean to build and breed here. 

Wd. Sister, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your 
beauty with such encomiums and devices; you may see what it is 
to be the mistress of a wit, that can make your perfections so 
transparent, that every blear eye may look through tlicm, and see 
him drown^ over head and oars in mo deep well of desire: Sister 
Kitely, 1 marvel you get you not a servant that can rhyme, and 
do tricks too. 

Dow. O monster! impudence itself! tricks! 

Dame K. Tricks, brother! what tricks ? 

Brid. Nay, speak, 1 pray you what tricks ? 

Dame K. Ay, never spare any body here; but say, what tricks. 

Brid. Passion of my heart, do tricks! 

Wd. ’Slight, here’s a trick vied and revied! Wliy, you monkeys, 
you, what a cater-wauling do you keep! has ho not given you 
rhymes and verses and tricks ? 

Dow. O, the fiend! 

Wd. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snuff so, come, 
and cherish this tame poetical fury in your servant; you’ll bo 
begg’d else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse. 
You cannot give bim less than a shilling in conscience, for the book 
he had it out of cost him a teston at least. How now, gallants! 
Master Mathew I Captain! what, all sons of silence, no spirit? 

Dow. Come, you might practise your ruffian tricks somewhere 
else, and not here, I wuss; this is no tavern or drinking-school, to 
vent your exploits in. 

Wd. How now; whose cow has calved ? 

Dow. Many, that has mine, sir. Nay, boy, never look askanoe 
at me for the matter; I’ll tell you of it, I, sir; you and your com¬ 
panions mend yourselves when 1 have done. 

Wd. My companions! 

Dow. Yes, sir, your companions, so I say; I am not afraid of you, 
nor them neither; your hang-byes here. You must have your 
poets and your potlmgs, your soldados and foolados to follow you 
up and down the city; and here th^ must come to domineer and 
swagger. Sirrah, you ballad-singer, and slops your fellow there, 
‘get you out, get you home; or by this steel, I’ll out off your ears, 
and that presently. 

Wd. ’Slight, st^, let’s see what he dare do; cut off his ears! 
out a whetstone. You are an ass, do you see; touch any man here, 
and by this hand Fli run my rapier to the hilts in you. 

Dow. Yea, tliat would I fain see, boy. U'^y draw. 

DameK. O Jesu! murder I Thomas! Gasper! 

Brid. Help, help! Thomas! 
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Enter Cash and some of the house to part them. 

E. Know. Gentlemen, forbear, I piay you. 

Bob. Well, sirrah, you Holofernes; by my hand, I -will pink your 
flesh full of holes with my rapier for this; I will, by this good 
heaven! nay, let him oom^ let him oome, gentlemen; by the body 
of St. George, I’ll not kill him. {Offer to fight again, and are parted. 

Cash. Hold, hold, good gentlemen. 

Dow. You whoreson, bra^ng ooystrill 

Enter Kitbly. 

KU. Why, how now! what’s the matter, what’s the stir here T 
Whence springs the quarrel f Thomas 1 where is he T 
Put up your weapons, and put off this rage: 

My wife and sistw, they are the cause of this. 

What, Thomas! where is the knaveT 

Oa^. Here, sir. 

Wei. Come, let’s go: this is one of my brother’s ancient humours, 
this. 

Step. 1 am glad nobody was hurt by his ancient humour. 

[Exeunt WeUbred, Stephen, E. KntmeU, Bobadill, and Brainworm. 

KU. Why, how now, brother, who enforced this brawl ? 

Dow. A sort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for God nor the 
devil. And they must oome here to read ballads, and roguery, and 
trash 1 rU' mar the knot of ’em ere I sleep, perhaps; especially 
Bob there, he that’s all manner of shapes: and songs and sonnets, 
his fellow. 

Brid. Brother, indeed you are too violent. 

Too sudden in your humour: and you know 
My brother Wellbi^’s temper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly in such a presence. 

Where every alight disgraoe he should receive 
Might wound him in opinion and respect. 

Dow. Respect I what talk you of respect among such, as have no 
spark of manhood, nor good manners? ’Sdeins, 1 am ashamed to 
hear youl respectl [ExU. 

Brtd. Yes, there was one a civil gentleman. 

And vei^ worthily demeaned himself. 

KU. 0, that was some love of yours, sister. 

Brid. A love of mine! I would it were no worse, brother; 

You’d pay portion sooner than you think for. 

Dame K. Indeed he seem’d to be a gentleman of a very exceeding 
foil disposition, and of excellent good parts. 

[Exeunt Dame KUdy and Bridget. 

KU. Her love, by heaven 1 my wife’s minion. 

Fair dieposiBon / excellent good parts / 

Deathl Giese phrases ore intolerable. 

Good parts! how should she know his parts? 

Hispc^l WeU, well, well, well, well, well; 
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It iB too plain, too clear: Tlwnlaa, come hither. 

What, ate they goneT 

Ca^ Ay, sir, they went in. 

My mistress and your sister— 

Kit. Are any of the gallants within T 
CosA. No, sir, they are all gone. 

Kit. Art thou sure of it f 

Caah. I can assure you, sir. 

KU. What gentleman was that they praised so, Thomas? 

Caah. One, they call him Master Smowell, a handsome young 
gentleman, sir. 

Kit. Ay, I thought so; my mind gave me as much: 

I’ll die, but they have hid him in the house. 

Somewhere, I’ll go and search: go with me, Thomas: 

Be true to me, and thou shalt find me a master. [Exeunt. 

SCENE n. —The Lana before Cob’s House. 

Enter Cob. 

Cob. [knoeka at the door.} What, Tib! Tib, I say I 

Ttb. [within.} How now, what cuckold is that knocks so hard? 

Enter Tib. 

O, husband! is it you T What’s the news I 

Cob. Nay, you nave stunn’d me, i’faith; yon have given me a 
knock o’ the forehead will stick by me. Cuckold! ’Slid, cuckold 1 
Tib. Away, you fool! did I know it was you that knocked? 
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list. 

Cob. May! ? Tib, you are a whore. 

Tib. You lie in your throat, husband. 

Cob. How, the Jiel and in my throat tool do you long to be 
stabb’d, ha? 

Tib. Why, you are no soldier, I hope. 

Cob. O, must you be stabbed by a soldier? Mass, that’s true I 
when was Bobamll here, your captain ? that rogue, that foist, that 
fencing Burgullion ? I’U tickle him, i’faith. 
r»6. Whv, wlmt’s tire matter, brow? 

Cdb. O, ne has basted me rarely, sumptuously I but I have it 
here in black and whiter [puffs out the warrant.} for his black and 
blue shall pay him. O, the justioe, the honestest old brave Trojan 
In London; 1 do honour the very flea of his dog. A plague on him, 
though, he put me once in a villanous filthy fear; marry, it vanished 
away like we smoke of tobacco; but I was smdied soundly first. 
I thank the devil, and his good angel, my guest. Well, irae, or 
Tib, which you will, get you in, and look the door; I charge you 
let nobody in to you, wife; nob^y in to yon; those are ^ words: 
not Captain Bob himself, nor the fiend in his likeness. You are a 
woman, you have flesh and blood enough in yon to be tempted; 
therefore keep tibe door shut upon ^1 comers. 
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Tib. 1 mnant you, there shall nobody enter here witiumt my 
consent. 

Cob. Nor with yonr consent, sweet Tib; and so I leave you. 

Tib. It's more than yon know, whether yon leave me so. 

Cob. How* 

Tib. yihj,aweet 

Cob. Tu^ sweet or sour, thon art a flower. 

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. [Exeunt. 


SCENE m .—A Room in the WindmiU Tavern. 

Enter E. Kkowbll, Wxllbbbd, Stbphxn, and BnaiNWOBic, 
diaguieed aa before. 

< E. Know. Well, Brainworm, perform this bnsinesB happily, and 
thou makeet a purchase of my love tor ever. 

Wd. rfaith, now let thy spirits use their best faculties: but, at 
any hand, remember the message to my brother; for there’s no 
other means to start him. 

Brat. 1 warrant you, sir; fear nothing; I have a nimble soul has 
waked all forces of my phimfsie by this time, and put tiiem in true 
motion. What you have posaest me withal. I’ll direharge it anrely, 
air; make it no question. [jKxtf. 

WeL Forth, and prosper, Brainworm. Faith, Ned, how dost 
thou wprove of my abilities in this device? 

E. Know. Troth, well, howsoever; but it will come excellent if it 
take. 

Wet. Take, manl why it cannot choose but take, if the circum¬ 
stances miscarry not: but, tell me ingenuously, dost thou aSeot my 
sister Bridget as thou pretend’stT 

E. Know. Friend, am 1 worth belief 7 

Wd. Come, do not protest. In faith, she is a maid of good 
ornament, and much modesty; and, except I conceived very 
worthily of her, thou should’st not have her. 

E. Know. Nay, that I am afraid, will be a question yet, whether 
I shall have her, or no. 

WeL 'Slid, thon shalt have her; by this light thou shalt. 

E. Know. Nay, do not swear. 

WeL By this huid thou shalt have her; I’ll go fetch her presentiy. 
'Point but where to meet, and as I am an honest man Fll oring her. 

E. Know. Hold, hold, be temperate. 

TFel. Why, by-^what shall 1 swear by T thou shalt have her, as 

I am— 

E. Know. Praythoe, be at peace, I am satisfied; and do believe 
thon wilt omit no offered occasion to make my desires complete. 

Wd. Thou shalt see, and know, I will not. (ExeimL 
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SCENE rV.—Tfce OM Jewry. 

Enter Fobmai. and Kkowkll. 

Form. Was jour mao a soldier, sirT 

Know. Ay, a knave 

I took him begging o’ the way, this morning, 

As 1 came over Moorfields. 

Enler Bbainworh, disguised as before. 

O, here he is 1—you’ve made fair speed, believe me. 

Where, in the name of sloth, could you be thust 

Brai. Marry, peace be my comfort, where 1 thought I should have 
had little oonifort of your worship’s service. 

Know. How so T 

Brai. O, sir, your coming to the city, your entertainment of me. 
and your sending me to watch—indeed all the ciroumstanoes either 
of your charge, or my employment, are as open to your son, as to 
yourself. 

Know. How should that be, unless that villain, Brainworm, 
Have told him of the letter, and discover’d 
All that I strictiy charg’d him to conceal T 
’Tis so. 

Brai. I am partly o’ the faith, ’tis so, indeed. 

Know. But, how should he know thee to be my man t ' 

Brai. Nay, sir, I cannot tell; unless it be by the black art. Is 
not your son a scholar, sir? 

Know. Yes, but I hope his soul is not allied 
Unto such hellish practice: if it were, 

I had just cause to weep my part in him. 

And curse the time of creation. 

But, where didst thou find them, Fitz-Sword? 

Brai. You should rather ask where they found me, sir; for I’ll 
be sworn, I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when, 
of a sudden, a voice calls, Mr. KnowdCa man I another cries. 
Soldier t and thus half a dozen of them, till they had call’d me 
within a house, where I no sooner came, but they seem’d men, and 
out flew all their rapiers at my bosom, with some three or four score 
oaths to accompany them; and ali to tell me, I was but a dead man, 
|f I did not confess where you were, and how I was employed, and 
about what; which when th^ could not get out of me, (as, 1 prote<;t, 
they must ^ve dissected, and made an anatomy of me fint, and so 
I told them,) they lock’d me np into a room in the top of a high 
house, whence by great miracle (having a light heart; I slid down 
by a bottom of packthread into the stzeet, and so ’scaped. But, 
sbr, thus much I can assure you, for 1 heard it while I was look’d np, 
there were a great many rich merchuits and bnve citizens’ wives 
with them at a feast; and your son, master Edward, witiidrew wiA 
one of them, and has ’pointed to meet her anon at one Cob’s house 
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a ‘water-bearer that dtreUs by the Wall Now, there your worship 
aha]l be sure to take him, for there he preys, a^ fail he will not. 

Know. Nor will I fail to break his match, 1 doubt not. 

Go thou along with justice Qemaat’s man. 

And stay there for me. At one Cob’s house, say’st thou T 
Brai. Ay, sir, there you shall have him. [ExU KnowM.'l Yes- 
invisible 1 Much wench, or much son! ’Slii^t^ when he has staid 
there three or four hours, travailing with the expectation of wonders, 
and at length be deliver’d of air 1 O the sport that I should then 
take to look on him, if 1 durst! But now, I mean to appear no 
more afore him in thjs shape: 1 have another trick to act yet. O 
that I were so happy as to light on a nnpson now of this jnstioe’s 
novice!—Sir, I make yon stay somewhat long. 

Form. Not a whit, sir. Fray you what do you mean, sir? 

Brai. I was putting up some papers. 

form. Yon have Imn lately in the wars, sir, it seems. 

Brai. Marry have I, sir, to my loss, and expense of all, almost, 
form. Troth, sir, I would be glad to bestow a bottle of wine on 
you, if it please you to accept it— 

Brai. O, sir— 

Form. But to hear the manner of your services, and your devices 
in the wars; they say they be very strange, and not like those a 
man reads in the Roman histories, or sees at Mile-end. 

Brai. No, I assure you, sir; why at any time when it please you, 
1 shall be ready to discourse to you all I know;—and more too 
somewhat. [Aside. 

Form. No better time than now, sir; we’ll go to the Windmill: 
there we shall have a cup of neat mist, we call it. 1 pray yon, sir, 
let me rMuest you to the Windmill 
Brai. rll foUow you, sir;—and make grist of you, if 1 have good 
luck. [Aside.] [Exeunt. 


SCENE V.—Moorftdds. 

Enter Mateuw, E. Knowull, Bobaphx, and Stkfhxn. 

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taste the like clown of him where we 
were to-day, Mr. Wellbred’a half-brother T I think the whole earth 
oaimot shew his parallel, by this daylight. 

E. Know. We were now speaking of him: captain Bobadill tella 
me he ia fallen foul of you too. 

Mat. O, av, sir, he threatened me with the bastinado. 

Bob. Ay, but I think, I taught yon prevention this morning, for 
that: You shall kill him beyond question; if yon be ao generously 
minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moat excellent trick. [fences. 

Bob. O, yon do not give spirit raoug^ to your moticm, yon ate 
too tardy, too heavy I O, it must be d<me like lightnina hay! 

[ProetMes at a walh hie omdgd. 

Mat, Bara oaptaini 
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Bob. Tati ’tis nothine, an’t be not done in a—panto. 

E. Know. Captain, did yoa erer prove yourself upon any of oar 
masters of defence here? 

Mat. O good sirl yes, I hope he has. 

Bc^. 1tell you, sir. Upon my first coming to the oil^, after 
my long Ixavel for Knowledge, in that mystery only, there came three 
or four of them to me, at a gentleman’s house, where it was my 
chance to be resident at that time, to intreat my presence at tbeir 
schools: and withal so much importuned me, that I protest to you, 
as I am a gentleman, 1 was ashamed of their rude demeanour out 
of all measure: Well, I told them that to come to a public school, 
they should x>ardon me, it was opposite, in diameter, to my humour; 
but if so be thpy would give their attendance at my lodging, I 
protested to do them what right or favour I could, as I was a 
gentleman, and so forth. 

E. Know. So, sirl then you tried their skill? 

Bob. Alas, soon tried: you shall hear, sir. Within two or three 
days after, they came; and, by honesty, fair sir, believe me, I 
graced them exceedingly, shew^ them some two or three tri^s 
of prevention have purchased them since a credit to admiration: 
they cannot deny (his; and yet now they hate me, and why? 
because I am excellent; and for no other vile reason on the earUi. 

E. Know. This is strange and barbarous, as ever I heard. 

Bob. Nay, for a more instance of their preposterous natures; but 
note, sir. Ihey have assaulted me some three, four, five, six of 
them together, os I have walked alone in divers skirts i’ the town, as 
Turnbull, WhiteohaMl, Shoreditch, which were then my quarts; 
and since, upon the Exchange, at my lodging, and at my ordinary: 
where I have driven them afore me the whole length of a street, in 
the open view of all our gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me. 
Yet all this lenity will not overcome weir spleen; thcw will be doing 
with the pismire, raising a hill a man may spurn abroad with his 
foot at pleasure. By myself, I could have slain them all, but I 
delight not in murder. I am loth to bear any other than ttiis 
bastmado for them: yet I hold it good polity not to go disarmed, 
for thou^ I be skilful, I may be oppressed with multitudes. 

E. Know. Ay, believe me, may you, sir: and in my concrit, our 
whole nation should sustain the loss by it, if it were so. 

Bob. Alas, no? what’s a peculiar man to a nation? not seen. 

E. Know. O, but your skill, sir. 

Bob. Indeed, that might be some loss; but who respects it? I 
will tell you, sir, by the way of private, and under seal; I am a 
gmtieman, and live here obscure, and to myself; but were I known 
to her majesty cmd the lords,—observe me,—would undertake, 
upon this poor head and life, for the public benefit of the state, not 
only to mare the entire lives of her subjects in general; but to save 
the one half, nay, three parts of her yearly chaige in holding war, 
and aminst what enemy soever. And how would Ido it, think you? 

E. Know. Nay, I know not, nor can 1 conodvd. 
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Bob. Why thus, dr. 1 would sdeot nineteen more, to myself, 
throughout the land; gentiemeu they should be of good spirit, 
strong and able constitution; I would choose them by an instinct, 
a character that I have: and 1 would teach these nineteen the efpecial 
rules, as your punto, your reverse, your stoccata, your imbroocato, 
your passada, your montanto; till tiiey could all play very near, or 
altogether as well as myself. This done, say the enemy were forty 
thousand strong, we twenty would come into the field the tenth of 
March, or thereabouts; and we would challenge twenty of the 
enemy; they could not in their honour refuse us: Well, we would 
hill them; challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill 
them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill every 
man his twenty a day, that’s twenty score; twenty score that’s 
two hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thousand: forty 
thousand; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kilw 
them all up by computation. And this will I venture my poor 
gentlemanlike carcase to perform, provided tht:re be no trrason 

g ractised upon us, by fair and discreet manhood; that is, civilly 
y tiie Bwora. 

E, Know. Why, are you so sure of your hand, captain, at all times T 
Bab. Tutl never miss thrust, upon my reputation with you. 

E. Know. 1 would not stand in Downright’s state then, an you 
meet him, for the wealth of any one street in London. 

£o&. Why, sir, you mistake me: if he were here now, bv this 
welkin, I would not draw my weamn on him. Let this gentleman 
do his mind: but I will bastinado him, by the bright sun, wherever 
I meet him. 

. Mat. Faith, and I’ll have a fling at him, at my distance. 

E. Know. ’Od’s, io, look where he is 1 yonder he goes. 

[Downright croaatB the stage. 
Dow. What peevish luck have I, I cannot meet with these brag¬ 
ging rsscalsT 


It is not he, is it? 

E. Know. Yea, faith, it is he. 

Jlfoi. I’ll be bang’d then if that were he. 

E. Know. Sir, keep your hanging good for some greater matter, 
for I assure you that were he. 

SUf. Upon my reputation, it was he. 

Bab. Hu I thou^t it had been he, he must not have gone so: 
but I can hardly be induced to believe it was he yet. 

E. Know. Tlwt I think, mr. 


Re-enter DowNBtoirF. 

But see, be is come again. 

Dow. O, Pharaoh’s foot, have I found you? Come, draw to 
your tools; draw, gipsy, or Fll thrash you. 

Bcb. Gentleman of v^our, I do believe in tihee; hear me— 

Dow. Draw your weapon tiien. 

Bab. Tall man,^ never thouj^t on it till now-Body me, I 
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had a vanant of tiiie peace aerrad on me, even now aa I came along, 
by a water-beater; nntleman aaw it, Maater HaUiew. 

Dow. ’Sdeatbl you win not draw tiien? 

IDiaamu and beats him. Mathew rune away. 

Bob. Hold, holdl under thy favour forbear! 

Dow. Prate again, aa you like this, you whoreson foist you! 
You’ll control the point, you! Your consort is gone; had he staid 
he had shared with you, sir. [EseU. 

Bob. Well, mntlemen, bear witness, I waa bound to the peace, 
by this good day. 

E. Know. No, faith, it’s an ill day, captain, never reckon it other; 
but, say you were bound to the peace, the law aUowa you to defend 
youraeu: that will prove but a poor excuse. 

Bob. I cannot tell, sir; I desire good construction in fair sort. I 
never sustain’d the like disgrace, by heaven! sure I was struck 
with i^lanet thence, for I hu no power to touch my weapon. 

E. Emow. Ay, like enough; I have heard of many that have been 
beaten under a planet: m>, get yon to a surgeon. ’Slid! an these be 
your tricks, your passarmes, and your montantos. I’ll none of them. 
[Exit Bobadi’ll.] O, manners! that this age should bring forth such 
creatuiee! that nature should be at leisuie to make them! Cbme, 
coz. 

Step. Hass, I’ll have this cloak. 

E. Know. ’Od’s will, ’tis Downright’s. 

Step. Nay, it’s mine now, another might have ta’en it up as well 
as I: ril wear it, so I will. 

E. Know. How an he see itT he’ll challenge it, assure yourself. 

Step. Ay, but be shall not have it: I’ll say I Imught it. 

E. Know. Take heed you buy it not too dear, coz. [Exeant. 


SCENE lY. —A Boom in Kitbly’s House. 

Enter Ksvsly, Wblusbsd, Dame Krrxr.T, and Bbidobt. 

Kit. Now, trust me, brother, you were much to blame, 

T incense his anger, and disturb the peace 
Of my poor house, where there are sentinela 
That every minute watch to give alarms 
Of civil war, without adjection 
. Of your asMstanoe or occasion. 

Wd. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since thm is no 
harm done, anger costs a man nothing; and a tall man is never his 
own man till he be angry. To keep ^ valour in obscurity, is to 
keep himself as it wore in a cloak-bag. What’s a musioian, unless 
he play? What’s a tall man unless ha fl^tT For, indeed, all t^ 
my wise brother stands upon absolutely; and that made me fall in 
with him so rasi^tely. 

Dame K. Ay, but what harm mi^t have come of it, brotherf 

Wd. lfig^t,^terT so might the good warm ckrthes your husband 
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wean be poisoned, for any thing he knows: or the wholesome wine 
he drank, even now at the table. 

Kit. Now, Qod forbid I O mel now I remember 
My wife dri^ to me last, and changed the cup. 

And bade me wear this cursed suit to>day. 

See, if Heaven suffer murder undiscover’dl 
I feel me ill; give me some mithridate. 

Some mithridate and oil, good sister, fetch me: 

0,1 am sick at heart, 1 bum, 1 burn. 

If jmu will save mv Iffe, go fetch it me. 

Wd. O strange humour! my very breath has poison’d him. 

Brid. Good brother, be content, what do you mean ? 

The strength of these extreme conceits will kill you. 

Damt K. Beshrew your heart-blood, brother Wellbred, now. 

For putting such a toy into his head! 

Wd. Is a fit simile a toy? will he be poison’d with a simile? 
Brother Kitely, what a strange and idle imagination is this! For 
shame, be wiser. O’ my soul there’s no such matter. 

K^. Am 1 not sickt how am I then not poison’d? Am I not 
poison’d ? how am I then so sick ? 

Dame K. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick. 

Wd. Hia jeaJou^ is the poison he has twen. 

BrUer BBamwonu, disguised in Fobhal’s clothes. 

Brai. Master Kitely, my master, justice dement, salutes you; 
and decnres to speak with you with aU possible speed. 

KU. No time but now, when I think 1 am sick, very si^! well, 
I will wait UTOn his worship. Thomas! Cob! I must seek them 
out, and set mem sentinels till I return. 'Thomas! Cob! Thomas! 

{Exit, 

Wd. This is perfectly rare, Brainworm; [takes him oaufe.] but 
how got’st thou this apparel of the justice’s man ? 

Brai. Marry, sir, my prox>er fine pen-man would needs bestow 
the grist on me, at the WindmUl, to hear some martial discourse; 
where 1 so marshalTd him, that I made him drunk with admiration: 
and, because too much heat was tiie cause of his distemper, I stript 
him stark naked as he lay along asleep, and borrowed his suit to 
deliver this counterfeit message in, leaving a rusty armour, and an 
old brown bill to watch him my return; which shall be, when I 
have pawn’d his apparel, and spent the better part o’ the mon^, 
perhaps. 

WeL Well, thou art a sucoeesful merry knave, Brainworm: his 
absence will be a good subject for more mirth. I pray thee ntum 
to thy young master, and ml him to meet me and my sister Bridget 
at the Tower instantiy; for, here, tell him the house is so stored with 
jealousy, there is no room for love to stand uprij^t in. We must 
get our fortunes committed to some lar^ prison, say; and than 
the Tower, I know no better air, nor where the liberty of the house 
xaa^ do ns more present service. Away. [Exit Brai. 
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Re-etUtr Kitxly, talking aside to Cash. 

KU. Come hither, Thomas. Now my secret’s ripe, 

And thou shalt have it: lay to both thine ears. 

Hark what I say to thee. I must go forth, Thomas; 

Be careful of thy promise, keep gOM watch. 

Note every gallant, and observe him well, 

'That enters in my absence to thy mistress: 

If she would shew him rooms, the jest is stale^ 

Follow them, Thomas, or else hang on him. 

And let him not go after; mark their looks; 

Note if she offer but to see his band. 

Or any other amorous toy about him; 

But praise his leg, or foot: or if she say 
The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand. 

How hot it is; O, that’s a monstrous thing I 
Note mo all this, good Thomas, mark their siglis. 

And if they do but whisper, break ’em off: 

I’ll bear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this? 

Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 

Cash. As truth’s self, sir. 

Kit. Why, I believe thee: Where is Cob, now? Cob I [ExU, 

Dame K. He’s ever calling for Cob: I wonder how he employs 
Cob BO. 

Wei. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employs Cob, is a necessaiy 
question for you that are his wife, and a thing not very easy for you 
to be satisfied in; but this I’ll assure you. Cob’s wife is an excellent 
bawd, sister, and oftentimes your husband haunts her house; marry, 
to what end? I cannot altogether accuse him; imagine you what 
you think convenient: but I have known fair hides have foul hearts 
ere now, sister. 

Dame K. Never said you truer than that, brother, so much I can 
teU you for your learning. Thomas, fetch your cloak and go with 
me. {Exit Cash.} I’ll after him presently: I would to fortune I 
could take him tiiere, i’faith, I'd return him his own, I warrant 
him I [Exit. 

Wei. So, let ’em go; this may make sport anon. Now, my fair 
sister-in-law, that you knew but how happy a thing it were to be 
fair and beautiful. 

Brid. That touches not me, brother. 

WeL That’s tme; that’s even the fault of it; for indeed, beauty 
stands a woman in no stead, unless it procure her touching.—But, 
aister, whethM it touch you or no, it touches your beauties; and I 
am sure they will abide the touch; an they do not, a plague of all 
ceruse, aay 11 and it touches me too in pa^ though not in the— 
Well, tiiere’a a dear and respected friend of mine, sister, stands very 
strongly and worthQy affected toward yon, and hath vowed to 
inflame whole bonfires of teei at his hea^ in honour of your per¬ 
fections. I have already engaged my promise to bring you where 
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you shall hear him confirm much more. Ned Knowell is the man. 
sister; there’s no exception against the party. You are ripe for a 
husband; and a minute’s loss to such an occasion, is a great trespass 
in a wise beauty. What say you, sister T On my soul he loves you; 
will you give him the meeting? 

Brid. Faith, 1 had very little confidence in mine own constancy, 
brother, if I durst not meet a man: but this motion of yours savours 
of an old knight adventurer’s servant a little too much, methinks. 

Wd. What's that, sister ? 

Brid. Marry, of the squire. 

Wd. No matter if it did, I would be such an one for my friend. 
But see, who is return’d to hinder us! 

Re-enter Kitkly. 

Kit. What villainy is this ? call’d out on a false message! 

This was some plot; I was not sent for.—Bridget, 

Where is your sister ? 

Brid. I think she be gone forth, sir. 

Kit. How! is my wife gone forth ? whither, for God’s soke ? 

Brid. She’s gone abroad with Thomas. 

Kit. Abroad with Thomas! oh, that villain dors me: 

Beast that I was, to trust him! whither, I pray you. 

Went she? 

Brid. I know not, sir. 

Wd. I’ll tell you, brother. 

Whither 1 suspect she’s gone. 

Kit. Whither, good brother ? 

Wet. To Cob’s house, I believe: but, keep my counsel. 

Kit. I will, I will: to Cob’s house 1 doth she haunt Cob’s ? 

She’s gone a purpose now to cuckold me. 

With that lewd rascal, who, to win her favour. 

Hath told her all. [Exit. 

Wd. Come, he is once more gone. 

Sister, let’s lose no time; the affair is worth it. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.—d Street. 

Enter Matrkw and Bobadiu.. 

Mat. I wonder, captain, what they will say of my going away, ha ? 

Bob. Why, what should they say, but as of a discreet gentleman; 
quick, wary, respectful of nature’s fair lineaments? and that’s all. 

Mat. Why sol but what can they say of your beating? 

Bob. A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of gross battery 
used, laid on strongly, borne most patiently; and that’s all. 

Mat. Ay, but would any man have offered it in Venice, as you say ? 

Bob. Tut! 1 assure you, no: you shall have there your nobilis, 
your gentileeza, come in bravely upon your reverse, stand you close, 
stand you firm, stand you fair, save your retricato with his left leg, 
come to the assalto with the right, thrust with brave steel, defy 



Every Man in His Humour 613 

your base wood! But wherefore do I awake this remembrance7 
I was fascinated, by Jupiter; fascinated, but I will be unwitcliM 
and revenged by law. 

Mat. Do you bear ? is it not best to get a warrant, aud have him 
arrested .and brought before justice Gcment? 

Bab. It were not amiss; would we hod it.! 

Enter BsAmwonM disguised as Format,. 

Mat. Why. here comes his man; let's speak to him. 

Bob. Agreed, do you speak. 

Mat. Save you, sir. 

Brai. With all my hc.art, sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Downright hath abused this gentleman and 
myself, and we determine to make our amends by law: now, if you 
would do us the favour to procure a warrant to bring him afore your 
master, you shall be well considered, 1 assure you, sir. 

Brai. Sir, you know my service is my living; such favours a.s 
these gotten of my m.aster is his only preferment, and therefore you 
must consider me as 1 may make benefit of my place. 

Mat. How is that, sir? 

Brai. Faith, sir, the thing is extraorrlinary, and the gentleman 
may be of great account ; yet, bo he what he will, if you will lay 
me down a brace of angels in my hand you shall have it, otherwise 
not. 

Mat. How shall we do, captain? ho aslis a brace of angels, you 
have no money ? 

Bob. Not a cross, by fortune. 

McU. Nor I, os I am a gentleman, but twopence left of my two 
shillings in the morning for wine and radish: let’s find him some 
pawn. 

Bob. Pawn! we have none to the value of his demand. 

Mai. O, yes; I’ll pawn this jewel in my ear, .and you may pawn 
your silk stockings, and pull up your boots, they will’ ne’er bo mist: 
it must be done now. 

Bob. Well, an there be no remedy. I'll stop aside and pull them off. 

[ Withdraws. 

Mat. Do you hear, sir? we have no store of money at this time, 
but you shall have good pawns; look you, sir, this jewel, and that 
gentleman’s silk stockings; because we would have it dispatch’d 
ere we went to our chambers. 

Brai. I am content, sir; I will get you the warrant presently. 
What’s his name, say you f Downright ? 

Mat. Ay, ay, George Downright. 

Brai, What manner of man is he 7 

Mat. A tall big man, sir; he goes in a cloak moat commonly of 
silk-russet, laid almut with russet lace. 

Brai. ’Tis very good, sir. 

Mat. Here, sir, here’s my jeweL 
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Sob. [refiinu'n^.] And here am my stookin^ 

Brat. Well, gentlemen. I'll procure you mis warrant presently; 
but who will vou have to serve it T 
Mat. That’is true, oaptau^: that must be considered. 

B<A. Body o’ me, I Imow not; ’tis service of danger. 

Brai. Why, yon were best get one o’ the varlets of the city, a 
seijeant: I’ll appoint you one, if you please. 

Mat. Will you, sir? why, we can wish no better. 

Bob. We’ll leave it to you, sir. [Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Brai. This la rarel Now will I go and pawn this cloak of the 
justice’s man’s at the broker’s, for a varlet’s suit, and be the varlet 
myself; and get either more pawns, or more mon^ of Downrmh^ 
for the arrest. [J^nf. 

SCENE VIII.—TAe Lane before Cos’s Houee. 

Enter Ksowxix. 

Know. Oh. here it is; I am glad I have found it now; 

Hoi who is within here? 

Tib. [isifktn.] I am within, sir; what’s your pleasure? 

Know. To know who is within beside yourself. 

Tib. Why, sir, you no constable, I hope ? 

Know. O, fear yoii the constable? then I doubt not, 

Yon have some guests within deserve that fear; 

I’ll fetch him straight. 

Enter Tib. 

Tib. O’ God’s name, sirl 

Know. Go to: come tell ms, is not young Knowell here? 

TA. Young Knowell 1 I know none such, sir, o’ mine honesty. 
Know. Your honesty, darnel it flies too lightly from you. 

There is no way but fetch the constable. 

Ttb. The constable I the man is mad, I think. 

[Exit, and dope to the door. 

Enter Dame Kitbly and Cash. 

Oadt. Hoi who keeps house here? 

Know. O, this is the female copesmate of my son: 

Now shidl I meet him straight. 

Dame K. Knock, Thomas, hard. 

OaA, Ho, goodwifel 

Be-erUer Td. 

Tib. Why, what’s the matter with yon? 

Dome K. Why, woman, Sieves it you to ope your dror? 

Belike you get something to ke^ it umt. 

TQ>. What mean these questions, pray ye? 

Dame K, So strange you mak» itt is not my husband hero? 
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Know. Herhnabandl 

Dame K. tried husband, master Kitely t 

. T^. 1 hoM he needs not to be tried here. 

Dame K. Mo, dame, he does it not for need, bat pleosorek 
Tib. Neithu for ne^ nor pleasure is he here. 

Know. This is but a device to balk me withal: 

Enter KrriLT, muffled *n hie cloak. 

Soft, who is this T ’tis not my son disguised t 
Dame K. [epiee her huAand, and rune to Aim.] O, sir, have I fore* 
stall’d your honest market. 

Found your close walks T You stand amazed now, do you T 
rfaith, I am glad I have smok’d you yet at last. 

What is your jewel, trowT In, come, let’s see her; 

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer. 

In any honest judgment, than myself. 

I’ll be content with it: but she is change. 

She feeds you fat, die soothes your appetite. 

And you are well 1 Your wife, an honest woman. 

Is meat twice sod to you, sir I O, you treachour 1 
Know. She cannot counterfeit thus pdpably. 

Kit. Out on thy more than strumpet impudence t 
Stoal’st thou thus to thy haunts T and have I taken 
'Ihy bawd and thee, and thy companion, 

'niu hoaty-headed letcher, this old goat. 

Close at your villainy, and would’st thou ’souse it 
With t^ stale harlot’s jest, accusing me? 

O, old incontinent, [to Knowdl.'\ dost thou not shame. 

When all thy powers in chastity are spent. 

To have a mind so hot? and to entice. 

And feed the enticements of a lustful woman? 

Dame K. Out, I defy thee, I, dissembling wretch 1 
KU. Defy me, strumpet I Ask thy pandw here. 

Can he deny it; or that wicked elder? 

Know. Why, hear you, sir. 

KU. Tut, tut, tut; never speak: 

Thy guilty consoienoe will discover thee. 

Know. What lunacy is this, that haunts this man? 

KU. Well, good wife bawd. Cob’s wife, and you, 

. That make your husband such a hoddy-doddy; 

And you, young apple-squire, and old cuckold-maker; 

I’ll have you every one ^ore a justice: 

Nay, you shall answer it, I charge you go. 

Know. Many, with all my heart, sir, 1 go willingly; 

Though I do this aa a trick put on me, 

To punish my impertinmit search, and justly. 

And half forgive my son for the device. 

KU. <k>me, will you go ? 

DameK. <3ol to thy diame believe It. 
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Svter Cob. 

Oob. what’s ths matter here, what’s here to do? 

IlH. O, Cob, art thou come? I have been abused. 

And in thy house; was never man so wrong’d! 

Oob. 'Bud, in my house, my master Eately I who wrongs you in 
my house? 

Kit. Many, young lust in old, and old in young here: 

Thy wife’s their ba^^ here have 1 taken them. 

Oob. How, bawd! is my house oome to that? Am I preferr’d 
thither? Did I not charge von to keep your doors shut, label? 
and—^yon let them lie open tor all comers! [Btaia his wife. 

Know. Friend, know some cause, before thou beat’st thy wife. 
This is madness in thee. 

Oob. Why, is there no cause? 

KU. Yes, ril shew cause before the justice, Cbb: 

Gome, let her ^ with me. 

Cob. Nay, she shall go. 

Tib. Nay, I wiU go. Til see an you may be allowed to make a 
bundle of hemp of your riuht and lawful wife thus, at every cuckoldy 
knave’s pleasure. Why do you not go ? 

KU. A bitter quean! Come, we will have you tamed. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX.—A Street. 

Enter Bbainwobm, disguised as a OUy Serjeant, 

Brai. Well, of all my disguises yet, now am I most like myself, 
being in this s^eant’s gown. A man of my present profession 
never counterfeit^ till he lays hold upon a debtor, and says, he 
rests him; for then he brings him to all manner of unrest, A kind 
of httle kings we are, beating the diminutive of a mace, made like 
a young artichoke, that always carries pepper and salt in itself. 
Well, I know not what danger I undergo by this exploit; pray 
Heaven 1 oome well off! 

Enter Mathsw and Bobadcu. 

Jfot. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his gown. 

Bcb. Let’s go in quest of him. 

Mat. ’Save you, friend! ate not you here by appointment of 
Justioe Clement’s man? 

Brai. Yes, an’t please yon, sir; he told me, two gentlemen had 
will’d him to procure a warrant from his master, which I ^ve about 
me, to be served on one Downright. 

Mat. It is honestly done of yon both; and see where the party 
comes you must arrest; serve it upon him quickly, Mota he be 
aware. 

Bob. Bear back, master Mathew. 
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Enter SraPHBN m DowHBiOBT’a doak. 

Brai. Master Downiightt 1 arrest you in the queen’s namet and 
must oany you afore a justioe by virtue of this warrant. 

Step. Me, friend] 1 am no Downright, I; I am master Stephen: 
You do not well to arrest me, I tell you, truly; 1 am in nobody’s 
bonds nor books, I would you should know it. A plague on you 
heartily, for making me thus afraid afore my time! 

Brai. Why, now you are deomved, gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived us: but see, here 
a’ comes indeed; this is he, oiHcer. 

Enter Dowmbioiit. 

Dow. Why how now, signior gulll are you turn’d filcher of late! 
Come, deliver my cloak. 

Step. Your cloak, sirl I bought it even now, in open market. 

Brai. Master Downright, 1 have a warrant I must serve upon 
you, procured by these two gentlemen. 

D<^. These gentlemen 1 these rasoals 1 [Offere to heat them. 

Brai. Keep &e peace, I charge you in her majesty's name. 

Dow, I obey thee. What must I do, officer? 

Brai. Qo brtore master justioe Clement, to answer that they oan 
object ominst you, sir: I will use you kindly, sir. 

Mat. wme, let’s before, and mwe the justice, captain. 

Hoh. The varlet’s a tall man, afore heaven! [Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Dow. OuU. you’ll give me my cloak. 

Step. Sir, I tx>ught it, and I’ll keep it. 

Dow, You will? 

Step. Ay, Uiat 1 will. 

Dona. Officer, there’s thy fee, arrest him. 

Brai. Mastm Stephen, I must arrest you. 

Step. Arrest mel I scorn it. There, taka your cloak. I’ll none 
on’t. 

Dow. Nay, that shall not serve your turn now, sir. Officer, I’ll 
go with (hee to the justice’s; bring him along. 

Step. Why, is not here your cloi^? what would you have? 

Dow, ril have you answer it, sir. 

Brsf. Sir, I’ll take your word, and this gentleman’s too, for his 
appearance. 

' Dow. I’ll have no words taken: bring him along. 

Brat. Sir, I may choose to do that, I may take baiL 

Dow. ’Tis true, you may take bail, and choose at another time; 
but you shall not now, varlet: bring him along, or I’ll swinge you. 

Brai, Sir, I pi^ the gentleman’s ease: hare’s your monqy again. 

Dow. ’Sdons, tell not me of my money; bring him away, I say. 

Brai. I warrant you he will go witii you of himself, sir. 

Dow. Yet more ado? 

Brat. I have made a fair mash on’t, [Aeide. 

Step. Must I go? 
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Brai. 1 know no remedy, master Stephen. 

Dow. Come along afore me here; 1 do not love your hanging 
look behind. 

Step. Why, edr, I hope you oannot hang me for it: can he, fellow T 
Brai. I think not, srr; it is but a whipping matter, sure. 

Stop. Why then let him do his worst, I am resolu^ [Extunl. 


ACT V 

SCENE I .—Coleman Street. ^ HdU in Justioe CijncKirF’s 

ffouae. 

Enter CLESirorr, Knowxix, Kitxly, Dame K., Tis, Cash, 

Cob, and SerYants. 

Clem. Nay, but stay, stay, give me leave: my chair, siirah. 
You, master Knowell, say yon went thither to meet your son? 

. Know. Ay, sir. 

CUm. But who directed you thither? 

Know. That did mine own man, sir. 

Clem. Where is he ? 

Know. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your clerk, and 
appointed him to stay here for me. 

CZem. My clerk I about what time was this ? 

Know. Many, between one and two, as I take it. 

Clem. And what time came my man with the false message to 
you, master Kitely ? 

Kit. After two, sir. 

CUm. Very good: but, mistress Kitely, how chance tiiat you 
were at Cob’s, ha? 

Dame K. An’t please you, sir. I’ll tell you: my brother Wellbred 
told me, that Cob’s house was a suspected place— 

CUm. So it appears, methinks: but on. 

Dame K. And that my husband used thither daily. 

CUm. No matter, so he used himself well, mistress. 

Dame K. True, sir: but you know what grows by such haunts 
oftentimes. 

CUm. 1 see rank fruits of a jealous brain, mistress Kitely: but 

idyou find your husband there, in that case as you suspected? 

Km. I found her there, sir. 

Clan. Did you, so! that altera the casa Who gave you know* 
led^ of your wife’s being there? 

Kit. Many, that did my brother Wellbred. 

CUm. How, Wellbred first tell her; then tell you afterl Where 

Wellbred? 

Kit. Gone with my sister, sir, I know not whither. 

CUm. Why this is a mere trick, a device; yon are gall’d in this 
most grossly alL Alas, poor wench I wert Uion beaten for this? 

Tib, Yes, most pitifully, on’t please you. 
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Cofr. And worthily, I hope, if it shall prore so. 

Clem. Ay, that’s like, and a piece of a sentence.— 

Enter a Servant. 

How now, sir! what’s the matter? 

8erv. Sir, there’s a gentleman in the court without, desires to 
speak with your worship. 

CTIem. A gentleman I what is he? 

8erv. A soldier, sir, he says. 

Clem. A soldier! take down my armour, my sword quickly. A 
soldier speak with me! Why, when, knaves? Come on, come on; 
[arms himadf.] hold my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my 
sword: stand by, I will end your matters anon.—Let the soldier 
enter. lExit EervatU. 

Enter Bobadux, followed by Mathbw. 

Now, sir, what have you to say to me? 

B 06 . By your wot^p’s favour— 

Clem. Nay, keep out, sir; I know not your pretence. You sand 
me word, sir, you are a soldier: why, sir, you shall be answer’d here: 
here be them that have been amongst soldiers. Sir, your pleasure. 

Bob. Faith, sir, so it is, this gentleman and myself have been 
most uncivilly wrong’d and beaten by one Downright, a coarse 
fellow, about the town here; and for mine own part, 1 protest, being 
a man in no sort given to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath 
assaulted me in the way of my peace, despoiled me of mine honour, 
disarmed me of my weapons, and rudely laid me along in the open 
streets, when I not so much as once offered to resist him. 

Clem. O, God’s precious! is this the soldier? Here, take my 
lumour off quickly, ’twill make him swoon, I fear; he is not fit to 
look on’t, that wm pnt up a blow. 

Mat. An’t please your worship, he was bound to the peace. 

Clem. Why, an he were, sir, his hands were not bound, were they ? 

Be-enter Servant. 

8erv. There’s one of the varlets of the city, sir, has brought two 
genUemen here; one, upon your worship’s warrant. 

Clem. My warrant! 

8erv. Yes, sir; the officer says, procured by these two. 

Clem. Bid him come in. [Exit Eervant.} Set by this piotnre. 

Enter Dowmbxoht, Stifhxii, and Bbsinwobm, diaguiaed aa before. 
What, Master Downright! axe you brought in at Mr. Ftoshwatm’s ' 
suit bm? 

Daw. I’faith, air. and here’s another brought at my snib 

Clem. What are you, sir? 

Stejt. A gentleman, sir. O, uncle! 

Clem, Dnolel who. Master Knowell? 

Know. Ay, sir; this is a wise kinsman of mine. 
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Bteip. Ood's my witnem, anole, I am wrong’d here monetroady, 
he charges me with stealing of his cloak, and would I might nerer 
stir, if I did not find it in tiie street by chance. 

Dow. O, did you find it nowT You said you bought it ere- 
while. 

Slvp. And you said, 1 stole it: nay, now my uncle is here. I’ll do 
well enough with you. 

Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile. You that have cause to 
complain there, stand forth: Had yon my warrant for this 
gentleman’s apprehension f 

Bob. Ay, airt please your worship. 

Clem. Nay, do not speak in passion so: where had you itf 

Bob. Of your clerk, sir. 

Clem. That’s well I an my clerk can make warrants, and my hand 
not at them 1 Where is the warrant—ofiBoer, have you it 7 

Brai. No, sir; your worship’s man. Master Formal, bid me do it 
for these gentlemen, and he would be my discharge. 

Clem. Why, Master Dowiuight, are you such a novice, to be 
served and never see the warrant? 

Dow. Sir, he did not serve it on me. 

Clem. No I how then 7 

Dow. Many, sir, he came to me, and said he must serve it, and he 
would use me kindly, and so— 

Clem. 0, God’s pity, was it so, air 7 He mvat serve it / Give me 
my long sword there, and help me off. So, come on, sir varlet, I 
mutt out off ^our 1^, rirrah; [Braintoorm kneels.} nay, stand up, 
PU use you kindly; Imust out off your legs, I say. 

[Flourishes over him with his long sword. 

Brai. O, good air, I beseech you; nav, good master justicel 

Clem. I must do it, there is no remedy; I must out off your legs, 
sirrah, I must out off your ears, you rascal, I must do it: I mua out 
off your nose, I mtM( out off your head. 

Brai. 0, good your worship I 

Clem. Wul, rise; how dost thou do now? dost thou feel thyself 
wellT hast thou no harm? 

Brai. No, I thank your good worshm, sir. 

Clem. Why so 1 I said I must out off thy legs, and I must cut off 
th^ arms, and I must cut off thy head; but I did not do it: so you 
said you must serve this gentleman with my warrant, but yon did 
not serve him. You knave, you slave, you rogue, do you say you 
must, sirrah 1 away with him to the jail; I’ll teach you a trick for 
your must, air. 

Brai. Good sir, I beseech you, be good to me. 

Clem. Tell him he shall to the jail; sway with him, I say. 

Brai. Nay, sir, if you will commit me, it shall be for committing 
more than tms: I wul not lose by my travail a^ min of my fame, 
certain. [Throws off Am serjeanPs gown. 

Clem. How is this? 

fnois. My man Brainworml 
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Step. O, yes. oaole; Brainwomi haa bean with my oousm Edwaid 
and 1 all this day. 

Clem. I told you all there waa some device. 

Brai. Nay, excellent justice, since 1 have Iiud mysdif tiins open 
to you, now stand strong for me; both wi& your sword and your 
baumce. 

Clem. Body o’ me, a merry knavel give me a bowl of sack: if he 
bdong t^ou. Master Knoweli, I bespeak tout patience. 

Brai. That is it I have most need of; Sir, if you’ll pardon me; 
only, m glory in all die rest of my exploits. 

Know. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours come hard 
from me. You have your pardon, though I suspect you shrewdly 
for being of counsel with my son against me. 

Brai. Yes, faith, I have, air, though you retain’d me doubly this 
morning for yourself: first as Brain worm; after, as fitz-Sword. 
1 was your rmorm’d soldier, sir. "Twas I sent you to Cob’s upon 
the errand without end. 

Know. Is it possible ? or that thou should’st disguise thy language 
so as I should not know thee ? 

Brai. O, sir, this has been the day of my metamorphosis. It is 
not that shape alone that I have run through to-day. I brought 
this gentleman, master Kitely, a message too, in the form of master 
Justice’s man here, to draw him out o’ the way, blb well as your 
worship, while master WeUbred might make a conveyance of mis¬ 
tress Bridget to my young master. 

Kit. How I my sister stolen away f 

Know. My son is not married, I hope. 

Brai. Faith, sir, th^ are both as sure as lov^ a priest, and three 
thousand pound, which is her portion, can make them; and by 
this time are ready to bespeak their wedding-supper at die Wind¬ 
mill, except some friend here prevent them, and invite them 
home. 

Ckm. Marry, that will I; I thank thee for putting me in mind 
on’t. Sirrah, go yon and fetch them hither upon my warrant. 
[Exit Servant.'] Neither’s friends have cause to be sorry, if I know 
the young couple aright. Here, I drink to thee for thy good news. 
But I pray thee; what hast thou done widi my man. Formal t 

Brat. Faith, sir, after some ceremony past, as mal^g him drunk, 
first with story, and then with wine, (but ail in kindness,) and 
-■ stripping him to his shirt, I left him in that cool vein; departed, 
sold your worship’s warrant to these two, pawn’d his livery ror that 
varliit’s gown, to serve it in; and thus have brought myself by my 
aodvity to your worship’s consideradon. 

Clem. And I will consider diee in another cup of sack. Here’s to 
thee; which having drunk off this my sentenoe: Pledge me. Tlion 
hast done; or assisted to nothing, in my judgment, but deserves to 
be pardon’d for the wit of the offence. If tiny master, or any m*" 
here; be with thee; I shall suspect his ingine, wl^e I know 

him, foPt. How now, w^t noise is that? 
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EfUtr Sarrant. 

Sen. Sir, it is Roger is oome home. 

OUm. Bring him in, bijng him in. 

Enter Fobuai. in a mil of armowr. 

Whatl drankT in arms against me? your reason, your reason for 
thisT 

Form. I beseech yoar Troiship to pardon me; I happened into 
iU company by chance, that oast me into a sleep, and stript me of 
all my olowes. 

Clem. Well, tell him I am Justice Clement, and do pardon him: 
bnt what is this to your armour T what may that signify T 

Form. An’t please you, sir, it hung up in the room where 1 was 
stript; and I bonow’d it of one of we drawms to oome home in, 
because I was loth to do penance through the street in my shirt. 

Clem, Well, stand by a while. 

Enter E. Knowux, Wurjauan, and Bbidoxt. 

Who be theseT O, the young company; welcome, weloomel 
Give you joy. Nay, mistress Bridget, blush not; you are not so 
fresh a bride, but we news of it is come hither afore you. Master 
bridegroom, I have made your peace, mve me your hand: so will 
I for all the rest ere you forsake my root. 

E. Know. Wo are the more bound to vour humanity, sir. 

Ckm. Only these two have so little 01 man in them, they are no 
part of ^ care. 

If el. air, let me pray you for this gentleman, he belongs to 

my sister the bride. 

Clem. In what place, sir? 

Ifel. Of her delight, sir, below the stairs, and in public: her 
poet, sir. 

Clem. A poet I 1 will challenge him myself presently at extempore. 

Mount wp thy Phlegon, Muse, and testify. 

Bow Saturn, sitting tn an ebon doud. 

Disrobed his podex, white as ivory. 

And through the tvelkin thundered oM aloud. 

WsL He is not for extempore, sir: he is all for the pocket muse; 
please you command a sight of it. 

Clem. Yes, yes, search him for a taste of his vein. 

[They search Matheufs pockets. 

If eL You must not deny the queen’s justice, sir, under a writ of 
rebellion. 

Clem. Whatl all this veraeT bo<^ o’ me, he carries a whdie 
realm, a commonwealth of paper in hu hose: let us see some of bis 
subjeots. [Beads. 
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{7n<o the boundleaa ocean of ihyfaee. 

Rune this poor river, chtofg’d wUh alreame of eyea. 

Howl thia is stolen. 

B. Know. A parodyl a parodyl with a kind of miraoulous gift, 
to make it absi^er than it was. 

CUm. Is all the rest of this batchT bring me a torch; lay it 
together, and give fire. Cleanse the air. [Seta the papera on nre.J 
Here was enough to have infected the whole city, if it had not been 
taken in time. See, see, how our poet’s glory shines I brighter and 
blighter I still it increases! O, now it is at the highest; and now it 
declines as fast. You may see, ate transit gloria mundi / 

Know. There’s an emblem for you, son, and your studies. 

CUm. Nay, no speech or act of mine be drawn against such as 
profess it worthily. They are not born every year, aa an alderman, 
^ere goes more to the making of a good poet, than a sheriff. 
Master Kitely, you look upon me!—though I live in tire city here, 
amongst you, 1 will do more reverence to him, when I meet him, 
than I will to the mayor out of his year. But these paper-pedlars 1 
these ink-dabblers! they cannot expect reprehension or reproach; 
thw have it with the fact. 

B. Know. Sir, you have saved me the labour of a defence. 

CUm. It shall be discourse for supper between your father and 
me, if he dare undertake me. But to dispatch away these, you 
sign o’ the soldier, and picture of the poet, (but both so false, I will 
not have you hanged out at my door till midnight,) while we are 
at supper, you two shall penitently fast it out in my court without; 
and, u you will, you may pray there that we may be so merry within 
08 to forgive or forget you when we come out. Here’s a third, 
because we tender your safety, shall watch you, ho is provided for 
the purpose. Look to your charge, sir. 

Step. And what shall I do? 

CUm. OI I had lost a sheep an he had not bleated: why, sir, you 
■hii.ll give master Downright his cloak; and I will intrcAt him to 
take it. A trencher and a napkin you shall have in the buttery, 
and keep Oob and his wife company here; whom 1 will intreat first 
to be reconciled; and you to endeavour with your wit to keep 
toem 80 . 

SUp. ril do my beet. 

Coo. Why, now I see thou art honest, Tib, I reomve thee as my 
dear and mortal wife s^ain. 

Tib. And I you, as my lovitw and obedient husband. 

CUm. Good oomplimenti It will be their bridal ni^t too. 
They are married anew. Come, I conjure the rest to put oS all dis¬ 
content. Yon, master Downright, your anger; you, master 
Elnowell, your cares; Master Kitely and his wife, their jealou^^. 
For, I must tell yon both, while that is fed. 

Horns in the miM are worse than on the head. 

KU. Sir, thus they go bom me; kiss me, sweethesrt. 



624 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 

8u what a drove of home fly in the air. 

Wing'd with my aeaneed and my eredviUnu breath / 

WcO^ 'em auapiciovs eyes, watch where theyfaU. 

See, see! on heads that think they have none ataU ! 

O, what a pZenteoiM taorld of this will come / 

When air rains horns, aU may be sure of some. 

I have team’d bo much verse out of a jealous man’s part in a play. 

Clem. ’Tis weU, ’tis well I This night we’ll dedicate to frieni^ip, 
love, and laughter. Master brid^room, take your bride and lead; 
every one a fellow. Here is my mistress, Brainworm 1 to whom ail 
my addressee of courtship shall have their reference: whose adven¬ 
tures this day, when our grandchildren shall hear to be made a 
fable, I doubt not but it shall find both spectators and applausa 

[Exeunt. 



